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 Six days later.  Peter’s feet retraced the familiar steps up the mountain he had 

walked so many times before.  It had been a seemingly quiet, uneventful week.  The 

last recorded healing of a blind man.  The last trip up the mountain that amazing day 

when they watched Jesus multiply a few loaves and a couple of fish.  By the time it 

was all said and done, thousands of hungry people had been fed with baskets left over.   

And Peter was pumped.  Something about that day made it ever so clear in his mind, 

in his heart, on his lips.  So when the question came, he had blurted it out without even 

thinking.  When Jesus asked, “Who do you say that I am?”  Peter made a confession 

for all the ages, “You are the Messiah, the Christ, the Son of the Living God!” 

But that was a week ago.  Just before he blurted and blundered in his usual way.   

Because what Jesus told them next made no sense to him at all.  That the world would 

reject him.  Really?  Why?  Jesus had brought more healing, more hope, more loaves 

and fish—more life—into the lives of the people he met and who followed him.  Wasn’t 

that what this was all about? They had watched in wonder as Jesus freed the captive 

in mind and spirit, healed the sick, caused the blind to see—why would people reject 

him?  But not only rejected, Jesus went on to say.  But that he would be killed and on 

the third day he would rise again.  Well, I guess Peter didn’t hear the part about rising 

again, or, it was just too much to believe.  Sure, he had seen some amazing things, but 

to rise from the dead?  For the Messiah to die at all?  How can a dead Messiah save?   

So as quick as the confession was on his lips, so was the denial, the doubt, the 

disbelief.  “Don’t talk like that, Lord!  How could that be true?”  What Jesus said next, 
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was shocking, hurtful, “Get behind me Satan!” he had said.  Anyway, that was six days 

ago.  And it had been pretty quiet since.  Did Peter wonder if Jesus was still angry?  If 

perhaps now he was the least favourite disciple, if he was a disciple at all?  But 

today… Today Jesus said, “Peter, come on.”  And he had never been so relieved.  

Why Jesus didn’t ask all the disciples to come, we don’t know.  But now along with 

James and John, Jesus led them up the mountain.    

The mountain--the place of boyhood wonder; the stories of faith he heard when 

he was just a child; of the fierce and terrifying God who rumbled in cloud and fire and 

burning bushes on the mountain top.  It was the place of his grown-up experiences too.  

Of Jesus on the mountain.  The well-worn path that led up the hillside to the heights of 

hope, to the heights of faith where Jesus taught new understandings of God’s welcome 

to the poor and the marginalized; where Jesus healed and fed.  If there was one thing 

Peter had learned, was that when they ascended that mountain something unexpected 

was going to happen.  That to climb the mountain came with the unspoken promise 

and expectation that Jesus can and will be revealed in a new way, doing a new thing.  

Well, truth was, it wasn’t only the mountain where things happened.  Really it 

was wherever Jesus was.  Whether in the streets, in the synagogue or temple.  Not so 

long ago, Jesus healed Peter’s mother-in-law from a death-bed fever.  And before that 

freed a man bound in spirit and mind.  But sometimes disciples forget.  Sometimes we 

forget that God is not only revealed where the air is pure and the view is stunning1 and 
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faith is heightened.  Actually, more often it’s exactly the opposite.  That God is revealed 

right where we don’t expect—in the places where we reject things like hope and 

healing and rising again.  Six days before, it was the exact argument Peter had with 

Jesus.  That the Jesus who would die was not the Jesus Peter ever expected.  But 

today, that was far from his mind.  And he was not the only one who had come with 

expectations.  John and James did too.  We all do.  The sun was blazing full in a 

brilliant blue sky, the sweat starting to bead on his forehead, but Peter didn’t care. 

Something was about to happen, and Jesus had invited him to be a part of it. 

They reached the summit.  He breathed in.  The air was thinner, purer.  The view 

was spectacular!  But oddly, there was no one else around.  Not like last week when 

the mountain was swarming with people.  Today they were alone.  Why?  Were there 

going to be no healings today?  No exorcisms?  No miracles of bread for the hungry?  

What was Jesus up to?  He wouldn’t have to wait long for the answer.  For suddenly 

it’s as if the sun wasn’t shining at all.  Blocked from their view, it paled in comparison to 

the light blazing all around them, blinding, all-encompassing.  It was Jesus!  His clothes 

brilliant white, but not only his clothes—it was Jesus himself.  Bursting, emanating, 

illuminating—Jesus was shining brighter than all the sun, moon, and stars put together.  

