
 1 

2020.04.26 3rd Sunday of Easter  SERMON  ©Gyllian Davies+ 
 
What do we hope for? 
 
We hear in the Gospel for today how Cleopas and his companion “hoped Jesus 
was the one to redeem Israel” Of course from our vantage point in time we 
know Jesus was the one to redeem Israel! Only that redemption wasn’t going to 
happen the way they thought. It wasn’t going to look like the power of the 
Roman conquerors upended and turned around in their favour. In fact it wasn’t 

going to look anything like any worldly power at all. Instead it was going to 
look like something they didn’t have much experience with – It was going to 
look like justice and mercy. And it was also going to look like something they 
did have experience with, something they maybe didn’t associate with the 
coming reign of the Messiah - kindness and simple hospitality. Like breaking 
bread together. 
 
On the night I was writing this sermon the words simply were not coming. So I 
stepped outside into the late hours of the night. Actually of the early morning… 
At the end of my driveway I turned out my flashlight and stepped off the edge 
into the great dark night. I stood still and listened. And suddenly a great wave 
of frog chorus rolled out into the night. I was nowhere near the pond but I 
guess they must have spotted my light and every one of them stopped singing. 
And then my light was gone and my body still and listening so… they decided all 
was well and roared back into action. And I thought of all the other creatures 
in the world who have moved back into the territories they’d vacated because 
of all the space we humans take up. I thought of dolphins in the canals of 
Venice and coyotes in the streets of San Francisco. And I thought of the 

conversation at a meeting earlier in the day when one person began, “When 
things get back to normal…” and another person responded, “There is no 
normal anymore. Things will never be the same again – the world has 
changed.”  
 
We are living in a time of great unknowns. We don’t know what out future will 
look like. We don’t know when we’ll once again be able to greet each other 
with hugs and handshakes. We don’t know when we’ll be able to safely brush 
up against a friend or a stranger without risking our health. We don’t know 
when we’ll be able to worship together again. We might be wondering, ‘what 
can we count on? And maybe wondering…  ‘What kind of future awaits us?’ 
 
Perhaps we are feeling somewhat the way Cleopas and his companion were 
feeling as they headed for Emmaus. So many unknowns. So much sadness for 
the losses they’ve experienced. Loss of their beloved teacher and leader, 
Jesus. Loss of their dream for a new Israel. Loss of feeling safe. We know that 
one these days! 
And then…?  They are shown that it’s in that which is simple and fundamental 

to life that we can find our light in the darkness. First, they experience the 
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kindness of Jesus who puts everything back in perspective for them, gives them 
a way to make sense of what they have experienced. And then, he makes 
himself known to them in the most fundamental and ordinary of ways – in the 
breaking of the bread – something they had done so often with him over the 
past years. Sharing food. This is what we can hang onto too – the common 
ordinary things we know so well – kindness and hospitality.  
There’s a poem by the Palestinian-American poet, Naomi Shihab Nye called 
Kindness. The poem begins: 

Before you know what kindness really is 

you must lose things, 
feel the future dissolve in a moment 
like salt in a weakened broth. 
What you held in your hand, 
what you counted and carefully saved, 
all this must go so you know 
how desolate the landscape can be 
between the regions of kindness. 
 

What else happened with the two disciples? They listened. As Jesus walked 
with them they listened with all their heart. And afterwards they said to each 
other, “Were not our hearts burning within us while he was talking to us on the 
road?” What happened there? Here’s what I think: I think Jesus listened them 
into the truth. He listened to them, as one writer says, ‘listen to others so that 
others can hear things they have never heard before and say things they had 
never thought to say” When someone listens to us in that way, our hearts can 
open. When we listen to others in that way, their hearts can open. Even broken 
hearts can open. Maybe even especially broken hearts open when encountering 

that kind of listening. And so it was with Cleopas and his companion. With their 
hearts open they could truly hear Jesus. And then their hearts burned within 
them in recognition of the Source of All Love.  
 
In her poem on Kindness, Naomi Shihab Nye concludes: 
 

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside, 
you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing. 
You must wake up with sorrow. 
You must speak to it till your voice 
catches the thread of all sorrows 
and you see the size of the cloth. 
Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore, 
only kindness that ties your shoes 
and sends you out into the day to mail letters and purchase bread, 
only kindness that raises its head 
from the crowd of the world to say 
It is I you have been looking for, 

and then goes with you everywhere 
like a shadow or a friend. 
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That is how it can be for us. We can listen to our sorrow for the changes this 
virus has wrought. We can become familiar with the sorrow, and in that process 
become familiar with our common sorrow which we share with others all over 
the world. We can listen to each other, and then we can listen to strangers. We 
can expand our awareness, particularly to others who have not had access to 
good health care, who do not live where governments are able to support 
people financially, or who fall between the cracks and are left without help to 
rebuild their lives. We can allow ourselves to really know that greater sorrow 

so that our capacity for kindness grows ever deeper and stronger. We can have 
this kindness, this love, this light of the Messiah as our dearest deep down 
companion wherever we go, no matter what we encounter. This doesn’t mean 
the future will not be scary. It does mean we will know we are not alone. It 
does mean the world will be clearly precious.  It does mean we will be able to 
touch others with this kindness, remembering kindness is actually more 
powerful than a virus, more contagious than any pandemic.  it’s the light of 
Christ, of course. Thanks be to God.  
And amen! 
 


