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Sunday:      Lent II, Cycle C, 2.21.16 
Scripture:    Gen 15:5-12,17-18/Phil 3:17-4:1/ 
                    Lk 9:28-36 

 
A MESSAGE OF HOPE ABOUT 
A PASSAGE THROUGH DEATH 

 God’s deepest desire from the 
beginning of creation has been to 
communicate divine compassion for the 
world and the people God created out of 
love. That communication comes to us in 
many forms, sometimes in the form of 
guiding spirits and the world of our dreams. 
Several years ago during a time of some 
personal turmoil, I experienced that divine 
compassion very pointedly as God graced 
my life with some wonderful guides and 
some dream-filled nights. One of the 
dreams, which I had recorded in a notebook 
I kept at my bedside, came back to me 
vividly as I read and reflected on the story of 
today’s Lenten gospel, Luke’s account of 
Jesus’ transfiguration on the mountain.  
 In the dream I find myself in the 
midst of a conference or meeting. There is a  
circle of people, older men - like a group of 
corporate executives, looking somber and 
composed in their traditional dark business 
suits. They are ushered in and introduced to 
me. Initially, they appear to be distinguished 
gentlemen who look knowledgeable and 
wise. At closer examination, however, they 
seem more like cardboard cut-outs: flat, one-
dimensional, rigid, lifeless and without 
feeling. Out of the circle comes a very 
different older man with gray hair, shaggy 
and wispy, clothed in buckskin and animal 
hides -- a sort of shaman or ‘holy man.’ He 
sends the other men away and they walk out 
single file, dismissed as being of no help to 
me. Then the holy man, this Indian elder, 
dances in a circle around me, chanting and 
singing, creating a trance-like drone. I can 
feel my spirit resonating with his deep voice, 
even wanting to sing melodies of my own. 
As he dances in a circle he puts his ear to the 

ground several times and listens attentively 
to the earth, as if the earth is giving him a 
message. He lifts the dirt and sifts it gently 
through his brown, weathered fingers. Then, 
he comes toward me; I’m suddenly filled 
with apprehension, but also curious 
expectation. He puts his head next to mine 
and whispers something in my ear -- 
something about wanting to see me again. 
He says he has a message from my father, 
my father who had died fifteen years 
previously; my father -- a wonderful person, 
but a man with whom I had much unfinished 
business to attend, many unspoken words to 
speak, and wounds to heal. 
 That dream marked the fruitful 
beginning of a period of personal growth 
and integration for me. A time for 
reassessing some preconceived notions and 
faulty thinking, a chance for a renewed and 
re-energized self-understanding. A time for 
doing “dream work,” as spiritual directors 
and counselors name it. As Americans we 
tend to distrust and even discredit dreams -- 
the alternate reality of the unconscious -- 
because it’s something that we can’t control. 
Yet a favorite piece of music, a cherished 
painting, a phenomenal performance of an 
Olympic athlete or a glass of good red wine 
can produce changes in consciousness 
within us -- those moments when we 
describe ourselves as being ‘swept away’. 
For someone who seldom remembered a 
dream, I went to bed each night for several 
months eager to discover what the Lord 
might reveal to me during those sleeping 
hours. Many mornings I found myself 
recalling the nighttime visions and writing 
them down so I could study and interpret 
them, learn and grow from them. 
 Perhaps you can see why this 
particular dream came to my mind as I 
pondered the story of the transfiguration of 
Jesus. Luke’s description has a dream-like 
quality to it, doesn’t it?  
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Jesus’ dazzling white clothing; his face 
dramatically changed in appearance; the two 
ancient figures -- holy men from the past -- 
Moses and Elijah; the confusion of Peter as 
he awoke from a deep sleep; the fear of the 
disciples as a cloud overshadowed them. 
Moses and Elijah reminded me of the 
council of wise men that appeared in my 
dream. These heroes of the Hebrew people 
represented the Law and the Prophets.  
 Both of them, like Jesus, were 
persecuted in their own time. The presence 
of both would have suggested to Luke’s 
readers that the Old Testament promises, 
safeguarded by the law and enunciated by 
the prophets, were now being fulfilled in 
Jesus. In telling us about these two holy men 
talking to Jesus about his “passage,” Luke 
wanted to underscore the memory of the 
Israelites in their passage through the Red 
Sea. Luke is comparing the suffering and 
death of Jesus on the cross and his 
resurrection, to a new passover, a new 
exodus, not just for Israel but for all people. 
 Like the council of elders in my 
dream, Moses and Elijah are ushered out of 
the scene. Jesus was alone before the three 
disciples. His saving passage, rather than the 
law and the prophets, would be deserving of 
each believer’s wholehearted faith. When 
the elderly gentlemen left my dream, I 
interpreted it to mean that I didn’t have to 
rely solely on the lives or authority of 

others. I should certainly learn from their 
experience, but I could look with equal 
assurance to my own soul, my own 
experience in my search for the truth. Those 
who had gone before me had much to teach 
me, but I couldn’t substitute their lives for 
mine. I had to follow what was deep inside. 
On the mountaintop in the gospel story, out 
of the cloud, came a voice which said: This 
is my son, my Chosen One. Jesus was 
affirmed as the beloved of God. He needed 
no one else’s approval. In fact, soon after he 
comes down from the mountain, Jesus will 
be without anyone’s approval, even denied 
by his friends and followers. He had to stand 
firm in a God-given identity that no one, not 
even death, could rob from him. As the 
beautiful Lenten gospel spiritual sings: Jesus 
walked this lonesome valley... he had to 
walk it by himself; oh, nobody else could 
walk it for him. He had to walk it by himself.  

 
 My dream came at a time when I was 
walking a lonesome valley, as each of us 
does at times, and needed to hear a message 
of approval from God. Past mistakes or 
future fears, parents or social pressures, 
personal weaknesses or poor health, 
problems at work or frustrations in marriage 
-- none of these can undermine the 
everlasting covenant God has made with 
each one of us. St. Paul reminds us today: As 
you well know, we have our citizenship in 
heaven.  
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 You and I have entered into a 
partnership with God that has the power to 
give us courage for today and hope in 
tomorrow. It began with Abraham and 
Sarah, our ancestors in faith, and it won’t be 
complete until it includes all of their 
descendants, as numerous as the stars of the 
heavens. 
 As people of faith, we believe in the 
resurrection. We have the Risen Lord as our 
inner guide. He has overcome our fears and 
given us understanding. He brightens the 
darkness of night with the light of glory. He 
has called us to an ancient faith and helps us 
to make it new in this time of prayer. We 
still have many days of the forty days of 
Lent to realize again the dream that God has 
for us and for a world: a dream of unity and 
peace, where people help to bear one 
another’s burdens, share each other’s joys 
and walk together to the Promised Land. 
Entrust your days and even your dream-
filled nights to God and receive the promise 
of future glory that can bring joy to our 
hearts even now as we eagerly await the 
coming of our Savior. 

Fr. John Kasper, OSFS 


