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Feast of the Transfiguration 
Aug. 6, 2017 
St. James, Wheat Ridge 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
It all began with a football game.  
I remember so clearly 
just where I was  
when I had one of those life-changing epiphanies, 
when suddenly my eyes were opened, 
and I knew what I was called to do and to be.  
 
In hindsight, I can clearly trace many of the underpinnings 
of my whole adult philosophy of life back to that moment.  
But at the time, of course, I didn’t realize  
that I had just turned a critical corner  
in my intellectual and moral development. 
I was just 13 years old, 
and I thought all I had done  
was figure out who to root for  
in a high school football game.  
 
You see, in my hometown, we had two high schools: 
Cleveland High, the city school; 
and Bradley High, the county school. 
 
Bradley High had a long a glorious history. 
For many years it had been the only high school in town. 
For my whole life I’d heard about Bradley High School.  
Everyone who’d grown up in Cleveland had gone there.  
It was a sacred place to much of the population.  
It was revered.  
It was almost mythical. 
 
Cleveland High, on the other hand, was just starting its fifth year.  
Its oldest alums were just in their early 20s.  
The school really didn’t have much of a history yet. 
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The only thing about Cleveland High School 
that had really had time to develop into something special 
was its rivalry with Bradley High.  
The two schools absolutely hated each other.  
 
Now, the rule was, if you lived in the county,  
you went to the county schools. 
But if you lived in the city, you had your choice. 
You could go to either the city schools or the county schools, 
since your parents paid both city and county taxes.  
 
I lived in the city.  
And I had always gone to city schools. 
But now I was in the 8th grade,  
my last year of junior high school. 
And I knew that soon I would have a big decision to make.  
Would I go to Cleveland High School 
or would I go to Bradley High School?  
 
Most of my school friends intended to go to Cleveland High School. 
But still, I knew a lot of kids from church who went to Bradley. 
I was torn. 
Going to Cleveland would be easier, 
because it was closer to my house. 
But Cleveland High was just so … new. 
And Bradley High was just so … dominant in the town’s culture.  
I didn’t have to commit either way just yet, 
but in that late fall of 1971, 
I was definitely leaning toward Bradley. 
 
And then came the big game. 
Cleveland versus Bradley in football.  
As I said, it was an intense rivalry.  
And on the day of the big game,  
Cleveland High had a great big pep rally.  
To make it even bigger,  
they invited us junior high kids to come over.  
Our school was right next door.  
I went, but only grudgingly.  
After all, I was sorta rooting for Bradley to win.  
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Well, I had never in all my 13 years  
seen anything like that pep rally.   
We didn’t have pep rallies like that in junior high. 
I was wide-eyed with amazement. 
There had to have been a thousand people packed into that gym.  
People were screaming at the top of their voices. 
The kids in the upper bleachers  
were pounding on the air conditioners in the roof. 
The cheerleaders were turning flips. 
And then… 
then the Blue Raider Band came marching in,  
all 200 of them.  
It was a huge band. 
They were playing “Soul Train.”  
 
It was so loud, the whole gym was vibrating. 
The sound waves were bouncing off the walls, 
enveloping me in wave after wave of joyous cacophony. 
My senses were completely overloaded.  
I couldn’t help but be swept up in it.  
Before I even realized what was happening, 
I had joined in the cheering. 
I was caught up in the mob, 
unable to stop myself. 
 
It was only later, after the pep rally was over, 
and I was back in my afternoon classes, 
that I was able to really think about what had just happened.  
How was it I had entered that pep rally rooting for the other team, 
yet something had happened to transform me? 
It was something I didn’t understand, 
but whatever it was,  
it had tapped into deep emotions, 
and a powerful longing to be part of something bigger than myself. 
I had loved being at that pep rally.  
I had loved being a part of that crowd.  
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I was really grateful  
that Cleveland High had invited me to their pep rally. 
Had Bradley High invited me to theirs? 
No they had not!  
Had Cleveland High made me feel welcomed,  
like they wanted me to go there 
like they’d prepared a place for me?  
Absolutely! 
Had Bradley High done that? They had not.  
What had Bradley High done for me? 
Absolutely nothing.  
And for the first time, I SAW that. 
I saw the truth.  
I saw life as it truly was, 
not as some vague myth I’d heard others tell stories about. 
 
