When the Light Moves

Luke 9:28-43a

Church—

Have you noticed how the desert changes without asking permission? One week the Santa
Ritas look gray and distant. Then the sun shifts, and the same mountains glow rose and
gold as if they were new. Nothing moved, yet everything looked different. That is how light
works.

Luke tells us Jesus went up a mountain to pray. There is no spectacle, no announcement,
no audience arranged—ijust prayer. And while praying, his face changed. Or perhaps their
sight did. We are not told that Jesus became something new; we are told they saw what
had been there all along.

For weeks now, light has been gathering—at the river, at a wedding table, in small villages,
along dusty roads. Moments when something familiar suddenly carried weight. And now on
this mountain there is clarity. Not noise. Clarity.

Peter wants to build something, of course he does. We try to preserve bright moments. We
try to hold what feels certain. But the cloud interrupts, and a voice says only, “Listen.” Not
manage. Not secure. Listen.

And then they come down. No glow. No applause. A father steps forward, notas a
theologian or a leader, but simply as a father. You can almost hear it in his voice—the
sound of someone who has asked for help too many times. “Teacher, | beg you, look at my
son.”

Look. That is the verb. Not fix. Not solve. Not explain. Look. Look long enough to see what
pain has done. Look long enough to feel what fear has carried. Look long enough to
remember that suffering is never an idea; it is always a person.

The disciples had tried, and they could not do it. A father’s hope falls quiet. A crowd shifts
its weight. Three disciples who had just seen glory now stand in the valley with empty
hands. Have you ever left worship feeling steady and by Tuesday felt unsure again? Not
because God moved away, but because life did what life does.

Some grief is loud, but most grief is quiet. It sits beside you at breakfast. It rides with you in
the car. It waits in the stillness of the house. Beneath it lives a fear many never say aloud—
that you might become unnecessary, that the world will keep moving and you will slowly
matter less.

Watch what Jesus does. He does not step away from the father. He steps toward him—
toward weakness, toward need, toward the place that feels unfinished. That is the
direction of Christ.



You have seen this desert after a hard season. The wash looks empty, the arroyo dry. Then
rain falls, and life appears where no one expected it. Not because the desert tried harder,
but because life was already there, waiting. So is calling. So is love. Even now.

In a few days we will hear words we cannot control: “Remember you are dust.” Dust is not
disgrace. Dust is truth. Dust means you are not required to be infinite. Dust means you can
stop pretending you are the Savior.

Because God is with you, you can walk honestly into what comes next.

Here is the sentence to carry into Lent: the fear is not that we will die; the fear is that we will
not matter before we do. And the quiet answer of Christ is this: you matter now. Not
because you can do everything, but because Christ still turns toward you.

The light was not given to keep them on the mountain. It was given so they could walk into
the valley without flinching. The season is turning. Jesus sets his face toward Jerusalem.
There is no announcement, only direction. And without spectacle, so are we.

Not dramatically. Not loudly. Faithfully. Steadily. Together.

Amen.



