
Good News for the Road 

Read: Acts 8:26-40; I John 4:7-21 

 “Honey, I don’t feel like cooking tonight.” 

 “I don’t either.  Let’s go out.” 

 “Where do you want to go?” 

 “I don’t know.  What do you want to eat?” 

 “I don’t care.  Anything will be fine.” 

 “Do you want to go Indian, Chinese, or would you want to get a burger?” 

“No, definitely not a burger; we just had burgers on Tuesday.  I want 

something different.” 

 “Okay what?” 

 “I’m not sure.  You choose.” 

 “I don’t want to choose.  The last time I chose, you were disappointed.” 

And so on and so on it goes.  It’s a wonder more married people don’t eventually 

starve to death.  Life does involve all kinds of choices and we never know which 

ones will turn out to be significant.  Sometimes the choice that seems trivial and 

unimportant has a way of changing the course of our lives in ways we never 

expected. 

 The poet Robert Frost used to go walking with a close friend.  They 

routinely would have a similar dilemma facing them about which path to chose.  

Frost originally wrote his now famous poem, “The Road Not Taken,” intending it 

to be a humorous jibe in the ribs of his good friend.  He was quite surprised when 

he discovered that people were taking the poem quite seriously, attempting to 

uncover all of its hidden, deep meanings.  Here it is:  read The Road Not Taken 

(you can find it online). 



 The poem concludes with, “Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—I took the 

one less traveled by, and that has made all the difference.”  Frost leaves the 

difference to be indeterminate, leaving us to surmise if the difference was good 

or bad.  Choices do matter.  Wouldn’t it be something good if we had some help 

in making good ones?  As Christians, part of the Good News is that we do have 

help that is wise and significant.  We have received whom Jesus called “another 

counselor” to guide us into all the truth and bring to our remembrance all that 

Jesus began to do and teach.  

 That’s how the Gospel writer Luke described his first volume in the two 

volume set of Luke and Acts.  Luke’s Gospel expounded all that Jesus began to do 

and teach.  Volume two, The Book of Acts, chronicled the ministry of the Holy 

Spirit who mediated the life of the Risen Christ into the midst of the fledgling 

Church, directing, guiding, and eventually expanding the ministry of Christ 

throughout the whole Roman Empire, and finally into all the world.   

Acts is filled with instructively fascinating accounts of how the spiritual 

rubber hit the ancient, imperial roads of culture and political power through the 

group of believers who referred to themselves and the Gospel as “The Way.”  And 

it gives us a front row seat from which to observe the theological challenges faced 

by Jewish believers who were being led to share the Good News with everyone 

they met, whether Jew or Gentile, whether pagan idolaters filled with religious 

superstitions of all kinds, or sophisticated philosophers who saw themselves as 

being above believing in the outlandish story of a crucified man rising from the 

dead after three days in the tomb.  But share it they did. 

Let’s take a look at Philip.  Philip obviously had the gift of evangelism.  It 

was Philip who ran to his brother Nathanial saying, “We have found the Messiah, 

Jesus of Nazareth.”  To which Nathanial snorted, “Can anything good come out of 

Nazareth?”  To which Philip replied, “Come and see.”  Philip was a Greek speaking 

Jew, so when some Greeks heard rumors about Jesus, they came to Philip and 

said, “We want to see Jesus.”  It was Philip who took their request directly to 

Jesus.  In response, Jesus launched into a prediction of his impending death.  If 

you want to see Jesus, you must first look at the Cross. 



Earlier in Acts we are told that it was Philip who intentionally took the 

Gospel to Samaria, ignoring the fact that Samaritans were viewed with great 

disdain in Israel because they were a genetic mixture of Jews who had 

intermarried with foreign invaders.  Philip the Evangelist knew that Christ had 

broken down the dividing walls of hostility and defanged the ancient hatreds and 

resentments between people.  The Gospel was for all.  Everyone welcome, no one 

excluded.  Philip had become accustomed to being guided by the Holy Spirit.  And 

Philip was already used to ministering to people who lived on the borderlands, 

outsiders who wouldn’t easily fit in with one tradition or another. 

 We too, if we would but dare, could begin to experience the vibrancy of 

life in the Spirit if only we would learn to listen, receive, and obey the Spirit’s 

guidance for ourselves.  But such a life requires deep confidence in God and 

courage to work outside the boundaries of our comfort zones. 

The story we receive about the Holy Spirit, Philip, and the Ethiopian eunuch 

is really quite revealing.  It is not an account of some broad brush stroke episode 

that would seem hazy around the edges.  The attention to detail is really 

remarkable.  Let’s unpack it. 

The story begins with the Holy Spirit calling Philip to arise (the Greek can 

also mean, “get ready”) and go down the desert road running between Jerusalem 

and Gaza.  What you may not know is that there were two such roads, the easier, 

more pleasant one went due west, then turned south along the coastal plain.  It’s 

the one most people used.  Then there was the road less traveled, going due 

south from Jerusalem through the stark desert to Hebron then turning west to 

Gaza.  I actually took this road when I went to Egypt from Israel, looking out of an 

air conditioned bus through tinted windows to reduce the sun glare of course. 

