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Mark 9:2-9 

Jesus took with him Peter and James and John, and led them up a high mountain apart, by 

themselves. And he was transfigured before them, and his clothes became dazzling white, such as 

no one on earth could bleach them. And there appeared to them Elijah with Moses, who were 

talking with Jesus. Then Peter said to Jesus, “Rabbi, it is good for us to be here; let us make 

three dwellings, one for you, one for Moses, and one for Elijah.” He did not know what to say, 

for they were terrified. Then a cloud overshadowed them, and from the cloud there came a voice, 

“This is my Son, the Beloved; listen to him!” Suddenly when they looked around, they saw no 

one with them any more, but only Jesus. 

As they were coming down the mountain, he ordered them to tell no one about what they had 

seen, until after the Son of Man had risen from the dead. 

 

I had a dream. 

I know that may not sound so original and I am definitely not trying to hi-jack Martin 

Luther Kings beautiful and power sermon delivered on the steps of the Lincoln Memorial in 

1963.  Even so, I had a dream… and I want to tell you about it.   

I know that I probably dream each night, like most people do, but I very seldom 

remember them.  This one, however, was as clear as if I had lived it that day, and remembered 

with such detail that when I woke up I woke up I hurriedly scribbled down notes, which is also 

something that I have never done before.   

I went to bed this past Friday night with today’s sermon on my mind.  I knew that 

February 14th was a holiday of sorts, a special day, but I had determined that the topic of my yet 

to be written sermon wasn’t going to be about February 14th.  It was going to be about the 

Transfiguration that we hear about each year on the final Sunday of Epiphany.  It was going to 

be about light, and amazement, and the story and the mission of salvation found in the lives of 

Moses and Elijah and then in the completion of the mission of love through Jesus.  It was to be a 

sermon about light and love. 

But I had a dream. 
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I was a student.  I wasn’t any younger than I am now.  I was still the Dean of St. Peter’s 

Cathedral.  But I was a student in a class that was, somehow, critical to my life.   

I was in my third week of the course.  We already had had two tests…and I had failed 

them both.  I can remember seeing red ink everywhere across the pages, so much so that it was 

difficult to know what the question were that were being asked.   

My dream was set in the context of my next test.  It was my last chance.  “Three strikes 

and you’re out,” the professor had said.  Fail the upcoming test and I would be washed out of not 

just the class, but from my life’s work.   

I was told that my next, and possibly final, test would be to give a talk, a sermon I guess, 

to a youth group, about twelve in number, at a youth event.  That was great!  Piece of cake, I 

thought!  Thank you, Lord!  I could not count the number of times that I had spoken to youth 

groups over the past 30 years.  

On the day of my test, I arrived late.  It must have been a dream thing, because I am 

seldom, if ever, late.  I anxiously headed up onto the stage in this large conference room in a 

fancy downtown hotel restaurant in a major city.  Looking around, I quickly noticed that 

everything that I needed to complete my task, my work…MY TEST, was not there.  My talk was 

not there, which meant that I would have to wing it, which is not my strong suit, because I have 

the tendency to ramble.  Looking further, across the stage, into the room, I saw nothing but 

chaos.  Kids running around.  The few adults that were there lost in exasperation.  A makeshift 

choir gathered around an organ, confused and disorganized, all with expressions of angry 

frustration on their faces. 

In the room was the LEM/Verger/my supposedly secret Evaluator, who was watching me 

carefully.  I went to the mic in order to try to gather the people and as I opened my mouth, the 

organist started into loudly rehearsing the lost and frustrated choir.  I turned to her with an 

expression of “REALLY!  NOW!” in my eyes and was met with a sly smile and a shrug.   

I turned to the room again and discovered that the mic that I was standing at, didn’t work.  

A stagehand quickly brought me a face mic, one that happened to be attached to a Star Wars 

helmet.  He slid it onto my head and it covered much of my face and blocked all of my vision.  

