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“TRANSFIGURED	LIVING”	
SCRIPTURE:	LUKE	9:28-43a	

GRACE	COVENANT	PRESBYTERIAN	CHURCH,	ASHEVILLE,	NC	
Sunday,	February	27,	2022	(hybrid)	

	
Transfiguration:	A	Proclamation	Poem	
This,	too,	shall	pass.	
So	they	say.	
They,	being	the	ones	
Who	hope	we	will	forget	
Remembering	
And	remember	to	forget		
		
The	passage	of	time	
Is	not	medicine	
It	is	the	cycle	we	enter	
And	can	never	leave	
		
Passing	time	
Is	no	comfort	
No	moment	here	
No	sensation	there	
		
All	fleeting	
All	moving	
All	vapor	
All	inklings	and	sprinklings	
Droplets	and	ether	
		
A	feigned	promise	
A	misplaced	pacifier	
It	is	the	hard	elixir	
Of	life	on	earth	
		
Everything	passes	
All	good	things	and	
Hard	things	
marvelous,	and	holy		
All	passing,	all	leaving,	
All	moving,	all	foggy	
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Condensation	for	life	
Soaking	in	hopes	
dreams	
Hallucinations	of	
All	is	well	and	
Wasn’t	that	a	wonderful	day	
		
Today,	church,	we	will	
Not	suck	the	life	out	of	
Living	
Its	nature	
true	beauty	
grotesque	requiem		
Singing	
	
We	will	not	empty	
Transfiguration	of	
its	wondering		
Thundering		
Unfinished	muttering		
		
Peter	wants	booths	
remembrance	
conflated	time	with	
Permanence		
The	impossible	story	of	us	
		
When	ancestors	
Hover	to	explain	
Name,	justify,	reveal	
That	Jesus	dies	in	pain	
Why	build	a	booth,	
Why	not	dig	a	grave?	
		
We’re	all	Peters	
Security	seekers	
Read	the	fine	print	
Insurance		
Caters	to	our	repulsion	
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But	mortality	is	guaranteed		
Our	preexisting	condition		
		
Transfiguring	
Disfiguring	
Miscalculating	
Underestimating	
		
We	are	alive	now	
In	a	world	where	
This	too	shall	pass	
Is	both	brutal	honesty	and	
The	world’s	biggest	lie	
		
We	repeat,	and	repeat	
New	wars,	old	habits	
Evolutionary	arrest	
no	cure	
For	power’s	impulse	
dismembering,	transfixing	
		
Transfigured	
Disfigured	
Defiling	
Defacing	
		
And	we	long	for	eternity?	
Do	we	now?	
For	time	to	be	endless	
For	passage	unceasing	
Unleashing	
no	comfort,	
Only	turning,	more	turning,	
Cycling,	through	
		
Transfiguring	
mountain	top	
Dreams	
Mishaps	and	tempers	
Blending,	finally	ending	



4 

		
Translucence	
No	innocence	
See	the	future	
In	the	past	
fading		
Ripening	reverie	
		
A	cloud’s	descent	
Even	now	prescient	
Ingesting	without	
Our	consent	
Swallowing	
IV	fluids		
Violence’s	precedent		
		
Blood	soaking	and	running	
Ablution		
No	solution	
Absorbing,	polluting		
into	underground	
Aquifers	of		
time	we	call	ours.	
		
You	say	you	want	to	feel	good	here	
That	church	should	be	happy	
That	we	should	focus	on	good	things	
flowers	blooming	
laughter,	the	joy.	
	
It	makes	sense		
Desiring	ease	
Finding	anesthesia		
Amnesia	for	fees		
We	are	willing	to	pay		
For	numbness		
If	only	the	pain	will	cease	
Seizing,	teasing	us		
Leaving	us	looking	
Peering	over	the	edge		
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You	and	I	can	never	know	those	things	
If	we	refuse	transfigured	lives.	
The	anguish	of	
The	faith	that	grips	us	
Is	that	god	dies	every	Sunday	
When	we	forget	to	cry	
For	our	lot	
	
There	is	no	joy	without	
Mourning,	no	transfiguration	
Without	loss	in	the	plot	
Dotting	the	horizon	
The	cloud	that	blankets	
Us	is	heavy,	not	light	
		
The	brightness	is	stark	
Harsh,	blazing	
And	smoldering	
Shouldering	for	us	
The	weight	of	a	world	
Destroying	itself.	
		
Transfigured	lives	
Cannot	begrudge	
Grief	
Forgoing	heartbreak	for	
Architecture	that	soothes	
Briefly.		
Joy	may	be	fleeting	
Hearts	beating	and		
Meeting	ourselves		
Coming	and	seeking	
		
There	is	no	such	thing	
As	belovedness	
Without	hearts	broken	and	bleeding	
No	luminescent	visage		
Without	the	frothing		
The	shrieking		
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Your	torment	
Is	no	deviation	
Or	deviance	
But	it	is	honest		
to	God	
True,	you	transfigured	as	new	
		
It	is	your	soul	
That	whispers	the	wisdom	
Of	wanting	and	needing	
pausing	and	pleading	
to	sip	
On	the	sweetness	
Of	Love’s	resolve.	
	
Transfigured	living	
Is	incomplete		
Sentences		
Pardons	and	peace	
Passing	through	us	
trusting	
That	we	all		
Become	dust		
	
God	lives	in	the		
Crevices	
The	cracks		
The	walls	against	backs	
The	time	we	try	holding	
The	future	and	past	unfolding	
	
We	are	here		
Passing,	the	this	and	the		
Too	
Me	and	you	
The	we	overcoming		
The	shall,	the	some	day	
That’s	now.		
That’s	how.	


