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Luke 9:28-36


When I was 11 years old, my cousins Phyllis, Patricia, and I went to see “Hush, Hush, Sweet Charlotte” at the Robinson Grand Theater in Clarksburg. It was one of those Saturday matinees where admission was free if you brought in ten Pepsi bottle caps. I dug up the caps from my grandfather’s Glen Elk grocery store in the little metal box with a bottle opener attached to the cooler. 

We missed the first part of the movie, so we stayed through the second showing. It was one of the scariest movies I had ever seen, and by the time we left the theater, it was dark outside. We had to walk two blocks, cross the Sixth Street bridge, and go two more blocks before we reached home. I was terrified, but I was the oldest of the three, so I feigned courage and urged the girls on, not running, but almost.

From the corner of my eye, I saw car slow down beside us. It went up to the next block, turned around, and slowed up beside us again. Now, remember, this was 1964, when there weren’t any Amber Alerts for child abductions, and kids could pretty much go anywhere unharmed. But the skies were dark, the car was black, and I went into flight mode. I put my hands on the girls’ shoulders, and said, “Let’s run home from here!”

Just then, the driver rolled down the window and leaned out, “Girls!” It was my Aunt Violet—Phyllis and Patricia’s mother! I was never so relieved in all my young life. It was like a spotlight went on, and Aunt Violet’s face was radiating from the station wagon, where before, it had been so difficult to see anything.

This story reminds me of Peter, James, and John in today’s Gospel. The intensity of his prayers made Jesus’ face and clothing become what Luke calls “dazzling white.” The three Apostles missed the transformation and the arrival of Moses and Elijah because they had been “overcome by sleep,” maybe divinely induced or maybe from their fishing work. When they came to, they saw “his glory” and his visitors. Until this time, even though they had seen the miracles and heard Jesus speak about his divinity and his purpose, they did not fully understand what they had seen and heard. The Apostles weren’t deliberately refusing to understand; their expectations were based on their beliefs about the Messiah, how he should look and act. They couldn’t comprehend that this humble, selfless man was the Savior. But that light and that voice, similar to what I saw and heard that dark Saturday night when my Aunt Violet showed up, was something they could never forget. They were the ones transformed as much as Jesus was on that mountaintop.

