
I’ve had the privilege of attending General Assembly three times in my career, twice as an observer and once as 
a commissioner, two years ago in St. Louis.  General Assembly is where our denomination meets every two years 
to make decisions about the mission and ministry of our denomination.  I’m kind of a Roberts Rules wonk, so for 
me, I was in heaven, meeting the recognizable leaders, as well as the rising stars, of our denomination.  For me 
General Assembly is a mountaintop experience, one I wish could last longer than it does.  And, yet, when I get 
home, it’s hard to share that excitement with others.  People’s reaction to my stories, is lukewarm at best.  I 
suppose the same can be said when friends would share slides from their summer vacation.  It’s hard to get excited 
when it’s not your experience. 

We pick up the Gospel story today in the 9th chapter of Mark.  The characters are the same as last week’s passage, 
Jesus, along with his disciples Peter, James and John. To truly appreciate today’s story we need to look at what 
leads up to today. Immediately before they ascended the high mountain, Jesus begins to tell them about the 
suffering he’ll experience, the rejection, the crucifixion, and even the resurrection.  Peter wasn’t so sure about 
what he was hearing.  Calling the crowds over to join the disciples, Jesus said to them, “If any want to become 
my followers, let them deny themselves and take up their cross and follow me.”  Jesus taught about the cost of 
discipleship; they will need to pick up their own cross and follow the same path as Jesus.   

So, now with this knowledge, they make their way up the mountain.  There they met, and now we meet, two 
giants from the Hebrew Scripture – Moses and Elijah – the law and prophet of Israel’s history, both veterans of 
their own mountaintop experiences.  We meet Elijah, the prophet, the last name we hear in the Old Testament, 
the harbinger of God’s own inbreaking into our world as Jesus Christ.  We meet Moses, the Hebrew leader, the 
keeper of the Law, who saw the glory of the Lord.  Verse four begins, “And there appeared to them.”  This is a 
horribly bland translation from Greek of the word, appeared,  which is reserved only to describe divine 
manifestations, most notably for us in Mark, when Christ appears after his resurrection. 

Peter, like so many of us on our own mountaintop experience, wanted to stay.  “Rabbi, it is good for us to be 
here.”  Let’s make three dwellings.  I can image Peter saying, Perhaps we can stay here; we’ll be safe here.  You 
wouldn’t need to suffer; you wouldn’t need to go to the cross.  Let’s just stay here.   

Moses, Elijah and now Jesus; the Law, the Prophets and now the Cross.  I can imagine why Peter didn’t want to 
leave that mountain.  It’s kind of the trifecta of faith up on that mountain.  It reminds me of the commonly used 
icebreaker, I’m sure you’ve played, that begins with the question, “If you could invite three people, living or dead, 
to a dinner party you’re hosting, who would you invite?  I’m not sure if I would be comforted by this trio at my 
house or absolutely terrified.  I know I’d have to have the meal catered.  (I miss having someone here to laugh at 
my jokes).  I do wonder, sometimes, if Peter’s anxiety, that we tend to see along the way, is because he doesn’t 
want his teacher and friend, Jesus, to die, or is it because Jesus has asked them to pick up their own cross and to 
walk that same path with him.  For now, that’s something to ponder. 

Then a cloud overshadowed them.  A voice came forth through the clouds reminiscent of the one at Jesus’ baptism, 
pronouncing him as Son, and Beloved, and then reframed his attention to the disciples, “Listen to him.”  “Take 
what he says seriously!” This voice from the clouds did not offer anything new; nothing new was revealed here, 
just reinforced.  “Jesus has already told you what you need to know.  Listen to him.” 

God entered our story to uncover what had been hidden to his disciples, perhaps, what had been hidden from us 
as well.  This story of the Transfiguration in Mark’s Gospel comes between stories of Jesus’ teachings and 
healings on sight and blindness, perhaps to emphasize the disciples own blindness to the thought of Jesus’ own 
death that awaits him. 

Listening to Jesus means coming to grips with their own cross-bearing, not just for Jesus, but for their own 
discipleship.  What is this cross-bearing?  Perhaps we need to begin with what it is not.  Through the ages, there 
have been traditions that equate cross-bearing with suffering, or that suffering in its own regard is what’s 
redemptive.  [Feasting on the Word, Year B, Vol. 1, p.454]  Have you ever said, “That’s my cross to bear?”  I 
know I have.  I’ve said it when there’s something hard that becomes burdensome for me, or worrisome, of the 
suffering I have to live with.  I say, “That’s my cross to bear.”   I don’t think that’s quite right.  I think that’s poor 
theology.  Jesus loves us so much that he died for us.  To pick up your cross, to follow Christ’s path is about love; 
it’s about bearing one another’s burdens.  It’s about naming the crosses bearing down on our neighbors; it’s about 
helping to lift those crosses off one another and to identify those things that defy God’s will.  It’s standing with 
those burdened and weighed down by poverty and addiction, by racism and violence, marginalism of any kind.  
Walking the path of Jesus is love, and it’s not easy, but it’s what Christ has called us to do.  “Listen to him,” was 
the divine word out of the clouds.          



This mountaintop experience was a pivot point in Mark’s gospel.  Things are changing.  The groundwork has 
been laid.  Jesus now turns his eyes toward Jerusalem and his death, and so must we. We pivot as well from the 
season of light and revelation called Epiphany to the Season of Lent, a time of reflection and repentance. 

This moment is to be remembered, this transition, this transformation is extraordinary.  This is a moment where 
God and humanity meet.  In Celtic spirituality we’d call this the “thin places,” “when the boundaries between the 
visible world and the invisible become soft and permeable, when the veil lifts just a bit.”  This is not the time to 
be pitching tents on the mountaintop, when there’s work to do in the valley.  [Christian Century, Victoria Lynn 
Garvey, January 27, 2021]   

My husband Tom is a Lutheran pastor.  He’s working a hospice chaplain now, but I remember when he was in 
the church.  On this Sunday, the last Sunday before Lent, he and children of the church would bury the alleluias.  
The kids sometimes made posters with the word, Alleluia, or there would be an alleluia banner, or other messages 
saying alleluia.  The tradition is to get a sturdy box; fill it with the items and bury the box.  I’m not sure how one 
does that around here in February. I think they may have hidden it somewhere in the church until it was returned 
on Easter morning.  We’re not going to do that today, but maybe symbolically we are.  Pay particular attention to 
our final hymn this morning, “Alleluia, Song of Gladness.”   Listen to the third verse: 
Alleluia cannot always be our song while here below;  
alleluia our transgressions make us for a while forgo;  
for the solemn time is coming when our tears for sin shall flow. 

And now it’s our time to turn our eyes toward Jerusalem.  It’s our time to walk these forty days of Lent with the 
cross of love you bear for your neighbor. 

I invite you to keep a holy and penitent Lent.  I invite you to bear the burden for one another.  I invite you to listen 
to him.  Amen.  


