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In the name of one God – creator, redeemer and sustainer. Amen. 
 
A few years before beginning my seminary studies, I went through a period when I made several silent 
retreats at the Abbey of Gethsemani in Kentucky. For those who haven’t heard of it, Gethesmani is a 
Trappist monastery founded in 1848 by 44 monks sent from France. It’s most famous as the home, for 
27 years, of the priest and writer Thomas Merton. 
 
My first year, friends and family thought that I was crazy to try this. Here, they said, was someone 
deeply connected to technology – because of my career in political communications – thinking he could 
completely cut himself off from the outside world and live in silence for a week. But I did – and it was 
incredible. It was so amazing, in fact, that I returned each of the next two years for weeklong retreats.  
 
After two restful visits, though, something happened during my third. Just two days in, I became very 
restless. Something wasn’t clicking for me the way that it had in the past. I couldn’t seem to wind down 
enough to dive into the experience. By mid-week, I had pretty much decided I was going to leave early 
and drive home. 
 
But God had other plans. During the service of Compline on what I thought would be my final night, I 
joined in as the brothers led us through the order of service and the recitation of the psalms. And then 
there was the standard singing of an Adoration of Mary by the monks, as there was every night, before 
the ringing of the Angelus bell and the blessing and dismissal.  
 
But on this night, something happened.  
 
At the beginning of the adoration, the lights were completely turned off. Rather than singing in dim light 
accompanied by the organ, we instead listened as the monks sang unaccompanied in a completely 
darkened chapel – except for a single candle. And in the instant between the conclusion of the singing 
and the chiming of the bell, I heard it. One simple statement that hit me like a bolt of lightning. 
 
“We’re not finished.” 
 
Now no one was actually speaking to me. It wasn’t something said by one of the brothers. It wasn’t 
something spoken by another retreatant sitting next to me. There was no audible voice – and yet, there 
it was, as plain to me as if someone was talking into my ear. In the silence, someone was speaking to 
me. 
 
Of course, I didn’t know at the time what it meant. Who wasn’t finished? God and the brothers? The 
brothers and me? Or was God saying that he and I weren’t finished? 
 
In that moment, I was changed. I was transfigured. Something shifted within me. And my reaction was 
exactly like that of Peter, James and John when they saw Jesus changed before their very eyes. 
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“Let’s stay here!”  
 
I wouldn’t have had to build a dwelling like the one proposed by the disciples. The monastery chapel 
would have sufficed. I would have been very content to sit in that spot for many more days, wrestling 
with what I had just experienced. 
 
Now I would be willing to bet that everyone in this room has, at some point or another, had a moment 
that changed them. It doesn’t matter if they are tiny, almost imperceptible moments or earth-shattering 
events; life is full of these moments.  
 
People are changed by birth, and they are changed by death. A moment of joy can move us in ways we 
can’t even describe – and we can also be altered just as indescribably by those times of great sorrow. 
And in each, there is a time – perhaps just the briefest of moments – when we want to stay.  
 
In times of great happiness, we want the time to last – for the laughter and joy to never end. Even in 
times of sorrow, there’s a desire to stay in that final moment with someone, whether it’s clinging to 
those last minutes with a friend who is leaving for an unknown period of time or holding on to a beloved 
family member who is crossing the boundary between this life and the next. 
 
The disciples named in today’s Gospel reading have experienced a wide range of emotions and 
experiences during their time with Jesus. And now, they are on a mountain top – a place where Jesus 
usually sought solitude – seeing their master changed before their eyes, and seeing the great prophets 
Moses and Elijah standing with him.  
 
And they hear the voice of God.  
 
The emotional pendulum that marked the dramatic turns in their journey has once again dramatically 
swung – this time to fearful joy. They didn’t know what they had seen, but they knew it was wonderful. 
And they wanted to stay. They concocted an idea that they could build something where they could be 
safe and not ever have to confront any of the difficulties that undoubtedly awaited them on their 
journey. 
 
But I don’t think we’re ever supposed to take these experiences and stay rooted in the spot where we 
lived them. For me, moments of transfiguration aren’t supposed to be kept in one spot, shared only 
among ourselves and kept hidden from others. They should be proclaimed and shared and lifted as 
examples of all the ways God is at work in our lives.  
 
I kept my experience at Gethsemani to myself for a time, boxing it in as a single moment in that 
particular time and place. But I then realized that an important part of my new vocation, my new 
ministry, is sharing my experiences – even the ones that may cause a bit of eye rolling every now and 
then.  
 
The type of eye rolling I got when I said, “Guess what? God talked to me!” 
 
Even Jesus didn’t expect the three disciples to keep what they had just seen a secret forever. In the 
version of this scene from the Gospel of Matthew, Jesus commanded them to say nothing; here they 
just kept silent. But in Matthew, and I think hidden somewhere here, there was a time limit on their 
silence – “Tell no one … until the Son of Man has been raised from the dead.”  
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And we shouldn’t keep silent here at Christ Church about our moments of transfiguration. God is at 
work here. The work being done to build up this church is going to lead to great things. And we 
shouldn’t be silent about them – hiding the light of God’s work under a bushel.  
 
We should be making every day Sunday, sharing the love of Christ and the fellowship we have here in 
worship and liturgy on the Sabbath on Monday morning and Wednesday afternoon, in our offices and in 
our stables, in the fields and in the coffee shops. 
 
Live into your moments of transfiguration and share them. Enjoy those times, reflect on them and carry 
them with you on the next phase of your journeys. Make them a visible part of who you are – the glory 
you reveal when you show God has changed you.  
 
Share them because you never know when the mountaintop moment of transfiguration you experience 
may be just the thing someone else needs to get them to the top of their own mountain. 
 
Amen. 


