
Dear Sacred Heart Parishioners, 

        It was a warmer week, a mild breeze was blowing, and the snow was 

beginning to melt.  I met a parishioner on the way into Church for morning 

Mass who joyfully said, “I looked outside the window and I could see my 

grass.  I am hopeful.” Spring pushing through the winter.  Grass appearing 

through the vanishing snow.  So many of us, hopefully, searching for the 

first flowers, reminders of new life, heralds of hope. . .                                             

After the wondrous event of the Transfiguration, it was probably a good 

idea for Jesus to charge His disciples not to tell anyone about their 

experience.  How could they? What would they say?                                                                                

“Um, there we were on the top of the mountain.  In an instant, Jesus 

became brilliant.  We could hardly bear to look at Him.  A glorious light 

streamed out of Him.  The next instant, He was talking to Moses and Elijah.  

How do we know it was Moses and Elijah?  Good question.  We knew it was 

as surely as we knew that the luminous person transfigured in power and 

awe in front of us was Jesus, our Rabbi and friend. And then, foolishly, we 

suggested putting up tents for each of them as if they l0oked like they 

wanted to take a nap!  Then there was a cloud which covered us and a voice 

from the cloud calling Jesus His beloved Son and commanding us to listen 

to Him. Whose voice?  Who do you think?  On second thought, don’t think.  

It gets in the way of the experience.  Why would He show us all of that?  

What could possibly follow that moment on the mountain top to frighten or 

impress even more.  Fortunately, He told us not to say anything about it. It 

was best just to share the silence as we came down the mountain.  Maybe 

sometime later, we would find our voices and the words to speak about it.  

Maybe.                                                                                                                               

Moments of hope, of glory, of life rising up in front of us and within us.  

Don’t try to think about it.  Just rejoice in the beauty and power that can 

transfigure us and remind us that winter will lead us into spring, death will 

lead us into life and Jesus will lead us as God’s beloved children into the 

glorious light of His Kingdom.                                                                                

May God bless all heralds of hope,                                                               

Father John 

 

 


