Transfiguration Sermon. 26.01.14
In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.  Amen.

I had the privilege of spending part of my growing up years in Mitchell.  Living in a hostel run by the Anglican Bush Brothers, the aim being to get rid of my asthma.  It didn't work ... I still have asthma, 50 plus years later ... but apart from swimming nine months of the year, there's not much to do in Mitchell.  I got good at swimming.  In the cold months, it rivals Stanthorpe and Oakey as the coldest holes in the state ... and in summer, it's among the warmest.  So when I left ... at the time, I was quite relieved.

An old saying tells us that we don't know what we have until it's gone ... and as I look back over those years in Mitchell, eating food while it was still moving on the plate, being caned by the Bush Brother for doing nothing except being rendered near unconscious by some overbearing oversized bully and then being caned for "fighting" ... well, you know I always look at the positives.  And one of them was getting to know the local Aboriginals, who were treated with absolute contempt by the whites ... and most of them were my classmates.
Coming from Brisbane, and not having had much contact at all with indigenous people, I had no racial attitude and I was interested to learn from them, particularly their ideas of legends and stories, and over time, I understood this as their spirituality, as distinct from formal religion, and I got into heaps of trouble with my white peers ... for considering my indigenous classmates as equals, even calling them by their first name ... I was quickly told that was a near-capital crime.   So I got into more fights ... and got the cane again.

And I think back to people like Suzie Saunders, and Trevor Mailman, whose granddaughter now graces our stages, a guy who I last heard about when being arrested for eating an echidna, as his forebears had done for thousands of years ... and I think about the legacy they left, and most importantly, their extraordinary spirituality.  40 maybe 50 thousand years ... and no written language as we understand it  ... a few paintings here and there, some rock carvings ... They didn't need a Bible or other holy books to lay down some kind of law about how to worship someone who was a part of the fabric of their everyday life.  This "ancient wisdom" ... which we still seek today ... it was an active part of their lives, and still is.  They didn't need to be told how to relate to their idea of the "Great Spirit" ... that extraordinary force that underpins the entire universe.  He is called by many names around the world ... American Indians, irrespective of tribe, knew him as the Great Spirit; our Indigenous peoples call him the Rainbow Serpent ... we just call him ... Father.  It’s all about how we relate to spirituality, as distinct from formal religion.
Today is a very special day ... cos it has three different aspects.  First, we have the Intent for today.  It's about sincerity, and minding our tongue.  Me ... minding my tongue.  We can scratch that as a good sermon.  But the good Lord gave us two ears and one tongue ... and essentially what the Epistle tells us to do is to use them in that ratio.  I gotta re-read that bit.  Or maybe I should just stop now.

Or maybe I should reflect on the second aspect of today ... that of our national day, Australia Day.  Yes, there are some who rail against this very day, January 26, being called Australia Day ... some call it Invasion Day.  And from their perspective, maybe that's a fair view.

But it's not one shared back then by the Aboriginal friends I made while living in western Queensland.  Maybe it's a post-modernistic view ... but however we perceive today, I think we can be sure of one thing.  And that's by-and-large, we are so privileged to be living here.

Most days over evening prayers, Vicki and I give thanks ... just for the privilege that it is to be born in this country Australia, free to work, free to elect our governments without violence, free to love and live as Australians.

And with this comes the awesome responsibility to give back to those, here and overseas, who are less fortunate.  Let's think today of those who have lost their homes in the recent NSW, WA, SA, and Vic fires, and of the lady from Victoria who Our Lord called to come home, and of the stock and native animal losses.  Let's commit ourselves today to donating to the appeals that will be established to help these people.  It is a privilege to assist them in their hour of need, as they have assisted us by providing the very foods we have eaten.
Because this is the spirit of mateship for which Australians are world-renowned.  It's a spiritual aspect of us as a national group ... we help each other, and we do it without asking.  Much as Our Lord Christ demanded of us in Matthew 25 v 40, now written into the Constitution of Norfolk Island ... foresasmuch as ye have done it unto the least of them, ye have done it unto me.
And it's this exceptional spirituality about us as people, no matter what if any religion any of us follow, which unfolds in the most unlikely of places, and yet, in the most demanding of ways.

