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Mount of Transformation

I want to invite you to join with me for a moment of meditation.
Please centre yourselves in your chair as comfortably as possible.
Close your eyes if you feel comfortable doing so and Take a few deep slow breaths
Place your hand on your heart and take notice of how it beats
Take notice of your heart space, how it feels, does it race, does it beat slow and steady?
Ponder for a moment What is the weather condition or landscape of your heart?
Is it stormy or calm, is it a beautiful clear landscape or a rocky road?
What is the weather condition or landscape of your heart?
Now imagine God joins you there in that place.
Take a moment and share with someone around you your weather condition or landscape.
Take o Take me as I am
Summon out what I may be
Take your seal upon my heart
And live in me.
I did this meditation on Thursday and in my landscape I found my heart struggling to climb the
chief. It was when God entered into the picture that the climb became possible. It was God who
journeyed with me in a fashion that had me standing on the top of the mountain overlooking my
life’s landscape. It was God that changed the dark clouds of the day to a glorious glow and I
stood in the clouds and the mist. I remember that meditation, not because it was a particularly
invigorating or the perfect experience, but because of how it felt to place my heart deeply in the
presence of God in the midst of struggle and what it felt like to have God join me in the climb.
That acknowledgement of God with caused me to feel rested and healthy and filled with a sense
of peace as we stood wrapped in a cloud on the top of a mountain far away from all the
distractions, the work, the sheer neediness of the world below. I could hike back down the
mountain after that, ready to face the day, because I had found rest and peace and perspective. I
could come back down the mountain because I took part of what it had given me with me as I
left.

The moment we enter into in todays scripture had not been an easy time for the disciples and
Jesus. Not only had they been bombarded at every turn by people seeking healing or help, they
had begun to be questioned by the religious leaders of the day. They could not find a place of rest
and retreat anywhere they turned. It felt like their world was coming down.
Into the midst of this crucible of questions and exhaustion, Jesus had asked his disciples who
they believed he was. Peter had said that Jesus was the Messiah. The Lord. But even though
Peter had used all the right words, it turned out he still hadn’t really understood what they meant.
Because when Jesus began to talk about the next part of the journey and what it would entail,
Peter crumbled. No longer a cornerstone but a stumbling block. He questioned Jesus he told him
he didn’t know what he was talking about or what he was doing. How could someone save and
liberate God’s people if he was killed? Peter wondered. It just didn’t make sense.
Then Jesus had told his followers that the road to Jerusalem would be a difficult one. And that it
would end in a cross. If they wanted to follow him, they too would have crosses to bear. He had
been trying to tell his disciples who he really was and why he had come. He had been trying to
tell them what it would mean to be the Messiah. But all Peter had wanted was for Jesus to stop
talking. He had felt as if the Jesus he had known and loved was slipping through his fingers. He
didn’t like his perspective and the direction he was going.
Still, when Jesus began to make his way up the mountain, Peter, James, and John followed him,
picking their way over outcroppings of rock and the slippery coating of dust and sand, to stand
with him at the top. They look back over all that had happened. They remembered being called to
follow. And now, standing at the top of this precipice, looking down and across the valleys
ahead, they began to wonder where Jesus would lead them next.
It was while they were there, on that mountain, that everything changed. The three disciples had
expected an intermission, a pause in the action, but instead they were thrown into a terrifying,
mystical experience they could have never predicted and could never fully explain. They got to
the top of the mountain expecting that that was it, they could stop and rest and their journey was
done but it was just the beginning. This summer I sat with a colleague and talked a little about us
as a church. I talked about the journey we had taken and I talked about how it seemed many
thought we would build this beautiful place and that would be the end of the journey and she
looked at me and said “no, this is the beginning, now is the time for the real work, now is the
time to transform and see what God has for you.” This resinated so well for me at the time and it
still does today. The mountain has been climbed and God is standing with us saying now it is
time for you to live into the life we prepared you for.
“All through Scripture, prophets and leaders meet God on the mountains. Moses, enveloped in
clouds, is given the tablets of the law on Mount Sinai. Elijah hears God in the still, small voice,
as powerful as a thundering silence there on a mountain. And here, in this story, Peter, James, and
John encounter God as well. In the transfiguration, God knits together the law, the prophets, and
the gospel, weaving them into a story and narrative of faith that finds its culmination in the