And so, on that Friday in November, 1971, 
I abandoned all loyalty to the myth  
of the legendary Bradley High School 
that I’d grown up hearing so much about, 
and instead pledged my undying fealty 
to Cleveland High School.  
I became a Blue Raider that day. 
And for 46 years now, I’ve never stopped being one. 
 
AND, never again have I blindly privileged 
a mushy, sentimental ideal of something 
over flesh-and-blood, lived experience. 
I guess you might say I stopped being a romanticist, 
and I became a realist that day. 
I had been transformed by a pep rally. 
Or maybe it was something more than just a pep rally. 
 
You know, much of the way we experience the world 
is fixed by circumstances beyond our control. 
It depends on who our parents are,  
where we’re from, the language we speak. 
 
But sometimes, we have moments of clarity 
that allow us to see the world in a new way.  
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In those precious moments,  
we can see beyond ourselves and our own limitations, 
and see into the heart of reality.  
And usually, we are changed in the process. 
 
We sometimes call these “mountaintop experiences.” 
When we have this kind of experience, 
I think we can rest assured 
that we have been in the presence of God.  
And that is bound to change us. 
 
Moses went up on the mountaintop to be with God, 
and we’re told that when he came down 
his whole face shone, because he had been talking with God. 
 
Jesus took his disciples up on a mountain, seeking God, 
and we’re told that, while there, he was transfigured, 
that the appearance of his face changed 
and his clothes became dazzling white. 
 
But here’s a question about Christ’s Transfiguration: 
WHO WAS IT that really was changed in the story? 
Was it Christ?  
Was Christ really changed,  
or did he only APPEAR different to his disciples? 
 
I think it was the disciples who really were transfigured. 
It was Peter and James and John who had their eyes opened, 
who could at last see Jesus as he really was, 
clothed in light and revealed as the Son of God.  
 
I’d argue it wasn’t Jesus who was changed, it was them.  
And their whole lives were changed after that experience. 
Before, they thought were following a man. 
A remarkable man, yes, but nonetheless a man.  
But after that overwhelming experience in the presence of God, 
they knew Jesus was more than that, 
and they knew that their lives  
were somehow being woven  
into something much greater than themselves. 
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They were being woven into God’s plan 
for the transfiguration of the whole world. 
 
Just like Peter and James and John, 
God is calling all of us 
to climb that mountain with Jesus,  
and to have our own lives transformed, 
to take our place in the tapestry of a transfigured world.  
 
But here’s the thing: 
It’s not only on mountaintops where God can be found.  
I hope all of us came to church this morning 
hoping to find something of God here.  
We find God in nature, in the beauty of the night sky 
on sunny beaches and in pleasant gardens.  
We find God in books and in music and in laughter. 
We even sometimes find God in noisy, overcrowded high school gyms. 
The whole world is filled with the glory of God, 
if only we have eyes to see.  
 
There is no place on earth that God’s love does not go. 
If we open our hearts to God’s Spirit, 
we’ll begin to see God’s presence all around us.  
Our transfiguration comes  
as our eyes are opened and our hearts are changed.  
And we pledge our undying fealty 
to a God who loves us, and invites us, and welcomes us, 
and desperately, desperately wants us to come 
and be a part of the divine life, the life prepared for us.  
 
It’s a life that may be unlike anything we’ve ever seen before.  
But once we’ve gotten a glimpse of that mountaintop, 
there’s no going back.  
There is only God,  
marching in like a heavenly band,  
calling us to get on board that Soul Train. 
 
Amen.  
 
 


