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Sermon for February 27, 2022—“Metamorphosis” 
Transfiguration Sunday, Year C—Texts: Exodus 34:29-35, Luke 9:28-36 

Change. It is the way of things.  

For good or for ill, change is all around us; it is the air we breathe, the water we drink, and 

the ground upon which we walk. Wake up one morning, and everything is different. We 

can say we hate change. We can resist it all we want, but as I’ve said repeatedly, it’s already 

here—it’s already part of our reality. And it’s here—I think—to stay. We know this. We’re 

familiar with change. Change happens to all of us, all the time. 

We’re constantly in the process of shedding our old selves, and putting on the new. And 

this is a physical reality, as much as an emotional, and spiritual one. Our bodies shed our 

cells at an amazing rate, and they are replaced with new ones. Every minute, about 300 

million cells are replaced in your body. Ever wonder were all the dust in your house comes 

from? Well, now you know! We are in a constant state of change. Do we seem different? 

Wait a minute, and we will be. It’s like the weather here. 

Our Gospel reading this morning is all about change. At the heart of Transfiguration is 

change. But not what you would normally expect. This isn’t a call to change for the better. 

It’s not about turning one’s life around, or repenting either. It’s about a different kind of 

change all together. Luke writes, “The appearance of His face changed.”  

His appearance. Jesus didn’t look to the disciples there—Peter, James and John—the way 

he usually looked. He looked different. There was more—a lot more—going on. But, what?  

Transfigured is the word that we’ve become used to reading here. While Luke does not use 

the word, both Matthew and Mark do.  

My guess is that it’s because it sounds more serious—more dramatic, more theologically 

correct—than to say simply that he changed. Maybe it’s because it was something more. 

The Greek word here is “μεταμόρφoω,” pronounced “meta-mor-foe-oh.” As you 

probably realize, it’s where we get the word metamorphosis. The Oxford Dictionary 

defines it as “a transformation; a change of the form or nature of a thing or person into a 

completely different one, by natural or supernatural means.” So, what happened on that 

mountain just six days after a conversation about suffering and death? A conversation that 

began when Jesus asks the disciples, “Who do you say that I am?” 

What happened up there? Obviously something. Something strange perhaps, but definitely 

something important. It’s hard to say exactly except by repeating Luke’s words. The 

appearance of Jesus’ face changed, and his clothes became dazzling white 

What they were used to seeing, they no longer saw, and something they hadn’t seen before 

suddenly became evident to their frightened eyes. And what did they see? Something darn 

near indescribable. Luckily, they had some help; things to help them get a grasp—to try 

and make sense of what was happening in front of them. First of all, there were those other 

guys. Luke says it was Moses and Elijah. So does Matthew and Mark. Did you ever wonder 

how they knew who it was? Did they come with name tags? Were there angels holding 

banners or signs? Or was it one of those “they just knew” kind of things?  
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Maybe Moses had his famous staff of his, the staff he used to part the Red Sea, and then to 

struck the rock to get water. Maybe Elijah had ridden in on his chariot of fire. Maybe Jesus 

called them by name when they appeared. We don’t know because not a lot of attention is 

paid to the two of them. They were there as props. They were scenery for the lead actor. 

For all their greatness—though they appeared like Jesus in glory—they played supporting 

roles this day. It wasn’t about them.  

They represented the pillars of the Jewish faith—the law and the prophets—with Jesus 

being seen as the completion of the Law, and the fulfillment of the prophecies of the Old 

Testament. The story of the people of God. The good old days of the Chosen People. But 

they were there that day to draw attention to, and perhaps provide context for, the one who 

was the Word of God; the Presence of God; Emmanuel, God-With-Us. 

Luke’s the only one who mentions the conversation among the glowing figures on the 

mountaintop. But it was their conversation that drew Luke’s attention. They were there to 

talk about Jesus’ departure—whatever that was. It wasn’t made clear. A trip of some kind? 