person of Jesus. Moses and Elijah and Jesus stand together at the top of the mountain, clothed in
white.
And makes sense that Peter wants to stay there on that mountaintop, far away from the world
below. Here on the mountaintop he isn’t distracted by the demands of other people and their
needs. He didn’t have to think too hard about what Jesus might have meant when he began to
talk about a cross and suffering and death. Here on the mountaintop he saw the glorified,
victorious Jesus he had always wanted, shining in splendour and glory. So he says, “It would be
good to stay here. Together, Jesus. Let’s pitch some tents and stay put.”
But then God’s glory pulls back the veil between heaven and earth even more fully and begins to
speak: “Look, here is my son. My beloved. Listen to him.” And the disciples are terrified. Falling
to their knees, they tremble in fear until the cloud melts away, the cracked door to heaven is
again sealed, and they are left there, on the mountain, alone with Jesus. Even as they cower,
Jesus reaches out his hand, touching their shoulders and saying, “Get up. Do not be afraid.” The
cloud has dispersed. Jesus’ robe is back to its dusty brown. Moses and Elijah have disappeared.
And it is almost as if everything is back to normal. But of course, in reality, nothing will ever be
the same.
In the Gospel of Matthew, this moment of transfiguration—this revealing of God’s glory—on the
mountaintop serves as a turning point. Jesus, who has been ministering throughout the
countryside, now turns his face toward Jerusalem, ready to start down the road to the cross. And
the disciples have a decision to make. Will they keep following him on this new leg of the
journey?
The transfiguration is also a turning point for us. It is positioned between Epiphany, a season
characterized by light and revelation, and Lent, a season of repentance as we too journey to the
cross.From this mountain we can look behind to see Jesus being baptized, Jesus beginning his
ministry, Jesus teaching, preaching, and healing. We can also look forward, seeing the rocky and
winding path to Jerusalem. We can see, from this place the ways that Jesus will continue to open
his arms up to the world, reaching out to each of us, until those arms are stretched out across the
beams of a cross. And from this mountain, we are even given a glimpse of the end of the story,
when Jesus will once again stand robed in glory as he is raised from the dead and ascends to
heaven.
Like any experience of the divine, the transfiguration is shrouded in mystery—a burning bush
that is not consumed; a still small voice; a cloud and pillar of fire—these are ultimately all “You
had to be there” type of events. Even for Peter, James, and John, part of the story, part of the
meaning eludes them. And they come back down the mountain not quite sure they know what
just occurred.
On this day we, like the disciples, are invited to remember all that we have come to believe about
Jesus. And at the same time, we are asked to allow Jesus to transform those beliefs and reshape

them. For just like Peter, when we think we have made progress, when we think we have finally
figured it out, we are often brought up short by God, reminded that our journey of faith and our
journey to faith are not yet over. There is still more to Jesus than we had allowed ourselves to
imagine.
The fourth-century mystic Gregory of Nyssa said, "The knowledge of God is a mountain, steep
indeed, and difficult to climb."1 As we grow in our faith there are moments when we feel as if we
have been climbing for years, still unsure whether we are heading in the right direction. There
are times when we find ourselves on the wrong path and we must turn around and backtrack in
order to find our way. And there are moments when we find ourselves at the top of a beautiful
vista, given a glimpse of the world as it truly is, as it ought to be, only to find that the trail
continues on, calling us ever forward.
In Haiti there is a proverb, “Beyond mountains, there are mountains.” And today that is true for
us as well. For Jesus is already on his way back down the trail. Back into the crush ofpeople
waiting for healing, for vision, and for hope. Back into the middle of all that need and all those
questions. Moving forward to what lies ahead. He has put his hand out to us. Told us to rise up.
Told us not to be afraid. He has invited us to come and follow him once more. We better be on
our way.” 2
Amen
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