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“Wherever we are, we find that He has just 
departed. 

Wherever we go, we find that He has just 
arrived before us. “

Thomas Merton



Introduction

This series of meditations will focus on the biblical 
accounts found in Matthew 17:1–8, Mark 9:2–8, Luke 
9:28–36, and Luke 24:13-35. 

These two passages have similar, other-worldly 
qualities, and yet they different in several critical 
ways. They represent two tensions of the Church: the 
mysteries of immanence and transcendence. On the 
one hand, we recognize that God is beyond us - that at 
his revelation, we will be flat-faced in awe, stunned 
into recognizing how meaningless our attempts at 
communication are in the face of glory. In the 
Transfiguration, we see Christ as we will one day see 
Him again in glory, in the coming of the Kingdom for 
which we long. 

And yet, the Church has always maintained an 
emphasis that this very same God can be known and 
communicated with through the most ordinary, bodily 
details of life. It has insisted on sacrament. For those 
who have eyes to see, the very bread which we hold in 



our hands can be a moment of unveiling, a 
communication with Christ who has become the Bread 
of Life. To paraphrase Psalm 139, wherever we look 
for God, there we find Him. The trouble is, we walk 
through our days blindfolded, unable to truly see. 

What these accounts both have in common is their 
telling of an unveiling. They reveal that there is a 
Reality that exists below the eye-level attention we 
generally give to the world. They point towards a 
coming day when we, too, will be transfigured - when 
we will become truly Real. What eyes we will have 
then to see.



I.

“For the glory of God is a living man; and the life of man 
consists in beholding God.” Irenaeus

To find our life in beholding the face of God - this is 
the first unveiling of the Transfiguration.

According to tradition, Moses and Elijah are seen 
speaking to Christ as representatives of the Law and 
the Prophets, now fulfilled after centuries of waiting. 
(It is fascinating that both the Emmaus and 
Transfiguration accounts, the Law and Prophets are 
introductory figures, finally and fully revealed in 
Christ). But Moses and Elijah share something else in 
common as well: both spoke intimately with God 
without ever seeing His face. 

Moses was explicitly told by God that “no man may 
see my face and live.” His desire for a full view of 
God’s glory is the hunger each human carries within 
us, mostly thwarted and unrecognized. Yet in his 
lifetime he was only given a glimpse of God’s back as 
he passed by. 



That is part of what makes the story of the 
Transfiguration so astounding. The vision of the 
transfigured Christ is a vision of God’s face made 
possible through the mystery of the Incarnation. Here 
three disciples see the glory of God revealed in the 
person of Christ - and live. 

Like Moses, we too “see through a glass darkly;” we 
walk by faith, not by sight. But the truth remains: to be 
formed into the image of Christ - whether we call it 
sanctification, union, theosis -  this is the intended goal 
of every human life. If we are to become a Living Man, 
we begin by engaging our attention. It is in beholding 
that we contemplate, and in contemplating that spirit 
reaches out towards Spirit, slowly groping along the 
walls of faith towards knowledge. Here we attend to 
the Source of Life, and attending becomes awakening, 
and awakening communing. 

“But we all, with unveiled faces, beholding as in a mirror 
the glory of the Lord, are being transformed into the same 
image from glory to glory, just as by the Spirit of the Lord.” 
(2 Corinthians 3:18)





II. 

It is a dizzying scene. Rocky outcroppings cover the 
landscape. Molten gold burnishes in a sheet across the 
sky. At the very bottom of the scene, three men have 
tumbled in wild confusion - on backs, knees, and 
sides, all shielding their eyes from the burning view 
above. 

Higher up, two men stand slightly bowed on either 
side, their graceful solidity highlighting the disarray 
below. The color of their robes seems iridescent, 
catching the light from a thousand directions and 
throwing it back towards the center. They absorb what 
the disciples are blasted by. 

For in the center all action pulses out like a 
detonation. 

Christ, entirely in white, seems inches off the ground, 
his eyes pursuing beyond the scene to find your own. 
Directly behind him, a series of eloquent symbols - 
suggestions of one-and-three, completeness, 
consuming fire, enveloping presence. You feel their 



physical power before you can begin to attend to their 
language. Like the disciples, at first dizzying glance 
you are compelled to look away. 

No other icon gives such a sense of being burst in 
upon; of the startling entrance of Divine into pedantic 
humanity. Its very colors are the visual equivalent of a 
loud trumpet blare. We are carried on its tide. 

And now it is your choice: when It bursts upon you, 
can you keep your footing? Can you undergo the 
unveiling it will ask of you? Will you choose not to 
look away? 

Meditation based on The Transfiguration, Novrogod School, 15th century 



III.

What did they speak of, as they walked the long, long 
way? 

When did that prick of light begin to bloom within 
them? 

Mustard seed of hope - to watch the threads unravel 
into story, to trace the whispered paths of God 
between the pages. Mute with expectation, blinded by 
intimacy. Step after hypnotic step, did they find 
themselves plunged into painful memories by his 
words?