Holy Spirit did not seem all that concerned for Philip’s creature comforts.  

Why do I say that?  Because the instructions were to go at mid-day when it was 

hot enough to fry an egg on the sidewalk if there had been a sidewalk.  Philip 

didn’t whine and complain and lobby to wait until the sun went down.  He arose 

and went. We could forgive him for thinking, “What’s the use?  Nobody in their 

right mind is going to be out here anyway, at least nobody important.”  I might 



have thought that way but we are given no indication that Philip did.  He rose and 

went.  Simple, right? 

This story is full of “it just so happeneds.”  It just so happened that Philip 

came across a man riding along in a quite fancy chariot, the ride of an important 

person of some sort.  What’s he doing out here?  It turned out that the man was 

the CFO for the Queen of Ethiopia who was returning from a pilgrimage to 

worship in the Temple in Jerusalem.  Her royal title as the Queen Mother in 

Ethiopia was “The Candace.”   

And it just so happened that he was a proselyte of Judaism, a believer in 

the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, but because he was a eunuch, he was not 

welcome for full inclusion in the work and worship of God.  Why?  Because there 

was a rule against it in Deuteronomy.  He could look it up; you can too: 

Deuteronomy 23:1.  

And it just so happened that he was reading aloud (in those days, everyone 

read scripture aloud; it was the proper way to do it) from Isaiah 53, which is the 

song of the suffering servant of God.  And it just so happened that Israel had no 

tradition that suggested that their Messiah would suffer, so the eunuch was 

confused: who was Isaiah talking about, himself or someone else?  He hadn’t 

heard any teaching about it while in Israel’s spiritual capital, Jerusalem. 

And it just so happened that the Holy Spirit told Philip to get close and stay 

close to the same chariot, he on foot, and the chariot going at a slow pace 

allowing for peaceful contemplation as the eunuch pondered the mystery of the 

text before him.  Did you ever try to read in a fast moving vehicle and become 

motion sick in the process?  And it just so happened that Philip knew that the text 

the eunuch was reading was a prophecy fulfilled by Jesus Christ.   

And it just so happened that Philip was skilled in asking respectful spiritual 

questions with great care and sensitivity.  “Do you understand what you are 

reading?”  And it just so happened that the eunuch was reading the scripture in 

Greek, which was Philip’s native tongue.  And it just so happened that the eunuch 

was not a proud man, unwilling to admit his ignorance; and he was humble 



enough to ask this common stranger for help. The eunuch didn’t pull rank.  He 

showed hospitality to the Gospel by inviting Philip up into his royal chariot.  

 And isn’t it kind of fun if we see our life as a walk down the road, as a 

journey, that in the course of this Ethiopian man’s journey through his life, he 

encountered an ambassador of another kingdom, the Kingdom of God, who 

represented a group, the Church of Jesus Christ, who called themselves “The 

Way.”  Out there on the road less traveled, the eunuch was introduced to the one 

who said, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life; no one comes to the Father but 

by me.” 

So what was it that Philip had to teach that was still shrouded in mystery to 

the eunuch as well as to the Jews among whom he had sought to satisfy his 

spiritual hunger?  Applying the verses from Isaiah 53 to Jesus, Philip no doubt 

raised the following points:  the Messiah would suffer on behalf of others; he 

would be despised and rejected by human beings; he would die for the sins of the 

world; he would be buried among the wicked; and he would declare many people 

righteous.  None of this matched the popular Jewish description of what the 

Messiah would be like. Philip was able to show the eunuch how Jesus fulfilled it 

all, and he did it so well that the eunuch gave his heart to Christ.  But we’re not 

quite done yet. 

It also just so happened, that as the Bible study came to the end, there in 

the desert, parched and dry, there appeared a pool of water, deep enough to 

have a real Baptist baptism by immersion.  “Look,” says the eunuch, “Here is 

water!  Is there any reason why I can’t be baptized?”  Can you imagine the smile 

on Philip’s face?  He must have whispered to the Holy Spirit, “You really know 

how to set things up don’t you?” 

Well, that’s the point I’m trying to make.  The Holy Spirit really does know 

how to set things up, not just in the lives of characters from long ago and far 

away.  The Holy Spirit is intimately involved with you and me.  But many of us 

labor underneath such a shroud of unbelief and lack of awareness that we miss 

far too many opportunities to actively participate in the Spirit filled life.  But it 

doesn’t have to be that way.  The road less traveled can in fact become the road 



we choose and it will make all the difference, and unlike the ambiguity that 

concludes Robert Frost’s poem, the outcomes will be decidedly good. So as I said 

a thousand times in Spain as I walked with fellow pilgrims, “Buen Camino,” which 

means have a beautiful way. 

Honey, let’s go out to lunch on the way home.  What do you think, Wendy’s 

or McDonald’s? 


