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              Mountaintops and Looking Like Jesus 
 
  Today, my friends, we celebrate a major feast day in the liturgical calendar of 
the church, the Feast of the Transfiguration.  Being that it is considered a major feast day, 
the Scriptures appointed for this day take precedence over those appointed for today which 
would have been designated as the ninth Sunday after Pentecost in Year A.  Being a curious 
type, I looked up the readings we are NOT using today - the beautiful Isaiah 55:1-5, “Ho, 
everyone who thirsts, come to the waters, and you that have no money, come, buy and 
eat…”   and the Gospel is Matthew’s version of the multiplication of the loaves and fishes…   
So, now you know what you are missing from our regular lectionary in Year A should you 
wish to read and reflect on those during the week.    
 
 But let’s be honest…   this feast day is a big deal and the readings we have before us 
to pray with and reflect upon are pretty amazing as well complete with mountaintop views 
with Moses and Jesus and three characteristically dazed and confused disciples.   
 
 Have you ever experienced what you would describe as a mountaintop experience?  
An experience that truly transformed, even transfigured your life, changing course, forever?   
I have.  In fact, it is what led to my finding a true spiritual home and being received into the 
Episcopal Church.  I was on retreat at a Jesuit retreat house in Gloucester, Massachusetts.  
Gloucester is on the north shore of Boston and this retreat house was perched on one of the 
most awesome bluffs overlooking the Atlantic Ocean.   It was early April, the week after 
Easter and I was in a most painful place in my life.  My father had died a year earlier in 
September, the Roman Catholic parish where I had served as the first woman elected as 
President of the Parish Council had come through a year of “hell” after losing our beloved 
Monsignor and his Associate, Walter Cuenin, who was a significant spiritual guide and 
mentor for me, and the newly appointed Pastor was one of “those priests” focused on in the 
movie “Spotlight.”   I had led that parish through what felt like a desert at best and hell at its 
worst only to find myself broken, angry, and disheartened to the core.  To say I felt lost, 
even abandoned, would not be an understatement.  But somewhere deep, deep inside me, 
there was this voice, this mystical feeling I could not deny that compelled me to take some 
time apart from all that had happened, and from all that was swirling around inside me and 
empty myself so that if God was truly paying any attention to me, I would begin to 
experience the healing I so desperately needed.    
 
 On the third day of this silent retreat, I found myself sitting on the bluff overlooking 
the Atlantic Ocean with the wind howling, the rain coming down intermittently in sheets, 
and the water itself tumultuously swirling in white peaks.  I had brought my “Walkman”  
(remember those?) and I decided to listen to two recorded readings from the Easter vigil…   
the creation story from Genesis where God pronounces all creation, “Very Good” and that 
great text from Ezekiel asking “Can these bones live?”  That was my question…  then…   and 
on that bluff with the weather actually mirroring what was going on in my heart and soul, I 
emptied out all that was swirling within me and quite miraculously the Divine filled me with 
such a sense of healing grace and strength that I decided I could leave the Roman Church 



and find a life-giving, life-transfiguring path in the Episcopal Church.  Back then, I never 
considered even the possibility of ordination.  What I needed and had been given was the 
gift of a healing, life-giving spiritual home.    
 
 Needless to say, thirty years+ have passed and whenever I find myself reeling from 
one thing or another, or simply overwhelmed, I sit in silence, close my eyes, and find myself 
on that bluff again seeking to be in the presence of the Divine and discerning what is mine to 
learn in that moment.    
 
 What about you?   If you were asked to name one such experience, what would you 
describe?  By definition, such experiences are life-changing, life-transforming ones that 
leave us forever different in ways we can only describe as miraculous.   
 
 Our first reading today from the Hebrew scriptures tells of Moses’ invitation to the 
summit of Mount Sinai where he receives the Ten Commandments, the sacred tablets from 
the very hand of God.  We are told in this story from the Book of Exodus that God invited 
Moses to come up on the mountaintop and to wait…   Don’t you wonder how long Moses had 
to wait for God to make God’s presence known?  And what did Moses do while he was 
waiting?  After all, Hebrew scripture tells us that meeting God face to face resulted in certain 
death.  And yet, we know that Moses not only accepted God’s invitation but was himself 
transfigured by the light in his face as he came down from the mountaintop.  It’s worth 
noting that Moses didn’t just hike down the mountain.  In fact, he did not return to the 
people of Israel for forty days and forty nights.  I have only to believe that it was one pretty 
awesome experience for Moses and before he could speak any word of what happened, he 
needed to take it in for himself and embrace the miracle of that time in God’s Presence, face 
to face.   
 
 In our Gospel text, we are told of the Transfiguration of Jesus in the presence of 
three disciples, Peter, John, and James.  This time we are not given an exact location.  What 
we know, however, is that this mountaintop experience follows directly after Jesus foretells 
his passion and death and after Peter’s great confession of faith.  I have always wondered if 
Jesus himself anticipated that such a life-changing experience awaited him on that 
mountaintop and if that was why he took his friends with him?  Perhaps because he, too, 
was a more than a little fearful at such a prospect, being fully human as he was.  Or whether 
he was more than a little doubtful and needed the testimony of his friends in order to 
believe if not fully embrace what God was doing on his behalf?   
  