The seed has bloomed into a bead of fire. Still they are 
innocent of the invitation before their eyes. Their 
whole self is consumed in listening. Are they 
remembering to breathe? Do they see the dotted lights 
of the village nearing, feel their own proximity to 
Infinitude?

They remembered, later, that the stars leapt closer than 
usual out of the dark. They remembered the breathless 



feeling of arrival, the dismay at His words of 
departure. They could not have yet said why they felt 
the grief of the world at the thought, only that the 
words did cross their mind: not again. 

When the Word of blessing broke open, galaxies 
snapped into place. They were Abraham, welcoming 
the stranger who became a messenger. They were 
Rebecca, receiving the invitation of a Bridegroom. 
They were those who saw the rebuilding of the 
Temple, who heard the first Divine words after 
centuries of silence. 

They were the woman who found her priceless coin, 
the workers who received abundance, the debtors who 
had just been pardoned, the seekers of treasure buried 
in a field. They were the field who had just been flung 
with seed. 

They were those who fed on the miracle of broken 
bread. No mind could be a basket large enough for all 
that was left over. 





IV.

And the Word became flesh and tabernacled among 
us. And we beheld his glory, spreading out from him 
like a tent of light. He, Tabernacle of Light, contained 
uncreated eternity within him like a lantern’s flame. 
For a brief moment lifted up - for a brief moment our 
eyes allowed to be opened - His blinding rays 
unspooling as an infinite canopy, promising to 
envelop the whole earth. 

A divine space beyond time and space - contained 
within time and space, a door flung wide in our 
astonished faces. We saw - we were seen - what could 
we have said that would have told what was beyond 
imagination, yet instantly recognizable? We rang like a 
bell; we froze clear as crystal; we died and were more 
truly alive. We became strangers to ourselves; we 
came Home. We thought of ourselves not at all. 

Revealer and revelation! Without a word you spoke 
through your very Self. Already we had seen the Holy 
of Holies rent open before our very eyes. Instead of 
woe, awestruck joy tumbled from our lips. It is good for 



us to be here!

We kept our silence as you asked, until the Morning 
Star rose above us all. Now a new astonishment 
sweeps through in tongues of fire: Tabernacle within 
the soul of man. Will the Holy of Holies never end? 
Will we never stop coming Home to epiphanies in the 
face of You? 

Giver of Light, You gave us Light as far as we could 
bear it. You showed the Face of God and yet we live. 
Our eyes are dull again, but a scent of light still 
brushes by our skin. And in the temple of the LORD all 
are crying, “Glory!”



V. 

Two journeys. Two unanticipated pilgrimages. 

Place yourself on their paths, for a moment. 

Is it hot? Dusty? Where do the shadows fall around 
your feet? 

Do you face danger from wild animals or bandits 
ahead? How heavy has your breathing become? How 
close do you and your companions stick together?

Origin was the first to take the image of ascent up the 
mountain as an archetype for the Christian life. We 
ascend to the heights, he noted, for an encounter with 
the presence of God - training our souls as well as our 
bodies through habits and prayer. But after we have 
glimpsed the revelation, we must carry it down again 
hoisted on our shoulders, into the needs of the noisy 
world. 

The story of Emmaus gives us a new, complementary 
kind of archetype. Sometimes we journey through that 



ordinary world and Life accompanies us unawares. 
Sometimes we think we are returning - only to be 
surprised by arriving. Moments of unveiling are 
always a gift bestowed generously, and nothing we 
have trained for can prepare us adequately for the 
astonishment. 

We are, however, invited to accompany the mystery 
with attentiveness. 

Both journeys were the medium of preparation, but 
they were also necessary ingredients in revelation. 
They reverberate with echoes from across the Old 
Testament; even the words of Christ’s own teaching 
about being the Way, the Light, and the Door. Christ 
becomes not just the destination of the climb, but the 
Mountain on which we ascend. He reveals himself not 
just as our companion on the journey but the Path 
which we must follow. 

He is the Cleft of the rock in which we are hidden as 
the face of God goes by. Then we cry, like ambushed 
disciples, “Were not our hearts burning within us?!” 
following Him down the mount in bewilderment, 
branded with a searing joy.





IV. 

Place yourself again in the story. Consider how 
fleeting each moment of revelation was in space and 
time.

A curtain opens, and then closes. Christ unveils 
himself, then in one way or another disappears. 

And then, after such a sight, a return back to 
“normalcy”: a shimmering bubble has just burst. Was 
it a mirage? perhaps they asked each other to be sure. 
Did we dream it?

The fragility of faith can seem the same today. Living 
in the light of an often-unseen Reality asks us to 
strengthen our muscles of attentiveness and discern 
the hidden work of the Spirit amidst our ordinary 
lives. But all of us, at one moment or another, find 
ourselves “waking up” to what feels like a flat 
existence and wondering, did I dream all of this up?

But the secret is this: when it happens, the bubble has 
not burst upon us. We are the bubble that has burst. We 



are swimming everywhere in a disenchanted world, 
slowly learning to bear infinitude within us. Like a 
newborn child whose eyes must practice focusing on 
the world around her, we too must be patient with the 
work of practicing this inner focus. 