Yeah, I know, it is a dream…turning into a nightmare, by the way, and strange things happen in 

dreams.  But hang on, I’ll try to get to the point as quick as I can. 

I threw the helmet mic to the floor and yelled out to those in the room who were ignoring 

me.  Looking passed the rows of empty chairs I could see a multitude of people of all ages at the 

door being turned away.  I called out to the doorkeepers and told them to let them in, but their 

response was something about fire codes and being short of refreshments, as they waved me off.   

I finally began to speak during a short break in the uproar, and as I did, the musak from 

the restaurant speakers started blasting rap music into the room.  I left the stage, ran to the 
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hostess, and, in desperation, asked if they could turn it off for just about 20 minutes.  She just 

laughed saying “Oh, sure I will,” as she walked away mumbling something about the worries of 

her day and the troubles of her shift.   

Returning to the stage, I heard the Evaluator calling out that we could not start until some 

friends of his who had been invited arrived.  Two of the youth reported that they had just seen 

them, walking away in the opposite direction and ran off to find them.  Of course, for some 

unknown reason, I went with them, through the front door, down the street, catching up to this 

now very unhappy family a couple of blocks away.  I grabbed their fussy five-month-old baby 

and we headed back. 

I returned to the stage exhausted.  I looked out now upon a completely filled room with 

people beyond counting, their eyes opened wide, mouths agape, all still and silent staring at me 

wondering what I was going to do and say, as I held a baby, like one from a manger, in my arms. 

That was my dream.  Oh, did I tell you what I was to speak about that night, what my 

assignment was?  The talk that would determine my future.  The test that came after my previous 

academic failures.  In the midst of the chaos, and the struggle, and the confusion, and the anger, 

of my surroundings, I was there to calmly tell everyone about light and love. 

This Sunday is a Sunday dedicated to light and love.  The truth is, so is every Sunday, 

and really every day.  But as nice as the love is that we embrace on Valentines Day, that love, 

that seems to be contained and expressed through cards, and flowers, and candy, and dinners, 

cannot compare to the love that we are really called to share, because it is the love that we have 

really been embraced by.  The love that I am talking about is a love, although hard at times and 

challenging in life, is always amazing, transforming, and world changing.  It is a love that rests 

within the heart of creation because the Creator of that love, a love that cannot be bought or 

legislated, is the Creator of all things that exists.  All things, from the vastness of the universe 

filled with millions of galaxies to the DNA of each person conceived.  It is a love that can only 

be found in the Creator and the Definer of love itself. 

And this Sunday is a Sunday of light, as is every Sunday, as is every day.  A Sunday that 

we look upon a shining Savior, and an ancient law bringer, and a prophetic heart sharer and truth 

teller in order to see the mission of love that was launched, that was necessary, so that we could 

re-embrace ourselves and the relationship, and the relationships, that we were made for.  We are 

reminded today that the light and the love that it contains, and the joy that lives within it, is not 

meant to live far away on the top of a mountain.  It is meant to go into the world to be shared 

within the chaos, in order to quiet and heal that chaos. 

I had a dream this past Friday night.  I have never had one like it that I can remember.  It 

was a dream in a place of chaos.  Filled with confusion.  Embattled with anger.  Embittered by 

division.  It was dream of a place that challenged me, it challenges us also I think, maybe for the 

final time, maybe as a final test.  It was a dream that puts us on a stage, holding a small baby, 
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with the world watching, waiting, to hear the message that we will share.  They have, maybe just 

for a moment, quieted themselves long enough to wonder, as they wait to see what the followers 

of Jesus will do and say.  Will our words and actions be ones of love, light, healing, 

reconciliation, salvation?  Will our hearts reflect the joy and the peace that our Savior offers?  Or 

will our words and actions feed the chaos, magnify the frustration, and stoke the division?   

As the saying goes, “You’ve got the stage.” 

Amen 


