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2nd Sunday of Lent C (March 13, 2022 STM: 11:15) 

Catherine Dempsy writes this: Christianity isn’t about mountaintops, it’s about valleys. If it was about 

mountaintops then Jesus wouldn’t have been born in a cave to peasant parents from a backwater town. 

If our faith was about mountaintops Jesus wouldn’t have been executed like a common criminal, hung 

on a tree, mocked and scourged. 

If our faith was all about mountaintops Jesus’ followers wouldn’t have been a rag-tag band of disciples 

who fell asleep at a drop of a hat, doubted at the slightest turn of fortune or denied their teacher in 

times of greatest need. No, this faith of ours is definitely the faith of the valley. This faith of ours gets 

lived out in our day-to-day lives because Christianity is less about fancy and more about simple. 

But simple doesn’t mean less holy. You see, what we forget is that even down here in the valley, sacred 

things happen all the time. The Holy can — the Holy does — pop up everywhere. 

The sacred isn’t necessarily glamorous and the Holy needn’t be in some transfigured glory. Usually, God 

is just right here, walking with us on our journey through the valley of regular life. But, who can blame 

Peter, or the rest of us, for wanting to freeze the moment of glory atop the mountain ...? —Catherine 

Dempesy, from “See the Transfiguration, Feel the Transformation,” a sermon preached on February 19, 

2012 at Good Shepherd Episcopal Church, Buffalo, New York. goodshepbuf.blogspot.com. 

My dear sisters and brothers in Christ Jesus, as we continue to walk through these Lenten days, we hear 

about this mountaintop experience. The Church always puts the story of the Transfiguration before us 

on the 2nd Sunday of Lent.    This gospel is about the presence of God.  Jesus is changed. His is seen is 

his glorified form.   The voice of the Father is heard “This is my chosen son, listen to him.”   It is a 

glorious moment.  God is present on the mountaintop.  How often though do we find ourselves there on 

the top of the mountain, experiencing God in a dramatic way? Not too often.  Sure, some have had 

pretty profound experiences of God.  We have had those moments when we have been sure God is 

there.  Maybe it was something miraculous.  Maybe it was really feeling the presence of the Holy Spirit.  

I remember that first day when we came together for Mass after not having the public celebration of 

Mass for several months due to COVID. It was outside. It was Pentecost. The wind was whirling.  I looked 

out and there saw my people-my people who I missed-who I loved.  You were there. God’s spirit was 

there, letting us know that we were not forgotten.  “Here I am” said God.  We have those mountaintop 

experiences. But, more often than none, we have the valley experiences of God.    And sometimes, it is 

even in our most vulnerable moments that we find God is there.   

In both the first reading today and the gospel, we meet very vulnerable human beings. Abraham is 

overjoyed knowing he will be patriarch to generations yet unborn, but hangs his weary heart on a 

promise he cannot imagine being fulfilled at his advanced age.  Peter, James, and John want to call the 

shots in our Lord’s new kingdom.  Later in Luke’s Gospel, these same disciples will vie for places of honor 

in that kingdom.  But things don’t turn out the way that they had planned.  They go very bad.  One 

betrays Jesus, and all of them flee when the road gets rough for Jesus. (Durbin) 

Sometimes in our vulnerability, we experience what God wants to teach us the most.  But what does it 

mean to be vulnerable? It means that we are not in charge.  We are not the ones that call the shots.  It is 

a matter of letting God in.  Saying “not my will, but your will be done.”    We let God into the mess.   We 

let God into the mess of our lives and see that God can exist there and can draw us closer to Himself 
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there.  It seems that is when we are weary, defeated, desperate, that we all of a sudden come to know 

the fullness of our human condition and our utter dependency on God. Whenever we suffer, it is 

possible to have it transformed into something beautiful for God.  

In his book, THE TRANSFORMING MOMENT, James Loder writes:  Transforming moments need to be 

recognized as sources of new knowledge about God, about self and about the world, and as generating 

the quality and strength of life that can deal with the sense of nothingness that comes in our 

difficulties… (this freely adapted, p. viii) 

Loder’s study of what he calls ‘convictional experiences’ begins with an autobiographical account of an 

experience that transformed his life, his own nightmare.  He writes of stopping along a highway to help 

someone change a tire.  As he knelt in front of the right front fender, a driver who had fallen asleep 

rammed the car he was working on, shoving it on top of him.  Loder writes, “as I roused myself from 

under the car a steady surge of life was rushing through me carrying with it two solid assurances.  First, I 

knew how deeply I felt love for those around me.  The second assurance was this disaster had a 

purpose.”  (p. 2-3) “At the hospital,” he continues, “it was not the medical staff, grateful as I was for 

them, but the crucifixes….that provided a total account of my condition.  In that cruciform image of 

Christ, the combination of physical pain and the assurance of a life greater than death gave objective 

expression and meaning to the sense of promise and transcendence that lived within the midst of my 

suffering.”  (3-4)  from LITURGICAL CONFERENCE, 5th Sunday Ordinary Time, Feb 89, p. 9)   

As we walk through this life, we are meant to be transformed, changed.  We are different when we 

leave this world than when we come into it.  God works on us over time.  He works on us in the valleys 

of our lives, in the moments when we most need God.   Time and time again as a priest I have always 

been amazed by the faith I experience in the those who are suffering or going through some kind of 

sickness or uncertainty about their future.  I have seen how God works in those who could just say 

“that’s it…I’m done. God has left me.”  But no.  I see faith and trust more often than not.  I see the valley 

experience of God.   I see God working on the person, preparing that person for something. Maybe it is 

recovery. Maybe it is eternal life.  When I ask the question “do you want to be anointed?” I hardly ever 

hear “no.” I hear “yes.”  “Yes, please give me Christ.” “Yes, please seal me the balm of healing.”  God is 

there, in the valley.  God is there is the pain, God is there in the uncertainty.  

I invite you this week to be open, aware of the God of the valley.  For this God walked the valley of the 

shadow of death.  That is where this Lent is leading us-to the cross.  But beyond the cross lies the open 

tomb and the promise of resurrection and the transformation of the pain and sorrow of life.    That is the 

good news of our faith. That is the story of the God we profess.  The God who did not say on the 

mountain top but rather continued to walk among and ultimately die among His holy people.  Amen.  

 

 

 