You CANNOT go into Outback Australia ... anywhere ... and during the day not be swamped by the awesomeness of the vastness of the outback, and at night, be overwhelmed by the majesty of the night sky.  It’s just not possible.  The spirituality of the place forces itself upon you, no matter your will to ignore it.
And this brings us to the third aspect of today, our celebration of the Transfiguration of Our Lord.
Our founding Bishops were very wise in setting dates for the celebrations of the five most crucial of events in Our Lord's life, and unlike other sacramental catholic churches, we have them all following one after the other, very early in the church year.  We start with Christmas, a low point in His life, but to us, the revealing by His birth, of the Christ-consciousness born here on earth, yet in a physically very lowly place.  How very typical of Our Lord.  No Milton Hilton Wesley Hospital for Him ... just a food trough in a cattle pen.  Most would agree ... a tad rough for the Son of God.
A few weeks after Christmas, as Bp Allan told us last week, we celebrate Our Lord's Baptism, the rebirth of spiritual consciousness, this unique initiation, and the spirit consciousness rising as he Himself came up out of he water.  The story as recalled in several Gospels concludes with the words from the Father as recorded in Matthew 3:16 ... This is my Son, my Beloved ... with whom I am well-pleased.
Then the very next week, we have today ... the celebration of the Transfiguration, with its amazing outpouring of the Christ-consciousness revealed, an enormous high, probably the highest "high" recorded in the Gospels, then concluding with the events in Jerusalem at Easter, being His crucifixion, yet another low point, and finally, his rising from the dead and then His glorious Ascension.  Both exceptional high points.

Even for Our Lord, life had its ups and downs. In reality, how really human was He.  We have our highs and lows ... so too did the Son of God.  So back to today.
To me, His Transfiguration is the core proof of the godhead expressed in Our Lord Jesus, the Christ, as He as a human being, was completely overshadowed by the Christ within Him, the Second person of the Trinity, pure spirit, and so through Him, reveals to us a window of His supreme deity ... ultimately ... our destiny too, because while He came from the Father, because He was also one of us ... so too will we return to Him, one day.
This is God in truth, revealed on Earth, for all to  see.  This is the revelation of the spirit side of us, revealing a glimpse of what it will be like as we return to the One Source.  And where He has trodden, so shall we follow.  In our own good time, as the Christ within each of us unfolds.  However long that takes.
None of us were there ... as we heard in the Collect, just Peter, James, and John were with Him.  On the holy Mountain of Mt Tabor.  Jesus loved to pray alone, talk to His Father ... and He used higher places to get away from the masses, while simultaneously getting closer to his Father in a somewhat physical sense.  The three of His disciples who were most aware, who were most developed, most spiritually attuned to His mission ... the most Christ-conscious, were taken with him.  Effectively, Jesus was holding their hands.  Leading them while they were being taken far beyond what were the limits of their own consciousness in earthly physical senses..
In the Epistle, we read similar words ... specifically from Peter who in his second letter, 1:16, talks about the validity of our faith, of what he and his friends saw, and once again, records the same words which were spoken from the clouds at the Baptism of Our Lord ... This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well-pleased.  It's a consistent message.  God the Father ... is pleased with His Son.
All three synoptic Gospellers tell us of this story, in somewhat varying ways, of how Jesus was transfigured right there, in front of the three of them.  They tell us of how his face shone like the sun, and of how his raiment, his clothes, were as white as light.  Awesomely brilliant.  When I was a rather young, reading this amazing passage in Scripture classes, I always related this story to how Persil would clean our white shirts.  In those days, on B&W TVs, those shirts just dazzled us ... and it was this dazzling ... this blinding, this enormous outpouring of white light ... of pure power and energy ... which both dazzled and frightened the disciples, causing them to fall face down.  According to the Scriptures ... in fear.  Yet thankfully, we have come to translate this word "fear" as being that of a state of awe.  As Liberal Catholics, we don’t so much "fear" God ... as rather, we hold Him in justifiable awe.
And as if that wasn't enough for these three poor fishermen, along comes Moses, the Law Giver, and Elijah, the chief among the Prophets, both dead for thousands of years, and thousands of years between them here on Earth ... those who represented SO much in the Jewish faith ... the Law and the Prophets ... and they still do ... and they're having chat to Our Lord.
Now think about this for a moment, and look at it from the disciples’ point of view ... these long-dead gurus are having a chat with Our Lord ... so they can’t be dead ... but Peter, James and John knew they were.  So what were they ?  George Lucas might have us thinking in terms of past Jedi Knights wandering across our screens, dispensing their wisdom ... we know them as those who have moved past this earthly life, and moved to that of the spiritual body.
When I first read this as a youngster ... I wondered what were they talking about ?  These days, as Bp Allan explained last week, we suspect they were talking about the upcoming events, those events of which Jesus would later ask ... If it be Thy will, let this cup pass me by.  It'd be a very difficult discussion to have, wouldn't it ?.  Think about it ... put yourself in Jesus's sandals.  You've been around since before the Big Bang ... and you're having a chat to two guys upon whose shoulders your Father managed to hang all that He promised His chosen people, yet they could never have known each other 'cos they were separated by thousands of years ... and then along comes Jesus and throws in a comment from left field about His immediate future, including His demise.
What would you say in response to Jesus?  Oh c'mon ... what’ya mean you're gonna ride into Jerusalem on a donkey, they're gonna laud and honour you, throw palm tree branches down for you to walk on ... and a week later, they're gonna crucify you ?  It'd be a tough conversation to listen to ... wouldn't it ?
And all the while, we have these three listeners ... Peter, who in only a few months would say he never even knew this Galilean called Jesus, and we have James and his brother John ...thankfully ...  to whom we turn for so much insight in his canonical Gospel.
And yet here we also see a very curious aspect of Peter, always the practical Peter.  He saw all that was happening, he saw the group of three ... these amazing people having a chat, and he offered to build shelters for them ... without really knowing why.  Let's look at this ... of the three, he only knew one of them, Jesus, yet the other two who he could never have seen before ... he instantly knew exactly who they were ... and therefore knew they must have come from the next world ... the spiritual world.  The world to which we too shall eventually pass.

