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Living God, may your word be proclaimed and may we claim it with joy for our lives today. 
Continue to speak to us through my words or in spite of them. Amen. 
 
 
Luke 24:13-35 (CEB) 
Hebrews 11-12, selected verses (CEB) 
 
If you read the weekly email, you already know that I’m still struggling to make sense of this weird 
“coronavirus time” — when you stay-at-home every day, Tuesdays feel like Fridays, Saturdays like 
Mondays, and it’s hard to tell if it’s April yet or perhaps we’ve missed a whole month and it’s May 
already. I don’t know about you, but my internal clock is disrupted. The rhythms of life are off. 
That is why it’s good to be with you all today. This rhythm of worship on Sunday mornings 
provides a little bit of grounding in the midst of all of that, a reminder of when it is, where we are, 
who we are, and whose we are. Thank you for continuing to show up. 
 
Today’s Gospel reading is a comforting, familiar one — we know this story, the “walk to 
Emmaus”. It’s this great account about the resurrected Jesus showing up unexpectedly to a 
couple of disciples who initially failed to recognize him but then figured it all out when Jesus did 
what he had done so many times before… broke bread at the table with his friends. We love this 
story. It’s heartwarming and encouraging, but I wonder if we’ve heard it so many times that we 
might not be seeing the whole picture. 
 
Do you remember how the passage started? “On that same day…” Wait, that should give us 
pause. On what same day? If we look back to the beginning of this chapter in Luke’s gospel, we 
realize that this story about the road to Emmaus is set on the same day as the Easter story. It’s 
easy to forget that part of the story. Mary Magdalene, Joanna, another Mary, and some other 
women went to the tomb early that morning — the tomb where they’d last seen Jesus’ body 
after he died. They went there and saw the stone rolled away and no body to be found. These 
dazzling heavenly messengers told them Jesus was alive, and the women rushed off to share the 
Good News with everyone else. Which, of course, all those men who stayed behind dismissed as 
nonsense. Regardless, we’re on this side of the story, so we know that this day — “that same 
day” — is Easter. This is a day we celebrate! 
 
But with a sudden literary whiplash, “on that same day…” we find ourselves on the road with a 
couple of forlorn disciples — Cleopas and some other guy whose name we don’t know. We’ve 
just heard the Good News — and so have these two — but clearly they’re not celebrating with 
the women. No, these guys are on a journey. A journey of grief and dashed hopes. A journey 
through sadness and despair. It’s still Easter, isn’t it? It suddenly doesn’t feel like it anymore. 
 
What was it they said to the stranger who joined them on their journey? “We had hoped…” 
Wow. That feels real today. 
 



We had hoped to be worshipping together in the sanctuary. 
We had hoped to be enjoying Sunday dinner with family and friends. 
We had hoped to be getting the kiddos ready to go to school tomorrow morning. 
We had hoped to be boarding the plane for our long-awaited vacation. 
We had hoped the tumor was benign. 
We had hoped we would have a little more time. 
We had hoped our relationship problems would improve. 
We had hoped the depression would go away. 
We had hoped to stay employed. 
We had hoped the pandemic would spare our family. 
We had hoped it wouldn’t last too long. 
We had hoped. 
 
These disciples had hoped and now, here they are, trudging down this path of disappointment, 
disillusionment, and defeated dreams. Jesus, the one they gave up everything to follow, the one 
on whom they pinned all their hopes and dreams, the Messiah they just knew would change the 
world…. Jesus is dead. Not just dead. Killed. And to make matters worse, his body is missing! Sure, 
those women had a spectacular tale to tell this morning, but that’s impossible, right? We had 
hoped, but now look where we are. 
 
I appreciate the honesty of this story. Just two weeks ago, we did Easter. And it was beautiful, 
even in the weirdness that is this virtual reality. We proclaimed, “Christ is risen!” and we sang 
those hallelujahs. But, if I’m honest, the Good News of resurrection isn’t something I can just turn 
on that quickly. We had three days in the tomb, and then we’re just supposed to flip it all 
around? I need this part of the story, the part that tells me it’s OK if resurrection takes a little 
longer to see. This is the real Easter story for me, the one that says hope is possible, but it might 
require going on an uncomfortable journey… BUT that it’s not a journey we go on alone! 
 
Months ago, Pastor Steve and I laid out a sermon plan. Like so many plans these days, we’re 
adjusting. In the original plan, we were going to take some time this summer for a series about 
“The Cloud of Witnesses,” those saints and heroes of the faith we admire and want to emulate. 
In light of our new normal, we felt like we needed to push that series up to now. We are on an 
uncomfortable journey these days, but we’re not alone. I love how that passage in Hebrews 
puts it: “So then, with endurance, let’s also run the race that is laid out in front of us, since we 
have such a great cloud of witnesses surrounding us.” We have such a great cloud of witnesses 
surrounding us on this journey. 
 
It feels appropriate to start this “Cloud of Witnesses” series by looking at someone who not only 
knew the journey of faith but also something about quarantine: Elizabeth Ann Seton. The name is 
probably familiar to you. If you’ve been to St. Vincent Hospital, there’s a statue of Elizabeth Ann 
Seton in the patient waiting area. Or you may have come across a “Seton Hospital” or “Seton 
School” or “Seton Church” in cities across the country. Elizabeth Ann Seton was even canonized 
by the Catholic Church — the first American to be recognized in that way. 
 
