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Our musical settings for Holy Eucharist today are from Bob Chilcott’s “A Little Jazz Mass.”  It’s a bit of 
a musical change up that is quite appropriate for our Carnival Sunday and the Sunday before Lent starts 
on Ash Wednesday this week.  “ A Little Jazz Mass “ was composed for the Crescent City Music Festival 
in New Orleans, where the pre Mardi Gras parades  have been going since January 6th.  
 
The jazz music has got me thinking about our tastes and expectations; our expectations and tastes in 
music and our expectations and tastes and images of God.  To start,  I hope that you’ll help me get a sense 
of the musical tastes of the people of God here at SPR.  I am just looking for a show of hands for who is 
keen for which types of music. There’s no counting involved and you can raise your hand for all of the 
types music that you enjoy- that is to say, multiple votes are allowed, for we are in Chicago after all. 
 
So raise you hand if you are a fan of:  symphonic classical music? Jazz?   Blues?  Hip-
hop?       Reggae? Gregorian chant? Tejano?  Bluegrass?     Gospel?
  Rock? 
 
There are many more categories of music that I could ask about, but I will stop there.  My point is to 
highlight the incredible diversity of musical expressions human beings have made across time and 
cultures!   And to encourage us to revel in the beauty of that diversity and creativity.  I wonder how 
similarly diverse our ideas about God are?  But I have no easy straw poll to ask you about that. 
 
Sometimes, I feel that it is a disappointing that some church congregations- I am not thinking of SPR, to 
be sure-  remain stuck in one well-worn groove of the same church music.  I wonder whether that 
preference for musical sameness is paired with a certain comfortable theological stuckness in their 
spiritual journey.   The kind of stuckness that keeps God comfortably-heeling, like a well-behaved and 
well-trained dog on a leash.  A familiar, predictable, not-too-challenging god.  
 
Because that is most certainly NOT the image of God revealed in today’s Gospel reading from Mark.  We 
have jumped ahead since last week’s story of Jesus’ early healings and teaching.  Now we are nearing the 
start of his final journey to Jerusalem.  This Gospel story takes place mere days after Jesus has first told 
his disciples that he must go to Jerusalem to suffer, to die and to be raised from the dead.   
 
Peter, Philip and John, three of the four original disciples that Jesus called (there is no indications what 
happened to Andrew  one of the original four) go up a mountain where Jesus is radiantly transfigured 
before them. The dazzling whiteness of his garments reflects the heavenly origin of the transformation,  
while the presence of Elijah and Moses link the event to the law and the prophets of Jewish tradition.  
They experience something wondrous and beyond their usual religious understandings.  This is not a 
predictable, controllable experience: no domesticated god-experience is this. 
 
One might think that the Transfiguration – described here as leaving the disciples terrified- would render 
the disciples speechless.  But, as we see again and again, Peter always has something to say!  Perhaps 
more accurately, Peter always has something to blurt out.   So after seeing Moses and Elijah talking with 
Jesus, he immediately says “Lord, it is good for us to be here” and proposes trying to freeze-frame this 
wondrous experience by building three tents on the site. As if we could capture and hold on to the 
experience of the wonder God and fix it like a butterfly pinned down in a collection. 
 



No sooner has Peter blurted out his suggestion, and before anyone can rein him in, a cloud overshadows 
the group and a voice from within the cloud- I imagine this voice as basso profundo, for sure-  intones and 
commands: 

“THIS IS MY SON, THE BELOVED; LISTEN TO HIM!” 
 
And then the moment is over, and it’s just the disciples and Jesus walking down the hill, with Jesus telling 
them to keep quiet about what just happened  until after he has risen from the dead.   Even the “rising 
from the dead” comment is a curiosity, leaving the disciples wondering what Jesus means.   
 
And so we have disciples who have witnessed a theophany, an indication of Jesus as the Beloved one of 
God, and ponder its meaning as they head with Jesus to the grim events in Jerusalem.  They have been 
shaken out of their familiar and expected notions of God, and been shown the Beloved One and told to 
listen to him.   Wow!   
 
Today we celebrate the Transfiguration with jazz music and Brazilian food.  Lovely ways to break from 
the familiar or usual in our Sunday morning, as we prepare to issue Lent in this Wednesday. 
 
I ask you to ponder the following questions as we in preparation for the beginning of Lent: 
 

 • What familiar, humanly-constructed images of God might you and we be called to 
let go of this Lent? 

 
 • What untrodden part of the Way of Christ might God be calling you and us to 
explore this Lent? 

 
 • What new melody of Divine Love might God want to play for your heart and our 
heart as a community? 

 
 
 


