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                       “The Long Walk Where Everything Changed”  
The Rev. S. Shane Nanney ~ April  12, 2026 

Acts 2:14, 36-41 and Luke 24:13-35 

There’s a special kind of optimism that only exists right before reality taps you 
on the shoulder. 

A man once decided he was going to fix his whole life in one Saturday.He made 
a list. It was ambitious. Exercise. Eat healthy. Clean the garage. Reconnect with 
his family. Maybe even read a book that didn’t have pictures. 

He started strong—put on running shoes, stretched like someone who had seen 
stretching on television, and jogged down the street with determination.  About 
three houses in, a dog barked at him.  Not a big dog. Not a scary dog. A 
confident dog. 

And that was enough. He slowed to a walk. By the end of the block, he was 
sitting on a curb, breathing like he had just outrun a tornado, whispering, 
“Well… I tried.”  And by noon, he was back on the couch eating chips. 

Now that right there—that gap between what you hoped would happen and 
what actually happened—that’s where our story lives. 

In the book of Luke we have two disciples are walking to Emmaus. And they are 
not out for exercise. They are not taking in the scenery. They are walking away 
from everything they had hoped would save them. Luke tells us they were 
talking about all the things that had happened—but that word “talking” doesn’t 
quite carry the weight. The Greek underneath it has more tension, more edge. 
This is not light conversation. 

This is the kind of talking that happens when your world has cracked open. This 
is the kind of talking where sentences trail off because you don’t have words for 
what you feel. “We had hoped…” 

And those three words carry the sound of something breaking. “We had hoped 
he was the one…” 

Past tense hope is one of the heaviest things a person can carry. 

It means you dared to believe. It means you let your heart lean forward. 
And then something—someone—let you fall.They had watched Jesus heal 
people no one else would touch. They had seen him feed crowds out of almost 
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nothing. They had heard him speak in a way that made the world feel like it 
could be put back together again. And then they watched him die. Not just 
die—but die publicly, painfully, shamefully. Crucified like a criminal. And with 
him, their hope was nailed to the cross too. 

So they walk. Seven miles. Seven miles of replaying it all. 

“Maybe we misunderstood…” 

“Maybe we got carried away…” 

“Maybe hope was a mistake…” 

And if you listen closely, you can almost hear the silence between their words—
the kind of silence that sits heavy when there’s nothing left to say that will fix 
anything. And then Jesus shows up. Walks right up beside them. And they don’t 
recognize him. Which feels impossible… until you remember what grief does. 

Grief narrows your vision. It pulls your eyes down to the ground. It convinces 
you that nothing good could possibly be standing right next to you. So Jesus 
asks, “what are you discussing?” And they stop. They stop walking. 
 

“Are you the only one who doesn’t know?” And then they tell the story. Their 
version of it. A story with a beginning full of promise… and an ending full of 
loss. And Jesus listens. He doesn’t rush them. He doesn’t correct them mid-
sentence. He lets them pour it out—the confusion, the disappointment, the 
ache. And somewhere along that dusty road, as he begins to speak—something 
starts to change. Not all at once. Not dramatically. But slowly. 

Like a small flame catching. But here’s what’s remarkable. Even then—they still 
don’t fully see. Even with the warmth.  Even with the words. They are still 
walking in partial darkness.  Until supper. 

They reach Emmaus and Jesus acts like he’s going on. And there’s something 
almost desperate in their response: “Stay with us.” Because when you’ve been 
in the dark, even a little light feels like something you cannot afford to lose. 

So he stays. They sit down. And he takes bread. Blesses it. Breaks it. Gives it to 
them. And in that moment—something breaks open in them too. Their eyes. 
Their understanding. Their grief. Everything rearranges itself in an instant. 
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It’s him. 
It’s really him. 
Alive. 

And just as quickly as the recognition comes—He disappears. 

Now here’s where the story turns from sorrow to something almost wild. 

They don’t sit there and process. They don’t say, “Well, that was nice.” They 
don’t even finish the meal. They get up. Immediately. And they run. Seven miles. 
In the dark. Back to Jerusalem. 

Back to the place they had just left in defeat. Because joy does that. Real joy—
the kind that comes after grief—doesn’t stroll. It runs. It runs because it has to 
tell someone. It runs because it can’t stay contained. It runs because the story 
they thought had ended… has exploded back to life. 

That’s Emmaus. That’s the turn. — From “WE HAD HOPED…” to “IT IS TRUE!” 

And maybe that’s where this story meets us. 
Because some of us know that long walk. We’ve said “WE HAD HOPED” about 
something in our lives. A relationship. A dream. A prayer. A future we were so 
sure of. And we’ve walked away, convinced the story was over. But this story 
dares to say: Be careful what you call the end. Because resurrection doesn’t 
always arrive with fireworks. 

Sometimes it comes quietly— On a road. In a conversation. At a table. 
In the breaking of bread. 

And when it comes—when your eyes finally open—you may find yourself doing 
something you never expected… You may find yourself running again. Running 
toward hope. Running toward others.Running back into a story you thought  
was finished. 

Only to discover… 
It was just beginning. 

Amen.  

 

 