Jesus was pure, dazzling, radiating light!  And with him now, Elijah and Moses.  We 

would call it a transformation.  But it’s not that.  It’s not that Jesus hasn’t always been 

the power and glory of God filled and filling all creation with radiating light.  It is only 

that now Jesus is revealed in a new way Peter could not see before.  In a new way 

Peter and James and John were not ready to see.  In a way that challenges all their 
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assumptions and expectations of Jesus.  And they do not understand.  Peter does not 

understand.  Would we?   Do we? 

And just like before, Peter blurts and blunders in his usual way.   Because what 

Jesus is doing now, who Jesus is now—makes no sense at all.  The power and 

wonder of God revealed in this moment, revealed in Jesus is more than James and 

John can handle.  More than Peter can handle.  They are literally, utterly terrified.  Not 

awe, but out and out fear that they will be consumed!2  “Let’s get this under control!  

Let’s build three temples!”  It’s what King David wanted to do.  To house God.  As if 

God can be housed.  As if we can control the power, the glory, the blazing, brilliant, 

dazzling light of God.  But Peter wants to stay; to bask, hold onto the glory as if the all 

the world beyond this mountain; as if all of life outside of this moment does not matter.3   

And then, as if the blinding, blazing, light is not enough, God settles like a cloud 

on the mountain; just like the stories of Peter’s childhood, just as in the days of Moses.  

And God rumbles, just like before.  Like the rumbling over the waters of Jesus baptism.  

It is God who now confesses; God who now declares for us and for all the world who 

Jesus is.  It is God who makes a confession for all the ages, that Jesus is the Son of 

the Living God.  The voice of God thunders “This is my Beloved Son!  Listen to him!”  

And then silence falls on the mountain.  Silence, just as in the days of Elijah, when God 

was revealed not in a burning bush, not in rumbling, not in a cloud, but in the silence.  

And when the disciples looked, they saw no one.  No one but Jesus, and Jesus alone.  
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The light gone, the thundering silenced, “This is my Son, listen!  Listen to him!”  What 

was Jesus speaking, what would Jesus speak?   

Six days before Peter had argued with Jesus.  But that was a week ago.  And 

now, just as they had before, the disciples leave the mountain.  And Jesus does too.  

And Jesus says, “Don’t tell anyone.”  And we don’t know why.  Had the revelation, the 

glory, the power of God on the mountain come to an end?  In all our longing, our 

assumptions, and expectations of who we want Jesus to be; in all the ways we want to 

harness and control the power and glory of God; we forget what glory, what light, what 

the dazzling power of God is for.  That it is not for one single moment up on a 

mountain, where the air is pure and the vision is so spectacular that all of the rest of life 

does not matter.  Not to be housed in churches or in recreated moments of our past. 

But that glory is best defined and understood when it leaves the mountain for the 

valley.  That light is for shining into dark places.  That God’s glory and light—that Jesus 

is revealed right where we don’t expect; in the places we are not ready and cannot 

see; in the places where we can’t even handle or imagine that God’s glory might 

reside—in the people and places where it seems life is impossible.  That Jesus is most 

clearly revealed in the places where we reject things like hope and healing; where we 

cannot imagine the possibility of rising again.  We know these places all too well.  The 

places of our sick and our dying.  The places of our isolation and loneliness.  The 

places of hunger and marginalization and our complacency too.  Of the poverty of our 

hearts and lives; the poverty of our spirits where terror and fear reign.  Fear, that in the 
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end, this life will consume us all.  But the glory of the God, the blazing light and power 

and life of God—Jesus comes down from the mountain to meet us right in these 

places.  Jesus comes down to meet us wherever we are.  To say that the rest of life; 

that all of life matters.  That not mountains, but life is what God’s glory and light and 

power are for.   That life is what God’s revelation to us is for.   

And just when we think the things of God are uneventful and quiet, suddenly it is 

six days later.  And the journey has begun.  Jesus and three disciples descend the 

mountain.  But Jesus is about to climb another.  Where the glory, and light, and power 

of God is revealed in a way Peter and James and John could never see or understand.  

In a way that does not look like light.  To the place where Peter’s denial would not be 

the last.  Where Judas’ betrayal would not be the only one.  Jesus will rise to a cross—

the place where the mountain of God’s glory and the depths of death meet.  The place 

we cannot imagine there is any coming back from.  Maybe we are in that place now.  

But with all the power and glory and brilliant white light of God emblazoned in our 

minds, in our hearts, and in our world, comes the reassurance that the betrayal, death, 

and resurrection that Jesus predicts can be trusted.  That the present struggle; the 

struggle yet to come in no way diminishes the promise that life can rise. 4  That Jesus 

will rise.  That we will rise.  That life will rise and is rising right where we least expect it.  

And right now, in our struggle the voice of God is rumbling.  The confession of all the 

ages is spoken and seen and heard.  “This is my Son!  Listen!  Listen to him!”  Amen.   
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