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Third Sunday of Easter - Liturgical Year A 
  

“We were hoping” - these are words that catch our attention, that begin to occupy our attention, that become 
a refrain in us. “We were hoping!” 
•  We were hoping that the weather would be better than it was on our vacation. 

•  We were hoping that the lovely young couple would make a reasonable offer on our house. 

•  We were hoping that our daughter would see through that guy, like we did, and stop seeing him. 

•  We were hoping that the doctor would have good news for us, but he didn't.  
 

When the phrase “We had hoped” appears in our lives, it has a way of occupying our thoughts in an 
overwhelming way, pushing everything else aside. Even more than that, every time we find ourselves saying 
“we were hoping”, discouragement and fear become our constant companions. They flood our thinking, 
interrupt our sleeping, and, in a cruel and ironic manner, they leave us alone when we first wake up in the 
morning, and then return with a vengeance. 

 Whenever the phrase “We were hoping” is playing in us, we become companions with the two disciples in 
today's Gospel. They were walking away from Jerusalem; it no longer had anything to offer them, because 
Jesus was dead. They had been doing their bargaining for days. They did it when he was arrested. Their 
thoughts went something like this: We were hoping that it wouldn't get to this, that they would realize that 
Jesus is innocent and that they would release him. 

On the road to Calvary, the disciples thought: Perhaps Pontius Pilate will stay the execution, because it is so 
clear that Jesus is innocent. 

“We had hoped” seems to have ultimately bottomed out when the stranger begins to walk with them, talking 
with them about all their shattered hopes. He has no intention of leaving them until he makes a difference in 
their lives. He has no intention of leaving them until he banishes their discouragement and fear by offering 
them hope and consolation. 

The Risen Christ, this companionable stranger, was the absolute presence of Hope in their lives - and is 
the absolute presence of hope in our lives. He comes to us in so many ways. 

- in Word from the Scripture  
- in the Eucharist 

- in the Community of Faith  
- in prayer 

He has come to us in the Word - we have known so many times when the words of Jesus “were burning 
within us, as he talked to us” - especially in our dark and hopeless moments. 

He has come to us in the Eucharist - we have known so many times when we felt the consolation of his love - 
it felt like he put his arm around our shoulders and drew us closer to himself - and it conveyed the 
overwhelming assurance that I was not alone, that Christ was not just with me, but that he was for me and 
would see me through this difficulty no matter what. 

He has come to us through members of the Community of Faith - when a parishioner friend called to see how 
I was doing - who dropped a cake off at my house - when I received a hopeful card in the mail, which said in 
one or another way: I am with you. Let me know what I can do. I am on your side. 

He has come to us in prayer - when, from deep within your heart and mine, we have heard Christ saying, 
“Do not be afraid - I am with you - always with you.” 

Gathered here this morning - we are sitting at a table in the roadside inn - on the way to Emmaus. We have 
brought with us all those experiences that leave us saying “we were hoping.” But, as Christ offers us the 
sacrament of his Body and Blood, this most tangible gift we receive week after week, we know his presence, 
and we begin to feel his love, his warmth, his peace fill us to the brim, which begins to banish the 
hopelessness we feel. The discouragement begins to wane, and the assurance that we are never alone comes 
back, which is one of the abiding joys of being a follower, a disciple of our Lord Jesus Christ. 


