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Explorers Sunday school 
Trinity United Methodist Church 

Beaumont, Texas 
February 14, 2021 -  Last Sunday of Epiphany 

 

Transfiguration 

 
 

artist: Pianov Valeri 

 
Mark 8:39 – 9:9 The Message 

(Not till centuries after Mark was written were there numbered chapters and verses) 

 
“If any of you are embarrassed over me and the way I’m leading you 
when you get around your fickle and unfocused friends, know that 
you’ll be an even greater embarrassment to the Son of Man when he 
arrives in all the splendor of God, his Father, with an army of the holy 
angels.” 
 
Then he drove it home by saying, “This isn’t pie in the sky by and by. 
Some of you who are standing here are going to see it happen, see the 
kingdom of God arrive in full force.” 
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Six days later, three of them did see it.  Jesus took Peter, James, and John 
and led them up a high mountain. His appearance changed from the 
inside out, right before their eyes. His clothes shimmered, glistening 
white, whiter than any bleach could make them. Elijah, along with 
Moses, came into view, in deep conversation with Jesus.  
 
Peter interrupted, “Rabbi, this is a great moment! Let’s build three 
memorials—one for you, one for Moses, one for Elijah.” He blurted this 
out without thinking, stunned as they all were by what they were seeing. 
 
Just then a light-radiant cloud enveloped them, and from deep in the 
cloud, a voice: “This is my Son, marked by my love. Listen to him.” 
 
The next minute the disciples were looking around, rubbing their eyes, 
seeing nothing but Jesus, only Jesus. 
 
Coming down the mountain, Jesus swore them to secrecy. “Don’t tell a 
soul what you saw. After the Son of Man rises from the dead, you’re free 
to talk.” 

 
 
For Peter, James, and John, the Mother of Epiphanies! 
 
You’ll recall our working definition of epiphany— 
 
a flash of understanding in a prepared mind.  
 
In today’s text, Jesus deems three of his disciples sufficiently prepared for big news 
about their best friend.  
 
On a human level, they’ve come to know Jesus as teacher, preacher, and healer, a 
man in appearance and background like themselves, yet graced with extraordinary 
power. Now it’s time for more. 
 
Now he stands, shining like the sun, deep in conversation with the two most 
revered prophets of their faith tradition: Moses and Elijah.  Who by the way have 
been dead for centuries.  
 
Now the Father speaks:  “This is my Son, marked by my love. Listen to him.” 
 
Now Jesus speaks: “Don’t tell a soul what you saw.” 
 
As Mark points out, this is a lot for three fishermen to take in. But it’s urgent that 
they do.   
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The sweep of Mark’s narrative is brilliant.  In the first eight chapters we climb with 
Mark, ever upward, taking in the power and goodness of Jesus.  
 
In the last eight chapters we descend with Mark, down to the Valley,  
down to the passion and death of Jesus,  
down finally to the tomb.  
 
For today, we stand on Mount Hermon, a point of balance. 
 
Time for a Vaster View 
 
Backing up a bit:  At the end of chapter 8, just before the midpoint of Mark’s 
gospel, Jesus stuns his friends with the news that he’s going to suffer, die, and rise 
again. And so must his followers. For the sake of victory over death, one must pass 
through the valley of the shadow. 
 
Peter voices everyone’s shock:  We thought your news was good news.  
 
Now you tell us your way is the “way of the wound.” This is hard for us poor 
humans to hear. 
 
To help us, Jesus takes us up on a mountain, for a vaster view.   
 

 
 
 



 4 

Portraits of Devotion, by me 
 

Moses on Mount Sinai,  
Six days in a cloud, 

Waiting in the silence,  
For God to speak aloud. 

Then down he came from Sinai,  
Face lit up with love 

To lead his people onward,  
Obeying God above. 

He lived to be an old man—  
Always with a list! 

And then God took him gently home—  
Some say with a kiss. 

 
Battling Baal and Jezebel,  
Elijah’s strength was spent. 
Hiding in a cave on Sinai— 

We wondered where he went! 
He couldn’t walk another step,  

He thought his work was through, 
And then he heard the voice of God:  

There’s much more work for you. 
So back he strode to duty,  

Humming like a choir, 
And when his work on earth was done,  

A chariot of fire! 
 

Jesus incandescent,  
Shining like the sun 

On whom a dove descended:  
You are my holy one! 

Jesus on Mount Hermon,  
With Peter, James, and John 

To show the land ahead,  
And just how far they’ve come. 

To help them see what life must be— 
Both ecstasy and loss. 

To fill them full of peace and light  
As they journey toward the Cross. 
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Standing on Mount Hermon:  Two Paintings, Some Years Apart 
 

 
 

First, an icon. If you happen to be at Saint Catherine’s Monastery, “at the mouth of 
a gorge at the foot of Mount Sinai,” you can see it in person.  
 
We don’t know the artist’s name, only that he or she lived around the 12th century 
A.D. and was likely trained in iconography according to the exacting standards of 
the school at Constantinople. 
 
The placement of this object of devotion at Saint Catherine’s has special 
significance when you consider that Moses met God on Sinai -- in the burning 
bush, and later in a cloud, for the giving of the Law.   
 
Elijah too met God on Sinai, for a bracing new assignment. And here he stands on 
Hermon, haloed, intense as ever, in deep conversation with Jesus and Moses.   
 
As the centuries roll on, the holy connection between Hermon and Sinai holds. 
 
Notice the shape surrounding Jesus.  It’s called a mandorla.  Imagine the space 
where two circles intersect.  Two circles:  Divine and human. Heaven and earth. 
Eternity and time. No wonder the three disciples have hit the ground! Struck dumb. 
Except for Peter, who always manages to come up with a few words for the 
occasion. You see his raised hand?  “Um, excuse me …” 



 6 

Fast forward to Texas, A.D.  21st century! Lewis Bowman of Fort Worth discovered 
his knack for drawing when he was seven.  Inspired by jazz and nature, his gift 
blossomed.   

 
He earned an associates degree in Visual Communications from the Art Institute of 
Dallas, has worked in the graphics arts industry for many years—graphic design, 
computer animation.   

But his true love, he says, is painting.  This gift, he taught himself. As to his work 
“Transfiguration” he says, “The scripture described His appearance being 
transformed into the brightness of the sun white as light. My goal in this painting 
was to keep it very abstract because it's really impossible to visually understand 
what that scene would look like if you where not there.” 
 

 
  



 7 

Indeed, we were not there.   

Thank goodness for artists,  

who apply tile to synagogue floors, 

paint to catacomb walls,  

egg tempera to Byzantine panels,  

colored glass to windows,  

pen and ink to bulletin covers,  

oil to canvas, 

all to bring us as close as they can to the truth.  

 
Next week we put on our purple and head into Lent. 

 

With love and thanksgiving for each one of you, 

Phoebe 


