
Hear Ye Him 
Last Epiphany A -- Transfiguration 

       "And after six days Jesus taketh Peter, James, and 
John his brother, and bringeth them up into an high 
mountain apart, And was transfigured before them: and 
his face did shine as the sun, and his raiment was white 
as the light. And, behold, there appeared unto them 
Moses and Elijah talking with him. Then answered 
Peter, and said unto Jesus, Lord, it is good for us to be 
here: if thou wilt, let us make here three tabernacles; 
one for thee, and one for Moses, and one for Elijah. 
While he yet spake, behold, a bright cloud 
overshadowed them: and behold a voice out of the 
cloud, which said, This is my beloved Son, in whom I am 
well pleased; hear ye him. And when the disciples heard 
it, they fell on their face, and were sore afraid. And Jesus 
came and touched them, and said, Arise, and be not 
afraid. And when they had lifted up their eyes, they saw 
no man, save Jesus only. And as they came down from 
the mountain, Jesus charged them, saying, Tell the 
vision to no man, until the Son of man be risen again 
from the dead." (Matthew 17:1–9, KJV) 
       This immediacy of language: accelerate! Excelsior! 
wherein an old story told in the past tense, grabs our 
attention by using the present tense once in awhile, to 
make us treat it as news  (the beginnings of the novel!)   
helps catapult the Jing James translators into the realm 
of timelessness. It’s how we make the story our own; it’s 
how we know we are part and parcel with the 
Resurrection of Jesus. [we are the parcel…!]  who means 



for us to know we will have to alter our states too if we 
want to work for the Kingdom, if we want to be soldiers 
of the cross, or at least audition for the USO. 

 
As we approach the holy season of Lent, which begins 
on Wednesday, when here at St. Peter’s by the Sea we 
will lovingly symbolize our mortality by putting a little 
bit of ash on our foreheads (at 10 am and 7 pm for 
anyone who is interested). This Sunday in the Church 
Year has been the occasion to celebrate and talk about 
the day Jesus and a handful of his closest followers took 
an invigorating and most enlightening hike in some hills 
nobody has been able to identify since. One of the most 
wonderful parts of living (especially here!) is the 
ravenous appetite for walking amongst hills that we 
humans have. Always rejuvenating, also mentally and, 
(for all but the most idolatrous brooders and 
micromanagers) spiritually therapeutic, hillwalking is 
where we can figure stuff out. Sometimes we even get it 
right. “I will left up mine eyes unto the hills, from 
whence cometh my help.” See, there’s that tense again: 
“Help is on the way!” 
 
“And The Lord said to Moses, ‘Come up to me on the 
mountain, and wait there; and I will give you the law.’ 
Moses set out (darn right he set out) with his assistant 
Joshua, and they went up the mountain of God.” 
So, Moses goes up the mountain, (Joshua stays back at 
Advance Base Camp with spare oxygen) and a big storm 
covers the mountain. “The glory of the Lord settled on 



Mount Sinai, and the cloud covered it for six days; on 
the seventh day God called to Moses out of the cloud.” 
Well if you go hiking alone in the hills, and a big storm 
comes up that lasts for six days [six days – reminds us 
of…] and are still alive on the seventh, I guarantee you 
will hear and see God.  That’s why the manual directs 
that we take a Sabbath after six days running around 
the world bumping into each other in the dark: so we 
can touch base, erase the blackboard, reboot our tender 
souls.  “Now the appearance of the glory of the Lord 
looked like a devouring fire on the top of the mountain 
to the people of Israel. Moses entered the cloud, and he 
was up there for forty days and forty nights.” Ok we 
know numbers like 7 and 40 are symbolic, so maybe he 
wasn’t in there a whole 40 days and 40 nights. Today 
someone might say, “So, he’s up there for six days and 
finally on number 7, the storm breaks and we’re like: 
“He’s never coming back.”  But of course he does appear, 
with the tablets, with the law, and Joshua comes 
tumbling after. 

Then we have Peter’s letter, wherein he tries to one-up 
Moses’ story, (as if!) saying, “We didn’t follow cleverly 
devised myths about our Lord Jesus Christ, we had 
eyewitnesses! He received honor and glory when the 
Voice of the Majestic Glory, was saying, ‘This is my 
Beloved, with whom I am well pleased.’ We ourselves 
heard this voice come from heaven, while we were with 
him on the holy mountain.” 



So this is clearly not any more gripping than Moses’ 
story, it’s just newer. And the message has a different 
stress: “First of all you must understand this:” writes 
Peter “No prophecy is a matter of one’s solitary 
interpretation, because no prophecy ever originated in 
human will alone, but rather men and women moved by 
the Holy Spirit spoke from God.” Once upon a time, only 
the rarest few got personal spiritual intercourse with 
God, but now everyone has a shot at it. Just stick with 
Jesus like you would to the only guy in the outfit with a 
flashlight “until the day dawns and the morning star 
rises in your hearts.” 

Finally to consider Matthew’s transfiguration story: “Six 
days after they had…” (Six days again, somethin’s 
cookin for number 7...)  “Six days after they had 
acknowledged him as the Christ, Jesus took Peter and 
the Zebedee Brothers on a hike in the hills. Just the four 
of them. Maybe just the three followers went up there 
regularly to walk and think and try to comprehend their 
love for Jesus. But this time he was with them. The walk 
was invigorating: high mountain, heady company, they 
do some falling down at one point… And it was literally 
very physically enlightening because of Jesus’ face 
shining like the sun, and his clothes becoming dazzling 
white and all. They received physical and verbal signs 
that Jesus was God, to validate the spiritual knowledge 
they had come to possess just six days ago when they 
realized who Jesus was. 



No either the air is so thin up there, or they start 
chewing on some sketchy berries but they begin to 
hallucinate: There’s Moses and Elijah talking with Jesus, 
but just out of earshot, or maybe it was boring what 
they were talking about and so wasn’t reported. Golf 
handicaps? And Peter immediately wants to 
institutionalize the whole deal with new construction – 
tabernacles; one each --  but  God snaps him out of it: 
“This is my beloved son, in whom I am well pleased, 
listen to him!” He has all the information you need. You 
tend to do the same thing over and over, expecting to 
change and not changing. But the world does change -- 
all the time -- because every one of you interprets 
prophecy at will, which is to say that you are all to some 
extent at least a teensy bit emotionally ill, frequently 
wrong, and suffering the pains of growing up, no matter 
how old you are. You keep missing your life without 
even knowing it unless you learn to do things truly 
differently, like him. When the disciples heard this, they 
fell to the ground, overcome. And they looked up, and 
saw no one but Himself alone. “Where’d the other two 
go? You guys saw them, right?” And they headed back 
down the hill, invigorated, sorta enlightened, and very 
talkative: “Phew! That was awesome; let’s go tell 
everybody!” “But Jesus says not to talk about it just yet. 
Well, when, then? And why not? And what Son of Man? 
Is that you? Is that us?”  

“Tell no one, my Beloved, until you have experienced 
the end of death for yourself, first-hand. That will be 
something worth your witness.” 
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