No, maybe it was something else. Something more. I say that because “departure” in Greek 

here is ἔξοδον, pronounced “exodon,” from which we get the word, “Exodus.” 

Moses knew about that sort of thing. Even wrote a book about it. In fact, that was the title. 

He knew what it was to change everything he knew, and everything he was, for an uncertain 

future. He knew how to embrace that change despite his fear and trepidation. That seems 

to be what this odd little moment on top of the mountain was all about… 

A preview of coming attractions—a trailer, if you will—of change that was surely coming. 

It was about preparing for, and embracing the change, trusting in the One who brings about 

the change. The One who call us change, and sees us through it; a call to become more; a 

call to become like Jesus. At least that’s what the voice seemed to say, in effect, that Peter 

had gotten his lines wrong.  

Peter wanted to stand against change. “Let’s set up camp here,” he said. “Let’s just sit. 

Let’s just be. Let’s dig in our heels, resist what’s coming, and hold on to this moment 

because who knows what might happen. Let us take a stand against it, make a declaration, 

form a committee, so that our understanding should never change. We’ve come this far, 

what else can we do? Aren’t we there yet?”  

“No,” the voice says, “you’ve got a way to go yet. You are still becoming.” “Becoming 

what,” we ask? “Becoming him. Becoming who I have created and called you to be. “This 

is my Son, my Chosen, listen to Him.” Do what He tells you to do. Pay attention to the 

change—the transformation, the metamorphosis. Wait for it. Embrace it when it comes. 

There’s that word again—metamorphosis. 

Tell me, in what context do we usually use that word? I remember way back in science 

class, and we were talking about butterflies, their process of changing from a rather ugly 

wormlike caterpillar into the fragile, but breathtakingly beautiful butterfly. The process is 

called metamorphosis. Then again, maybe it was in geology class and we were talking 

about metamorphic rock. The kind of rock melted by the heat of the earth’s core that flows 

from one form into another.  
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But here’s the question: Which is the true form of the rock? What about the creature? Is it 

the caterpillar or the butterfly? Or is the before and the after, each one part of the whole? 

Is it a matter of perspective, and/or timing? Where you are, and when you are, allows you 

to see one truth as opposed to another. Unfortunately, only God can see both 

simultaneously. I guess we’ll just have to trust him. So, it seems to me, then that what 

happened on that mountain, was not so much a change into something different, but a 

revealing of the essence of the one who was changed.  

Jesus became who he was on that mountain, even though he was who he was, as he climbed 

up, and then back down again. He is always who he is. He is always present in the fullness 

of his being. We can see only a part of him—the part we need at any given moment. We 

experience only a piece—a dimension of the reality—that is the Christ. And we get used 

to that. It becomes familiar to us. But, and here, brothers and sisters is the thing… 

Every now and then we catch a glimpse of something larger, something deeper, and more 

profound.  

Every now and then we hear a word that reverberates in our soul for weeks, months—if 

not a lifetime.  

Every now and then a tear comes to our eye as we stand on the precipice of glory—as we 

get a glimpse of how things can be, how they are meant to be, how they will be.  

Every now and then a lump comes to our throat as we encounter the depths of love and 

sacrifice.  

Every now and then we climb a mountain, and see what it is we’re following, in what is 

most often the darkness of our lives.  

Every now and then we move a little closer, grow a little taller, and listen a little better.  

Every now and then we catch a glimpse of his face.  

We hear a faint echo of the sound of his voice, and all we see and hear is love… 

A love so deep that it would die for the object of that love.  

A love so powerful that everything is changed by that love—if we allow it.  

A love that goes on and on despite our faithlessness, our wavering acceptance, and 

application of that love, despite our resistance, in allowing it to change us—to change our 

church.  

In Jesus Christ, we see a love that never ends. A love that is freely given. A love that is 

constant, continual. A love that does not change. A love that is the same, yesterday, today, 

and tomorrow. This is good news as we navigate our way in a world of constant, disruptive 

change, moving forward as your people—as your church. 

Thanks be to God. Amen and amen. 

 

 