A blurry vision from time to time does not mean 
Reality has changed. Rather, we are the ones who 
must beg for better eyes to see, and then continue on 
into the dark.



VII.

“This is my son.” 

Like a flame between two mirrors, the light of 
revelation refracts most powerfully between the 
accounts of Christ’s baptism and transfiguration. 

Consider the clear Triune presence in each of these 
accounts. At Christ’s baptism, a Dove descending from 
the light of the “torn-open heavens” is accompanied 
by the voice of the Father. At his transfiguration, this 
same Voice is accompanied by a Bright Cloud of light 
which enveloped them.  

“This is my Son, whom I love...with whom I am well 
pleased.” Were any of the disciples there to witness 
the first unveiling, or had they only heard the stories 
of that thunderous voice? This second time, they are 
explicitly told, “Listen to him!”

Luke gives us a slender hint as to the germination of 
both epiphanies: both began “as He was praying.” 
They were not moments of dramatic curtain-opening 



on Christ’s part; Christ himself once said, “If I glorify 
myself, my glory means nothing. My Father, whom 
you claim as your God, is the one who glorifies me.” 
(John 8:54) 

To be invited into these intimate moments is to be 
given a glimpse of the constant loving attentiveness 
existing at all times between Father, Son, and Spirit. 
Even in his most solitary-seeming moments, Christ 
was not a lone figure standing amidst the wasteland of 
humanity. If the disciples’ eyes were only opened 
briefly to glimpse this glorious interchange, it serves to 
highlight even more brightly the daily hiddenness 
with which Christ walked on earth, all that he 
divested to take “the form of a servant.”

Like Peter, James, and John, our eyes are sleepy most 
of the time. But when we are fully awakened, we just 
may find ourselves blinded into senselessness and 
watching the loving hands that uphold the universe 
serve one another in dazzling love.



VIII. 

Many of the early icons of Emmaus show the travelers 
on the road, pleading with Christ to stay with them, 
even as they remain ignorant of his identity. Why did 
they not recognize him? Were their eyes kept from 
knowing him, or had he really changed so much in 
taking on a newly resurrected body? 

This is a question many other resurrection accounts of 
Christ also seem to be asking. Perhaps this is why Paul 
had to discuss Christ’s resurrection at length in 1 
Corinthians 15:

But some one will ask, “How are the dead raised? With 
what kind of body do they come?” You foolish man! What 
you sow does not come to life unless it dies. And what you 
sow is not the body which is to be, but a bare kernel, perhaps 
of wheat or of some other grain. But God gives it a body as 
he has chosen, and to each kind of seed its own body.

For not all flesh is alike, but there is one kind for men, 
another for animals, another for birds, and another for fish. 
There are celestial bodies and there are terrestrial bodies; but 



the glory of the celestial is one, and the glory of the 
terrestrial is another. There is one glory of the sun, and 
another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars; for 
star differs from star in glory.

So is it with the resurrection of the dead. What is sown is 
perishable, what is raised is imperishable. It is sown in 
dishonor, it is raised in glory. It is sown in weakness, it is 
raised in power. It is sown a physical body, it is raised a 
spiritual body. If there is a physical body, there is also a 
spiritual body.

The spiritual body: this is the firstfruit we receive from 
Christ, a glimpse into an embodied life from the other 
side of death. A body imperishable, glorious, 
powerful. Did Peter, James, and John recognize the 
glint of glory of his skin, see a flashback to that one 
mysterious night up on the mountain, when his divine 
life-light burst forth? 

In the same way, Christ has opened the gates of Life 
and we who are corruptible will one day put on 
incorruptibility. Each of our bodies is merely a seed, 
slowly ripening, until the day we blossom forth into 
immortality.



Along the road, the first green shoots creep up 
through a rocky soil. On the hill, a three-fronded bush 
presides in silent witness. 

One could almost say it was burning with the splendor 
of a star; transformed, but not consumed.



Conclusion

As we conclude these meditations, what is most 
striking is that both of these otherworldly accounts are 
really pointing to Reality. Their unveiling is not some 
cosmic shape-shifting or a visit from another planet. 
Rather, they remind us that below the eye-level 
attention we generally give to the world there is 
something solid and luminous. There is the Eternal.

But within the Eternal there is also the personal. The 
person of Christ glorified is the face of God, incarnate 
into man. It is a vision of resurrected humanity, of 
bodily immortality, of a God who is Light and Way 
but also, incredibly, a man among us. In fact, the real 
mystery becomes not what was revealed, but how 
long it had been concealed. Like the disciples after the 
unveiling at Emmaus, we wonder, “How could we 
have walked and talked for so long in blindness? How 
could glory condescend to such a hiddenness?”

Moments of unveiling are always a gift bestowed 
generously, and nothing can prepare us adequately to 



receive them except this humble bewilderment. We 
are, however, invited to accompany our lives with 
attentiveness. For in attending to the Source of Life, we 
find that hairline cracks began to appear in the 
illusions we have propped up around us. Attending 
becomes awakening, and awakening our 
transformation. 

We must only make one choice: not to look away.
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