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Transfiguration
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[Voice of Peter]

May grace and peace be multiplied to you in the knowledge of God and of Jesus our Lord.

What you call the Transfiguration is to me a sign.

Let me tell you what happened.

Jesus asked me and James and John to climb Mt. Tabor with him.  I thought that sounded like fun.  It's a tough day's hike to get there and make the climb and another day back, but the view from up there is great.  So I agreed to go and brought a supply of fruit and bread and dried meat for all of us.  So off we went.

By noon we were at the foot of Mt. Tabor and it seemed like a good place to stop and rest, maybe have some lunch and even a nap.  I had no sooner started my second pomegranate when Jesus was back on his feet and trudging up the mountain.
 
What could we do but follow?  What a climb!  We got to the top well before dark, and I was done in.  It seemed to me like another good opportunity to have a little nap.  Jesus said he was going to pray, and, bless him, he did not insist that we join him.  We should have, but we were all so tired. Or at least I was.

  I lay down for a little rest and drifted off to sleep.  The next thing I knew, Jesus was speaking to someone.  I listened, thinking he must be talking to James and John, but he wasn't.  I couldn’t figure out who he was talking to. I thought I was still dreaming and not really awake.  But then I rolled on my side, and this sharp rock stabbed me in the ribs.  I knew I was awake.  So I looked up.  James and John were already up and looking on at an incredible scene.  The sun was setting behind Mt. Carmel and the mountains to the west.  The light was dazzling, and it hit Jesus full force sideways.  His shadow seemed to extend over the edge of the mountain and beyond.  And then I figured out that Jesus was talking to two people and that he was calling them Moses and Elijah.

 Mt. Tabor has always been kind of a spooky place, so I figured maybe he was talking to the Moses and the Elijah.  Then I got a great idea, and without checking it out with James and John I blurted, "Master, it is good that we are here.  We can build some shelters for your friends.  Soon it will be dark and your guests will get cold."  Jesus gave me that look he has given me on many occasions.  It's the look that says, "I've got a half-witted fisherman for a disciple;"  and it's then followed by a detailed explanation of what is really going on.

This time, though, there was no explanation.  Instead, the light changed.  And
how.  It was like what happens when you hold a piece of glass in the sunlight.
One moment you're looking at a piece of glass.  The next moment you're looking at a jewel of unbelievable beauty that sparkles and fires in more colors than you ever knew existed.  Of course, I thought it was just some trick of the setting sun.  But it wasn't.  The way I know, is that right then a cloud came over the mountain--you know how changeable the weather can be--and blocked out the sun.  But it didn’t get all dark because – and here’s the odd part -- the light clearly came from Jesus, not to Jesus.  And if that wasn't enough, there was a voice in the cloud that said, ""This is my Son, my Chosen; listen to him!"

Well, I threw myself on the ground and buried my face in my hands.  I guess James and John did the same.  There was no question that after hearing that voice that was like music we would listen to anything Jesus wanted to say.  I don't know how long I lay there--moments or a lifetime.  I didn't move an inch until Jesus came to me and touched me.  When I looked up the cloud was gone and there was no one there but Jesus, James, and John.
We stayed on Mt. Tabor that night and returned the next day.

A few days later he told us that someone would betray him, but we didn’t understand that. Then he headed towards Jerusalem, but we had no idea what was going to happen there. Only now does it all make sense. The Transfiguration was a sign.

 Back when I was a fisherman, one of the fishmongers in Capernaum who sold some of the fish I caought built a shop and on it he hung a sign.  The sign said.  "Fresh Fish Sold Here." When I went to see his shop, I told him:  “you have a fine store, and the location is good, but frankly, I don't like the sign.  It's too long and can be shortened.  For example, you do not have to say "Here".  Everyone knows your store is here.  Then what do you mean by "Sold"?  Everyone knows you are selling.  You are not in a charitable business.  And the word "fresh" is unnecessary.  You should not even imply that your fish is not fresh.  Everyone knows you are not bringing in fish from the Mediterranean.  You are selling what I catch in the Sea of Galilee.  And you don't even need to say "fish" because people will smell it a mile away.”  So, my friend got rid of the sign, and a month later he went out of business.

 We do need signs to tell us what is going on.  Jesus gave us a sign by means of what happened on Mt. Tabor.  Of course, I didn't understand it at the time.  Jesus had invited us up the mountain with him to pray.  But only a few days earlier Jesus had asked who I thought he was.  I told him, "The Messiah of God.” And he said that he would undergo great suffering. A few days later was the Mt.Tabor experience.  I guess it was his way of giving me a sign.  A sign to help answer his question, "Who am I?"

I wrote this in a letter: “You will do well to pay attention to the sign as to a lamp shining in a dark place, until the day dawns and the morning star rises in your hearts.” I'm no poet; I'm just a fisherman; I had some help with the letter, but the words are true.  What Jesus did was to set a lamp shining in a dark place\.  

We didn't know at the time what it was going to be like in Jerusalem.  We didn't know how dark it was going to be at the crucifixion.  Indeed, the darkness
 in my own soul caused me to deny my Lord.  But then the glory of the Resurrection rose like a morning star.  Then the sign made sense.  Jesus was giving us a sign of the changes to come including his change from life to death and back to life again.

    And this is the thought I want to leave with you.  The story of what happened on Mt. Tabor is about a transformation – a change.  What happened to Jesus was itself a change.  A change of form or appearance.  And he calls us to change with him.  A death on a cross is a change.  A Resurrection is a change.  If we hold on to Jesus and make him be just one thing, then sure enough, He will change on us and call us to change too.

I was a fisherman and Jesus called me to be a disciple.  I was a disciple and Jesus called me to be the head of the church. I had to change. And so do you.
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