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Six days later, Jesus took with him Peter and James and his  
brother John and led them up a high mountain, by themselves.  
And he was transfigured before them, and his face shone like the 
sun, and his clothes became dazzling white. Suddenly there 
appeared to them Moses and Elijah, talking with him. Then Peter  
said to Jesus, "Lord, it is good for us to be here; if you wish, I will  
make three dwellings here, one for you, one for Moses, and one 
for Elijah." While he was still speaking, suddenly a bright cloud 
overshadowed them, and from the cloud a voice said, "This is my 
Son, the Beloved; with him I am well pleased; listen to him!" 
When the disciples heard this, they fell to the ground and were 
overcome by fear. But Jesus came and touched them, saying, "Get  
up and do not be afraid." And when they looked up, they saw no 
one except Jesus himself alone. As they were coming down the 
mountain, Jesus ordered them, "Tell no one about the vision until  
after the Son of Man has been raised from the dead." 

Matthew 17:1-9

Grace to you and peace from the one who is and the one who was and the one who is to 
come.

Lord, it is good for us to be here!  Have you ever felt that way?  Have you ever felt like saying: It 
is so good to be here!  And if so, what were the circumstances?  What was the occasion, what was the 
place that made you feel good about being there?

Lord, it is good for us to be here!  Most days I feel this way about our home in Oakland, a place 
where it is really good to be. I never expected that I would feel that way about a house.
And I also never expected that one day I would live in Oakland.

After all, I am called to serve a church here in San Francisco, and my wife's office is down in the 



Peninsula, and so, for a long time we looked for a house in San Francisco but with no luck. Then we 
expanded our search and this quirky house in Oakland came along.  The neighborhood was not 
particularly charming, and the street in front of the house was very busy with a lot of heavy traffic. 
And yet there was something about the house, something magical, and it felt as if the house was 
reaching out to us.  And so we made an offer, and to our great surprise our offer was accepted and we 
became the owners of a home in Oakland.

And to this day, every evening when I come home after a long day and a challenging commute, 
it feels as if the house is wrapping its arms around me and welcomes me home.
I have never before felt that way about any place I live.

And then, of course, there is this place here, St. Francis.  And it is good to be here as well, it is 
good to be here, right now, in worship, in this beautiful sanctuary:  I like how the stain-glass windows 
bathe everything in such soft light and I like the Danish words on the altar, a reminder of the 
immigrants who came here with their grit and their hopes and who built this church as a place of 
refuge and welcome.

And I like how over the years this refuge and welcome has translated into other forms of 
refuge and welcome, welcome for gay people from the Midwest who were rejected by their families 
and their churches, and then later a welcome for people with AIDS, those who cared for loved ones 
with AIDS.  All of them found their way to St. Francis and said: It is good to be here.  And when we are 
tired and exhausted and weary, it feels good to sit down in the pew,
it feels good to just sit and rest in this peaceful environment.

And I have to say that I am meeting many exhausted people these days, and some days I even 
count myself among the exhausted.  The issues before us seem so huge, they rise up like a looming 
mountain, and our power seems so limited.  There is such a long list of urgent issues, the need for 
immigration reform, the need for justice reform, these are such pressing needs, but what can one 
person do? There is the need to reduce carbon emission, and the need to reduce the huge amounts of 
plastic, but what can one person do?

And we also watch rather helplessly the growing number of homeless people while our city 
becomes ever more wealthy.  Right now there is one shelter-bed for every four homeless people, and 
those shelter beds are not even all that safe or inviting, often they are less attractive than a night on 
the street. And we know that this rich city can do better, this rich city must do better, but what can 
one person do? And this sense of powerlessness drains us of so much energy.

And then there are the endless goodbyes: Young people who are ready to start family, and 
older people who are ready to retire, they sit down and do the math, and it does not take them long 
to conclude that their dollars go much further in other places. And so, they pack up and move, to 
Oregon, to Colorado, to Idaho, to Nevada, to God knows where.  And I want to stop them, and plead 
with them: don't go! Isn't it good to be here?

