St. Mary of the Angels    Sunday  Lent II C    3/13/22
Genesis 15:5-12, 17, 18;  Philippians 3:17-41;  Luke 9:28b-36

My Brothers and Sisters,

Back in September, a classmate of mine, a Scripture scholar, was asked by the Carthusian monks of Vermont to give them a series of talks on the Psalms.  These monks, the only ones in the US and Canada, live an austere life of solitude and prayer high up on a mountain, Mt Equinox. Fittingly, the name of the monastery is “The Charterhouse of the Transfiguration”.  My friend asked me whether I would like to go with him – which I gladly did because, while he was giving his talks, I could have three days of much needed silence and prayer. 

Living in their guest house, we had a magnificent view over a long valley with rows and rows of mountains beyond.  
As I looked out at this scene, I quickly became aware of clouds, -- clouds high above and clouds in the valley below, clouds constantly moving and clouds changing shape.  
Naturally, between the monastery’s name and being on a mountain, I prayed today’s Gospel of the Transfiguration.  And, because of the clouds before me, I found myself drawn to that moment when the Father, speaking from a cloud, said to Peter, James and John, “This is my chosen Son; listen to him.”  Now, I was pleading with God to speak from these clouds to me too, -- to give me a message of hope for my life ahead.  But God was silent.  For the entire three days, God was silent.
Then, it was time to go home. I threw my belongings in my bag and turned to leave when I spotted on the bureau a map of Vermont.  There on the cover was a picture of one of those wooden covered bridges which Vermont is uniquely known for. And, above it, the Vermont tourist industry had written: “We’ll cross that bridge together.”  
Suddenly, I felt that it was God saying those words to me: “We’ll cross that bridge together” What bridge, I wondered?  I understood the bridge to be any challenge I would be facing, whether losses or aging or sickness, or even death itself. God was promising that I would not be alone, that we would face all challenges together.  Peace and consolation came over me. [Of course, the Ukraine War had not begun then.]
With variations, those words have become a mantra for me.  Each morning, I say to God: “We’ll live this day together.”  If I have a task to do, “We’ll do this task together.” “We’ll write this homily together.”  “We’ll attend this meeting together.” Etc. Sometimes, I say the words. Sometimes I sense that God is saying those words.   But those words lift me up and give me peace and courage.   
Of course, at the time, I rejoiced that God, in the end, did for me what God did on that other mountain for Peter, James and John: speak life-giving words.  To the disciples God said: “This is my beloved Son, listen to Him.”  To me, God said, “We’ll cross that bridge together.” 
At some time, we all stand on a mountain, either physically or imaginatively, with Jesus.  
We all need to hear life giving words from God for what lies ahead.  
Right now, we want God to reassure us that, while a nation’s very existence is threatened and while we stand on the threshold of a Third World War, that all will end in peace. We want to hear that.
But, we must remember that, after the glorious Transfiguration experience, Jesus would soon be crucified and the world of the disciples would crumble.  The Father, in effect, was saying to them, “Don’t listen to other voices, whether voices of despair or voices of false hope.  Listen to my Son. He is the Word.”  If only they had done so, they might not have run away.  They might have stayed with Him at the cross.  They might have more quickly believed in His resurrection.
I suggest, on our mountain today , that God/Jesus are speaking simple but powerful words to us right now, words like:

love, patience, generosity, sacrifice, perseverance, kindness, prayer, courage.
God is giving each one of us a word to live – to live concretely -- so that our world may move through this terrible death to new life.

Only God can save our world from its current path to destruction.

But God wants so very much to use our hands and our hearts to help Him.

In the Synoptic Gospels, the very last words the Father speaks are: “This is my chosen Son; listen to him.” Last words are so important. May we do what God urges us to do: to listen to Jesus and live his word because Jesus alone is the Way, the Truth and the Life.

                                                                              Kenneth J. Hughes, SJ

                                                                              Brighton, Mass.  3/14/22