For certain, I think that Jesus was still coming to terms with his own mission and 
what was now awaiting him in Jerusalem.  It was becoming ominously clearer that the 
danger was mounting, the threats made against him were increasingly serious, and that in 
order to fulfill his mission, his own life would be demanded of him.   I can believe with my 
whole heart and soul that this Jesus, as human as he was divine, needed his friends more 
than ever before to be with him.   
 
 I can easily imagine that there must have been some sense of urgency within Jesus’ 
own spirit as he climbed that mountain with his friends.  What we also know from this text, 
is that just like the moment of Jesus’ baptism by John at the river Jordan, there is the voice of 
God that breaks through, in a great and glorious theophany.  A voice so clear and powerful 
proclaiming, “This is my son, my Chosen.  Listen to him!”  How much those words must have 
meant to Jesus.  How essential and reassuring those words of his Abba must have been; 



words expressing infinite love, grace, and blessing upon Jesus in this very moment.  Isn’t it 
like that for us?  How many times in our own lives have you and I ached to hear words of 
support, affirmation, and love?  And how miraculously healing and strengthening it is to 
hear such words spoken. 
 
 I believe that God so knew Jesus’ own broken heart and deepest fears, that God 
beckoned Jesus to take his friends to the mountaintop where God would so transform, so 
heal, so bathe them in the light of love and grace that Jesus and his friends could glimpse the 
transfiguring power of the Resurrection.  No, death would never have the last word, not for 
Jesus, not for his disciples, not for you and me.  All deaths, little and big ones are redeemed 
by the light and love of Jesus Christ.  And that was God’s gift to Jesus on the mountaintop.   
 

Just as Jesus was given that mountaintop experience and just as he invited those 
first disciples to accompany him there, Jesus led them directly down the mountain to 
resume his mission.  He did not choose to remain on the mountaintop hiding from or even 
postponing the inevitable journey he would endure.  Instead, Jesus, trusting in the love, the 
healing and the transforming grace bestowed upon him, was strengthened to reclaim his 
mission with renewed fervor, renewed passion, renewed peace.  So it was for his friends 
and so it is for us.   
 
 Like those first disciples, we can procrastinate, we can complain, we can resist 
taking risks for the Gospel.   We can retreat into old ways of being, take up old habits, and 
destructive patterns of behavior we know diminish our life and our capacity to be agents of 
God’s healing love in the midst of the pain and evil we face in this world.  Like those 
disciples we can pitch our tents and refuse to leave our comfort zones to march into the 
world’s darkness in order to carry the light and love of Christ.  It takes courage, it takes 
perseverance, it takes trust in God’s abiding love for us to leave what seem to be our own 
safe and comfortable sanctuaries and proclaim the love of Jesus Christ where it most 
desperately needs to be heard and experienced.   We are called to bear the light of Christ in 
the dark places we encounter along the way.   That is the way of Jesus and that is who we 
are to become more like each and every moment of each and every day.    
 
 As you know, our Presiding Bishop, Michael Curry, was here in the diocese of West 
Texas to be principal consecrator at the ordination and consecration of the Rev. Jennifer 
Brooke-Davidson as our Bishop Suffragan.   Some of you were in attendance along with 
Robert and me.   That liturgy could be described as a liturgical mountaintop experience for 
sure as Bishop Curry challenged the church to actually be a people who look like Jesus, 
who heal, forgive, reconcile and love just like Jesus.  Bishop Curry told us why he really 
respects Pope Francis so much.  He said that during the Pope’s last visit to the United States 
as he traveled to New York, Philadelphia and Washington, DC this Pope actually got down 
on his knees and washed the feet of immigrants, of Muslims, of homeless and hungry.   This 
Pope actually looked like Jesus and so should we.  Our evangelical vocation, he said, is to 
bear witness to the inclusive love of God in Jesus Christ by actually looking and being just 
like Jesus.    
 
 You and I know that we cannot linger endlessly in moments of great love, great 
grace or even of great joy.  But like Jesus, those moments, those mountaintop experiences 
are miraculous gifts to remember and recall when we once again become fearful or 
despairing, hurting or full of self-doubt.   They are given to us as we pull ourselves up by the 



boot straps as my grandfather would say so that we can steel ourselves just enough to take 
that one step forward to looking more like Jesus.   
 
 So like those first disciples, let us follow Jesus up the mountaintop where we see him 
totally transfigured in the light and love of God.  Let us hear once again, “This is my Son, my 
Chosen.”   And let us be obedient to the words, “Listen to him!”    
 
 Then let us follow him down the mountain bearing his light and love to all we meet 
along the way.   Let us look more and more like Jesus…    and as Bishop Curry reminded us, 
if we do look more and more like Jesus, just imagine what kind of world this would be! 
 
 My friends, there is a Franciscan prayer of blessing that seems more than 
appropriate for this Transfiguration Sunday as we come down from the mountaintop with 
Jesus to take up his mission, our vocation in the Way of Jesus:   

 
May God bless us with discomfort at easy answers, half truths,  

  and superficial relationships, so that we may live deep within 
  our hearts. 
 
  May God bless us with anger at injustice, oppression and exploitation 
  of people, so that we may work for justice, freedom and peace. 
 
   

May God bless us with tears to shed for those who suffer from pain, 
rejection, starvation and war, so that we may reach out our hands to  
comfort them and to turn their pain to joy. 
 
And may God bless us with enough foolishness to believe that we can 
make a difference in this world, so that we can do what others claim 
cannot be done… 
 
We pray this in the name of the transfigured One, Jesus Christ.  
 
     Amen.     

 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
  