And often their answer is: It was good for a long time, but not anymore. The cost of living is too 



high, the traffic is getting worse, the crime is getting worse, we are tired of our cars getting broken in 
all the time, the neighborhood is changing, the stores and cafes we love are closing and there is all this 
trash in the streets. No, it is no longer good to be here.  It's time to move.

And so they pack up and leave and this is happening a lot, and all these good-byes make me 
tired and weary.  They make me want to hide in my happy home, or withdraw to this peaceful 
sanctuary.

And so, when I hear Peter say: Lord, it is good to be here, let us stay and build three dwellings, I 
wonder if he was also exhausted, I wonder if he also needed a rest, a chance to regroup.

After all, the disciples had been on the move for a long time. They had been on the move since 
the first day they encountered Jesus.

According to the gospels, Jesus had come to the shore of the Sea of Galilee where Peter and 
his brother Andrew had being doing their work, they were working as fishermen, and they were 
throwing their nets into the water, and Jesus came and called out to them: Come and follow me!  And 
immediately they left their nets and follow him.

And then, a little farther down the shore, there was another set of brothers, James and John, 
they sat in a boat with their father, and repaired their nets.  And Jesus called to them to come, too, 
and immediately they also left their boat, they even left their father and they followed Jesus.

And I have often wondered: How come they left so quickly, so readily?  Were they anxious to 
get away?  Did they feel trapped by their circumstances?  Was their fishing work such a drudgery that 
they couldn't wait to escape?

I know that is not the version you usually hear.  We tend to act as if everything in the Bible
has to have a very holy explanation, so when the fishermen immediately leave their nets,
this gets read as a sign of their great faith. But what if it was much simpler than that?
What if they were young men, itching to get away from the confines of their little village?

Well, whatever it was that made them leave, leave they did.  And Jesus went on to call other 
disciples, and together they traveled all over Galilee, from one town to the next, and they were always 
on the move.  Round and round they went, up and down the Galilee.

And finally, at long last, they arrived at the top of the mountain, where they had this 
overpowering vision.

Jesus was transfigured before their eyes, his face shone like the sun, and his clothes became 
dazzling white.  And then Moses and Elijah appeared and talked with him.

And in response Peter says: "Lord, it is good for us to be here; if you wish, I will make three 
dwellings here, one for you, one for Moses, and one for Elijah."

So, Peter wants to build some sort of a structure, a roof and walls, and it is not quite clear what 
he has in mind beyond that is he going to run up and down the mountain, and bring up tables and 
chairs and beds and dinner plates?

Or does he just want a bit of shade so they can stay for another hour or two?



But whether he had hoped to stay another hour, or another day or a week or longer, it did not 
come to that.  Once again, they had to be on the move. Already the next chapter was waiting.

But does this mean that the a spiritual life requires us to always be on the move, never put 
down roots, not to fall in love with quirky old homes, not to grieve when friends and neighbors move 
away?

Can we never say: it is good to be here? Must we always move on?
Do we have to make peace with the fact that everything changes and that nothing remains the 

same?
Do we have to embrace the impermanence of all things as Buddhism teaches so insistently?

I think that is exactly what it means. But, it means more than that. I think the story of the 
transfiguration is an invitation to think about change in a new way.  Not a loss to be dreaded, but a gift 
to be embraced, a gift that lets us unfold our true and radiant self.

Jesus once said: Imagine a grain of corn or wheat: their destiny cannot unfold if they simply 
stay a grain of corn or wheat forever.  But when they fall into the ground and lose themselves
and die, then they bring forth much fruit.

Which means that change, even the change that comes with death, is a gift? It is the gift of 
transformation.  Everything is possible. If everything always changes, then every moment is filled with 
new possibilities.

Let me say that again: If everything always changes, then every moment is filled with new 
possibilities.  And so, what are the possibilities that show up in the transfiguration?  In the 
transfiguration the disciples see that Jesus is more than the son of a carpenter, and he is more than a 
simple rabbi traveling all over Galilee.  Jesus is a glorious, divine being, someone who is accompanied 
by Moses and Elijah Jesus is called a beloved Child of God.

