
 
 

Six days later, Jesus took him 
Peter and James and John and led them up a high mountain 

where they could be alone by themselves. 
There in their presence he was transfigured: 

His clothes became dazzlingly white, 
whiter than earthly bleacher could make them. 

Elijah appeared with Moses; 
and they were talking with Jesus. 

Then Peter spoke to Jesus. ‘Rabbi’, he said 
‘it is wonderful for us to be here; 

so let us make three tents, 
one for you, one for Moses one for Elijah.’ 

He did not know what to say; they were so frightened. 
And a cloud came, covering them in shadow; 

and there came as voice from the cloud, 
‘This is my Son, the Beloved. Listen to him.’ 

Then suddenly, when they looked round, 
they saw no one with them anymore but Jesus. 

As they came down the mountain, 
he warned them to tell no one what they had seen, 
until after the Son of Man had risen from the dead. 

They observed the warning faithfully, 
though among themselves they discussed 
what ‘rising from the dead’ could mean. 

 



Last week we were with Jesus in the place of wilderness as he prepared for his mission of   
spreading God’s Good News.  This week we are with him on Mount Tabor, as his mission 
draws to a close. 

I wonder what is it that draws us to climb a mountain or a hillside?  In all of us, there is a 
human longing to reach out to what is beyond ourselves, our human search to connect to the 
divine.  When we look up at a mountain it draws upwards and beyond into mystery.  It is as if 
the mountain is inviting us to come and share in its life.  Reaching the summit of a mountain 
is an experience of wonder and awe.  Hilltops provide us with the feeling that we are that 
little bit nearer to heaven.  Standing still, looking out over the expanse of the landscape is a 
‘life-giving moment’ taking us momentarily beyond time and space, opening us to the 
mystery of God, the Creator of life.  Many of the Old Testament stories and our Celtic 
writings speak about mountains and hills as sacred places, they refer to them as meeting 
places with God.  When it comes to leaving the summit, we can get the feeling that we are 
leaving behind something that we would like to have stayed with for ever. 
 
In last Sunday’s Gospel, John tells us about a group of hill walkers who were climbing 
Mount Tabor.  They were four of them. Jesus and three of his friends, Peter, James, and John. 
 
What started out as an opportunity for space and prayer ended up being a most memorable 
experience that they would never forget.  For a few moments on that special mountain, eternity 
broke into time and Jesus became transfigured by God’s presence, his divinity shone forth in 
all its power and magnificence and his clothes were dazzlingly white. The disciples had a 
fleeting glimpse of Jesus in all his glory.  Elijah appeared with Moses and they were talking 
with Jesus.  The disciples got caught up in the moment and not wanting it to end, Peter 
suggested that they would erect a tent for each of them. Then a cloud covered them in its 
shadow and God was heard saying, ‘This is my Son, the beloved, listen to him.’ When the 
disciples looked up, they only saw Jesus standing before them.  

Like all mountain and hill climbers, Jesus and the disciples had to walk back down to the valley 
with the experience at the summit embedded in their memory. The mountain experience for 
the disciples was a privileged moment.  The memory of it would strengthen them to cope with 
the difficult events that lay ahead, the suffering and death of Jesus. It would strengthen Jesus 
as he made his journey towards Jerusalem and his eminent death. 

We too have had many hilltops experiences that have blessed us. The peak moments that we 
have experienced in prayer and in our relationship with others.   The treasured happenings - 
the birth of a child, the homecoming of a loved one at Christmas, passing a final exam, a 
moment in prayer that changed our lives forever.  Treasured moments with our immediate 
family and community, our fellow workers, our neighbours, and those with whom we share 
our lives.  As it was true for Jesus and his disciple, our hilltop moments can also support us 
and hold us strong in the dark and difficult times.  
 



In the Transfiguration of Jesus, we get a glimpse of our future in eternity when God’s glory 
will shine on us.  The divine light that broke through the physical body of Jesus also exists in 
us.  We too have the light of God’s presence radiating within us and through us. This divine 
light holds us in existence. 

In this second week of Lent we are invited to create space, white space, in our lives, to take 
time out on our holy mountain, wherever our mountain may be.   Sitting in our armchair 
enjoying a cup of tea and pondering the beauty of the daffodils in the garden.  Taking a leisurely 
walk and feeling our feet touch the ground, simply walking to walk and not to arrive. Letting 
go of our need for ‘doing’ and allowing ourselves to rest in the simplicity of ‘Being.’   Allowing 
time for prayer that brings us to the still centre of God’s presence within us. 

Lent invites us to spend time in prayer.  Scripture tells us that Jesus during his ministry 
 would go to a quiet place to pray. 

Prayer can take many forms, saying the rosary, reciting our favourite prayers each day,  
praying the Liturgy of the Hours, meditating on a scripture passage, 

 sitting in silence and stillness. 
When I am present to myself, I am in present to God.  

It is not the quantity of time we spend in prayer that matters most,  
it is the quality of our time in prayer. 

 
As we walk the path of our lives there will be many meeting places between the light and the 
darkness, between joy and sorrow.  Our greatest companion on the journey is the life-giving 
presence of God.  In the companionship of our loving God, there is nothing that we cannot 
achieve, overcome, and endure. 

I lift up my eyes to the mountains from where shall come my help? 
My help comes from you, O God, who made heaven and earth. 

You, O God, are my keeper, my stronghold, my protector. 
You guard me from all that might harm me. 

You preserve my life. You protect my goings and comings 
both now and forever. (Psalm 121) 

Reveal to me the light of my own inner essence 
that is grounded in your transforming light within me. 

Breathe upon and into my thoughts 
 and my actions each day. 

Help me to radiate your light, wherever I go and to whomsoever I meet.  Amen. 
 


