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When Bishop Lopes led a pilgrimage to the Holy Land in 2018, one of the stops we made was on Mt. 
Tabor, where tradition asserts the Transfiguration took place. While there, he preached the homily and 
made the obvious connection between the Lord’s glistening white appearance and the Resurrection, to 
which it points.  But he also pointed out something I had never considered, that the Transfiguration also 
indicates what will happen to us.  In the same way Jesus was made white, transfigured before the 
disciples, so the Grace of God transforms how we appear.  As we are more closely conformed to Christ, 
we begin to exude His holiness, which indeed transfigures us in the eyes of the disciples and the world 
alike. 

We are familiar with the stories of the saints, such as St. Pio of Pietrelcina, whose holiness was 
obvious to the hundreds, if not thousands, of American pilgrims who went to Italy to receive his 
ministrations.  More distantly, beyond our nation’s collective memory, is the work of John Vianney, the 
19th century French priest whose holiness issued in lines at his confessional that kept him occupied for 
sixteen hours and more each day.  This capacity to be transfigured, for the holiness of Jesus Christ to 
shine through us, is well documented in the history of the Church. 

Therefore, we should not restrict ourselves in where we look for it, as if those beatified and canonized 
by the Church are the only ones in which this gift might be seen.  Indeed, we are likely familiar with 
people whose conversion to the true Faith has issued in this transfiguration; and, though they might not 
gleam with the brightness of the sun, we can nevertheless see prefigured in them the transfiguration that 
will be ours if we stand before the Throne of Grace. 

I have said repeatedly over the course of the last twenty years or so that my sister, Christine, was the 
first convert to the Catholic Faith in our family, both sides, in more than four hundred years.  Today I 
would like to correct that, for while Chris was the first person in my family of origin to become Catholic, 
I learned recently how early my Uncle Norm, whom I buried last Friday, was reconciled to Holy Mother 
Church.  In truth, he became Catholic forty years before my sister did, three hundred fifty years after 
Sweden’s final break with Rome. 

I bring this up because of the transformative effect the Faith had upon my uncle.  If we want to see 
what Christians become when they grow in God’s grace, we need look no further than the Beatitudes, 
those descriptions by Jesus of what it means to be blessed.  As grace transforms us, we become meek, we 
mourn the sin of the world, and often we are persecuted for righteousness’ sake, just as Jesus was.  One 



other way we are transformed is we become peacemakers, agents of reconciliation, just as Jesus 
reconciled us to God the Father through His sacrifice upon the altar of the cross. 

By the grace of God my Uncle Norm became the peacemaker my family needed.  I shared with the 
congregation at his Requiem Mass that in thirty-three years of marriage, my grandma and grandpa went 
back to Buffalo, where they had been married, just one time for a family visit.  Nor did the Bergmans in 
Buffalo go to Illinois to visit my dad’s family.  The estrangement was so serious that my father did not 
meet his only paternal uncle, my grandfather’s only brother, until he was thirty-four years old.  At the 
time, my mom and dad had been married twelve years and had four children. 

The family reunion came about because my uncle, who had been Catholic for about twenty years at 
that point, had the courage to knock on our door when I was seven years old.  He made the sacrifice to 
seek us out and then invited us to his home, where on our first visit to Buffalo he took us all to our first 
Mass at the church from which I buried him forty-three years later. 

Without our realizing it, the Lord was laying the groundwork for our transformation by first 
transforming my uncle.  If it should be that my family members and I ever exude the holiness of Jesus 
Christ, it can be traced back to the transfiguration that took root and began in my Uncle Norm in 1958. 

The effect of God’s grace, of course, is that the entire world began to be transfigured.  As more and 
more people are more closely configured to Christ through the repentance from sin and rising to newness 
of life, the old estrangements between families, tribes, and even nations began to pass away.  England’s 
reputation, remember, was so horrific that St. Augustine of Canterbury turned back in fear after he’d been 
sent there on mission.  He had to be convinced by Pope St. Gregory to press on for the salvation of the 
English people.  Their reconversion to the Faith in the twenty-first century is possible again, and it will 
begin with the transfiguration of ordinary folks like my Uncle Norm.  The same can be said for our own 
country, that her conversion to the Catholic Faith will be rooted in the holiness of those who embrace the 
Truth in word and in deed.  Our Transfiguration, in other words, begins now, even as we look forward to 
its fulfillment in the life to come. 

A helpful exercise during this season of Lent is to reflect upon the ways grace has already begun to 
transform us, which will also indicate how far we have to go.  Our holiness will increase to the degree we 
carry the crosses God gives us to bear, just as Jesus took up His own shortly after descending the holy 
mount in today’s Gospel.  As St. Paul reminds us, we will be raised with Him if we are willing also to 
suffer with Him for the redemption of the world. 