Of course, Jesus had been these things all along, but the disciples could not see that. But then, 
on the mountaintop, they could suddenly see the fullness of Jesus. It is not so much that Jesus has 
changed, but more that their vision was expanded.

But there is more.  The story of the transfiguration is not only about the transfiguration of 
Jesus. It is even more so about our own transfiguration.

Jesus is meant to be a mirror for us.  When we look at Christ in all his radiance, and see a divine 
being surrounded by spiritual ancestors we are meant to see a mirror-image of ourselves. The radiant 
Christ is our mirror, in which we are meant to see our own radiance,
and also all the spiritual helpers who surround us with their support.

St. Paul makes this point in his letter to the Corinthians where he writes: One day, our eyes will 
be open, and we will see clearly, and we will look at the glory of Christ, and it will be like looking in a 



mirror, and we will find that we are transfigured from glory into glory and become conformed to the 
image of Christ.

We have so much beauty and so much power, so much strength, and so much spiritual 
support, but on most days we cannot see it, just as the disciples could not see the true beauty and 
radiance of Christ until they went up the mountain.

We look into the mirror and all we can see is our ordinary selves. The story of the 
transfiguration says: Here is your true mirror: Look at the radiant image of Christ: This is what you 
really look like.

And what does it take to actually feel this kind of power, this kind of strength, this kind of 
radiance, this kind of support?

It takes some work, some spiritual work, some work that is best done in community.
In fact, I believe that this is the kind of work the work of stepping into our strength, is the work that 
we, the faith community of St. Francis, are meant to do right now.

When we celebrate Holy Communion we conclude with the words, “Live in forgiveness,
claim your wholeness, and go in peace.”

Where do those words come from?  They do not come from the Bible, although they certainly 
do have a biblical foundation. They also do not come from the liturgy of the church, although they are 
certainly very liturgical. Those words come from the very heart of this congregation,
from lived experience of the congregation, and then Pastor Frost and Pastor Zillhart, put them into this 
formula, but they originated from the heart of the congregation.

“Live in forgiveness, claim your wholeness, and go in peace.”  These powerful words, 
summarize the previous work of the congregation, work that had to do with overcoming exclusion 
with belonging, with claiming our place at the table, and that work, that chapter has been finished.

And now we have new work to do, now there is a new chapter to tackle: It is time to add 
another line to those famous three lines which have sustained us for so long.

And this additional new line has something to do with our power and strength as children of 
God, with our radiant selves, which are not obvious and visible in our everyday life, but which are 
nevertheless very real, and which we can see when we allow the transfigured Christ to be our mirror. 
This is the work before us now.

We are not a big and mighty congregation, we are not very strong, and we don't look 
particularly radiant.  So this is the perfect context to discover the truth of the gospels where Jesus 
insists over and over again that the least and the littlest and the last are those who matter most, and 
that true power is always crucified power, that strength in made perfect in weakness, that glory and 
radiance are hidden under their opposites.  Do you believe this?

Sometimes I think we Christians are more prepared to say yes to things like the virgin birth and 
other doctrines that the church has made up rather than take seriously the teachings of Jesus about 



power and weakness and about strength and grace.
We are like Cinderella, sitting in the ashes, when all along there are little helpful birds sitting on 

our shoulder, ready to guide us.  We walk around in rags, when there are beautiful dresses waiting for 
us to put on.  We live in the dusty basement, when there are ballrooms waiting for us to show up as 
our radiant selves.

And so, what a gift to hear again the story of the Transfiguration and to look again at Christ, our 
true mirror and to see our true and radiant selves, our power and our strength,  all of which are daily 
hidden in struggle and weakness.

Take a good look at this mirror, and see how beautiful you are, how strong, and radiant, how 
supported by the spiritual ancestors who support you on all sides.

Look at this mirror, and then come down the mountain, and enter the world with hope and 
curiosity and joy.

Enter the world, enter it fully and then say: “It is good to be here.”  Amen.