Her story is remarkable. She was born just two years before the American Revolution, into the 
upper class society of New York. She had a fairly expected childhood and early adult life, 



marrying the love of her life at age nineteen. But then, life took some unexpected turns. Her 
father-in-law died, and suddenly young Elizabeth and her husband William found themselves 
caring for William’s seven siblings. Then, a few years later, the family business crumbled, and they 
filed for bankruptcy. Shortly after that, Elizabeth’s father contracted yellow fever and died, 
quarantined and in excruciating pain, with his daughter by his side. Then, two years later, her 
husband became ill. They set sail for Italy, for they had hoped that the ocean air and a change 
of scenery would do him some good. When they got there, the border authorities feared William 
had brought the yellow fever with him and sent the family away to a quarantine station for 
isolation. The Setons found themselves confined for twenty-five days in a place with bare-
minimum furnishings and provisions, as well as drafty, dusty conditions. William’s illness — which 
turned out to be tuberculosis, not yellow fever — grew worse, and he died just nine days after 
they were released. 
 
At twenty-nine years of age, Elizabeth Ann Seton already knew a lot about grief and despair. 
And yet, she clung to her faith and journeyed on. Around the time of William’s death, she wrote 
in her journal, “My eyes smart so much with crying, wind and fatigue that I must close them and 
lift up my heart… God is our all indeed. If sufferings abound in us, his Consolations also greatly 
abound, and far exceed all utterance… If I could forget my God one moment at these times, I 
should go mad.” 
 
Elizabeth returned to America and started a free school for children in Baltimore. Then, she 
founded a religious community dedicated to caring for impoverished children. (This was the first 
order of religious sisters founded in the United States.) Under her leadership, they went on to 
establish a couple of orphanages and a second school, and they left a legacy of religious 
vocation and charitable mission that continues to this day. Her troubles continued throughout 
her life, especially as she buried two teenage daughters. Yet, through it all, she looked to God 
for guidance and continued to boldly live out her faith. At age forty-six, Elizabeth died of 
tuberculosis. 
 
Elizabeth Ann Seton had a motto for her life: “Hazard yet forward.” The phrase came from a 
longer motto on the Seton family coat of arms, but Elizabeth owned it for herself. She was 
convicted by her faith to keep on moving forward — to dare to move forward — even when 
hopes are dashed and dreams destroyed. 
 
Hazard yet forward. It seems like a good motto for us today. We had hoped for so much, but 
here we are… 
 
On Friday, I attended a funeral. And when I say I “attended”, I mean I watched a livestream 
from my home. The funeral was for my cousin Brianna and her infant daughter Willow. Because 
of this global pandemic, only immediate family could be physically present for the service. So, 
the rest of us bore witness from a distance. I’ll confess: I felt like a voyeur, peering in on a very 
private moment for Brianna and Willow’s family. Through the computer screen, I listened to them 
share about these too-short lives, and I witnessed this family’s deep, deep grief, as they were 
preparing to bury a daughter, a granddaughter, a sister, a niece, a mother, a lover. The pastor 
did an admirable job in extremely difficult circumstances. He admitted that this was the first time 
he was presiding over a service for mother and daughter together. And he acknowledged that 



he had no words to make it all better. But he did offer them this: He told them to “keep living 
until you are alive again.” He encouraged them to continue forward, to “hazard yet forward,” 
even though it seems as if all hope is lost.  
 
As I was reflecting on this “road to Emmaus” passage, I was struck again by the realness of this 
part of the Easter story. Easter is about resurrection, but it’s about resurrection the way Jesus 
does it. And Jesus never does what we expect. We had hoped for a flashy, dazzling resurrection 
display of might and power for all the world to see, especially those who killed him. We had 
hoped it would be obvious to these devoted disciples that Jesus the Messiah couldn’t really be 
defeated by death. We had hoped the resurrected Christ would show up in a big way so that 
there’s no doubt in anyone’s minds. And yet, that’s not Jesus’ way. He doesn’t try to vindicate 
himself or prove anything to anyone. Instead, he just shows up quietly and unobtrusively, walking 
alongside two forlorn disciples on their journey of grief until they recognize who it is that is walking 
with them. 
 
We had hoped… yes, we had. And things are so different right now than we had hoped they 
would be. But there is still Good News: Jesus is here, and resurrection is oh so real. Jesus is saying 
to us today, “Hazard yet forward. Keep on walking, keep on living, keep on loving. You got this.” 
 
Friends, your journey probably doesn’t look the same as mine. You may be on the road with 
those women who found the empty tomb, bursting at the seams to share your joy with anyone 
who will listen. Or maybe you’re on the road with these two men, staring down at the hopes lost 
and struggling to see the living hope that’s standing right in front of you. Or maybe you’re on a 
different road altogether. But here’s the thing: We’re not alone. Our journeys may look different, 
but we’re walking alongside each other. We are the Church, so we show up — on whatever 
road we need to, even the socially distant ones — and we go on this journey together, making 
room for the sacred work of grief, as we grieve for that which we had hoped for…. and also 
encouraging each other to keep going until we see resurrection. 
 
Church has looked different lately. And yet, it’s still the same. We still worship together, we still 
study together, we still fellowship together, we still laugh together, we still cry together. We are 
even going to welcome new members into the church today! And next weekend, we’re going 
to keep serving our neighbors with a “stay-at-home” version of Serve Indy. (You’ll get an email 
tomorrow with all sorts of ideas for ways to serve right now. Our ways of “serving Indy” don’t look 
the same these days, but we can and should still serve.)  
 
Above all, we are still the Church, and so… we hazard yet forward, knowing Jesus is by our side. 
 
That is Good News indeed. Thanks be to God! 


