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2 Corinthians 3:12-4.2; Luke 9:28-36 

 

 

Grace to you and peace, from God who is, who was, and who is to come. Amen.  

 

Last week, as some of you may know, Pastor Liz, Debbie Wilson (our Director of 

Contemporary Music), Sister Marianne Brock (my spouse) and I attended a conference 

in Orlando, Florida. (It was a good conference. We got to bond a little bit as staff. And, 

we discovered that Pastor Liz has a hear-to-fore unknown, hidden musical talent: she 

can play a mean washboard)  

 

The conference was called Ignite the Church. The emphasis of this event was to help us 

with new ideas in order to bring renewal, interest, and vitality, into congregations and 

ministries.  

 

I think we all pretty much agreed that one of the highlights of the conference were the 

opening remarks by the keynote speaker, Rev. Pedro Suarez, bishop of the Florida-

Bahamas Synod of the Evangelical Lutheran Church in America. Bishop Suarez is a 

vibrant, well-spoken man. He happens to be of Venezuelan descent, and still has family 

members there (hopefully you are aware of at least some of the stress and strife the 

country is currently undergoing, and Bishop Suarez shared that he is unable to get his 

family out of the country, due mainly to politics).  

 

While he was in Venezuela, he served as director of a Christian broadcasting station. It 

was there that he first came across Lutheran theology: that we are saved by grace 

through faith; that there is nothing we can ever do to earn God’s love; but that’s okay, 

because we don’t have to earn that love, God’s love is given to us, freely, and we are 

reconciled to God because of Jesus’ death on the cross, and his resurrection from the 

dead.  

 

This wonderful Glory of God was new and different for him, and he felt he needed to 

learn more. So, under his own funding, he & his wife moved to the States, where he was 

accepted into the Lutheran School of Theology in Chicago (LSTC). After his ordination, 

he has served congregations in Wisconsin, Illinois, Texas, and Florida.  

 

One of the things Rev. Saurez noticed about Lutherans as he served congregations 

around the United States is, and this may be a little shocking for you, so I apologize, but 

Rev. Saurez said that Lutherans . . . all tend to look the same. We have to work hard at 

looking different. We tend to all look the same. There’s not a lot of Lutherans that look 

like Bishop Saurez. That’s not necessarily a bad thing.  
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Bishop Saurez went on to quote a Pew Research Study, which said that in 1960, 80% of 

the American population were Anglo. That same study projected that by 2060, one 

hundred years difference, and only forty years from now, 40% of our population will be 

Anglo.  

 

He then said that “We are not a melting pot. We’re more like a mixed salad, with the 

dressing being the Grace of God.”  

 

I know there stands a good chance, due to my personal health issues, that I won’t be 

on the green side of the sod in twenty years, let alone forty. Be that as it may, if our 

country if our state, if our town, is looking ethnically diverse, shouldn’t our congregations 

look the same, as well?  

 

At the point in Luke’s gospel that our reading comes from, word about Jesus is getting 

around. The disciples are hooked on Jesus. He’s getting a following. We don’t know for 

certain how many people truly believe that he is the awaited Messiah, let alone God’s 

Son. But there’s enough folks who have seen him in action, or they have talked with or 

seen those whom he has healed; and so, they believe he is Something other than a 

regular person.  

 

In all probability, Jesus looked like a normal person. We don’t know for certain, there 

aren’t any photos of him, or any known sketches. But he was probably average height, 

olive skinned, most likely a brunette. Since he walked most everywhere, and we assume 

he did manual labor with his carpenter dad before entering into his ministry phase, he 

was probably lean, or at least, not overweight.  

 

He most likely spoke both Hebrew and Aramaic, if not maybe some Latin phrases as 

well.  

 

We assume he was educated, although the only scriptural reference we have to that 

end is from when he’s twelve and has ditched his parents after spending Passover in 

Jerusalem, to spend time astounding a bunch of Torah scholars in the temple.  

 

Jesus has had a bit of a taxing few days, so he, along with his inner three - Peter, James, 

and John, the three fishing partners - all hoof it up the mountain to have a little quiet 

time. They’re going to recharge their spiritual batteries, pray, maybe take a nap. But 

when they get to the top, they suddenly get the Glory of God: the Cecil B. DeMille, 

Steven Spielberg, J. J. Abrams Light Flare, whatever Hollywood producer of your choice 

for that magic moment of “Ta Daa!” Jesus’ face changes. His clothes turn radiant 

white. He’s surrounded by a couple of other guys, who in Luke’s gospel are immediately 

identified as Moses and Elijah (although how they know who these guys are, we’re 

never told).  

 

After their conversation, sleep deprived Peter more or less blurts out  

“Master, this is a great moment! Let's build three memorials: one for you, one for 

Moses, and one for Elijah." (Luke 9:33 The Message)  

Peter almost always reminds me of my Labrador, always wanting to please, feeling like 

he needs to say or do Something in order for Jesus to recognize that he’s there.  

They’re suddenly surround by a cloud, and then we hear it: The Voice. With a simple 

statement, a command, really:  



 

3 | P a g e  

 

"This is my Son, my Chosen; listen to him!"  

In that instant, Jesus is transfigured from a rabbi, from a teacher, maybe a small-town 

celebrity, into what he will become known as: God’s Son. The Saviour. Messiah.  

 

After Jesus ascends into heaven, The Church, while it does start off as one ethnic flavor, 

rather quickly opens itself up to any one, from any background - Greek or Hebrew, 

slave or free.  

 

We, as believers in Christ, are called; we are called by are baptism, we are called by 

Christ, to see the Glory of God in those around us, regardless of race, gender, 

economic status. No matter their skin color, or food preference, or whatever reason we 

come up with to separate “Us” from “Them.”  

 

“We are not a melting pot. We are like a mixed salad.” 

 

Camp Nawakwa, one of our Lutheran camps, where Sister Marianne is the director, is in 

Adams County, and surrounded by orchard fields. Some folks consider that to be the 

very heart of Pennsylvania. Others might say Pennsylvania’s heart is Lancaster County, 

and all the Amish. Still others might say, when they think of Pennsylvania, they think of 

the Pocono’s; or Philadelphia, the Liberty Bell, and the founding of the United States.  

 

Yet those orchards of Adams County are tended to by migrant workers, most of whom 

are of Hispanic descent. The Amish, in Lancaster County, are called, by their faith, to 

keep themselves separate from those who are not Amish. The Poconos are populated 

by summer and winter homes owned by people from New York, New Jersey, and 

Connecticut. Philadelphia is a metropolitan city, one of the largest in the United States, 

influenced more by New York, Baltimore and Washington DC than it is by most of the 

rest of the state. Yet all of those areas together are part of Pennsylvania, regardless of 

how diverse or different they may be.  

 

Can we see the Glory of God in those who are different from us? Can we, as a church; 

can we, as a congregation, allow ourselves to be transfigured into the glory of God, by 

welcoming in those who do not look like us, or sound like us, or eat the same food as 

us?  

 

Are we willing to see God made known, in all those around us?  

 

Amen. 
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