All Peter knew was that this was very special, and he really wanted the moment to continue, and the best way to do that was to give the visitors a place to stay, probably because he was really hoping to keep them here a bit longer.  But in doing so, he also revealed his lack of understanding about where they'd come from and their true state of spiritual being ... they really didn't need a tent, a tabernacle, or a whole new temple ... they could and would come and go anywhere, as and when they pleased.  As Jesus Himself would reveal to them again in only a few months time.
So it's no wonder Our Lord later said to the disciples ... Don't tell anyone about what you’ve seen here ... well not yet anyway.  Wait for the right moment ... and you will know when that is.  It’s when all the things concerning Me have come to pass. 
So we have this amazing scene, on top of a holy mountain, where the reality of the Christ was revealed through Jesus the man, to His three chosen disciples, three we've learned we can believe.  What do we gain from this ?  What does it tell us about our true destiny ?  It's simple really.  This is a window to our future.  Our spiritual future.  Our glorious inner spiritual being, revealed.

No more, no less.  It's true glory revealed, and to me, the most singularly clear evidence of what awaits us because we must never forget that at any one moment, Jesus was both the Man ... and the Christ, the Second Person of the Trinity.  Once we have discarded this human body, as He did, we too will experience this amazingly dazzling ... this Persil whiter-than-white experience of who we really are ... a true Son of God.  A true spiritual being ... right now, like the indigenous peoples of the world who understood this from so long ago, that we are really all spiritual beings, simply now having an earthly experience.
Lets close with the words of a wise indigenous leader, author, theologian, historian and activist, the great American Indian from the Standing Rock in the Sioux nation, Vine Deloria ... he said ... 
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Spirituality is
for those who
have already
been there.”

~ Vine Deloria, Sioux





And now to God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost, three persons in one god, be ascribed as is justly due, all honour, might, majesty, power and dominion, now, henceforth and forever more.
