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Kathryn Z. Johnston      A Lighter You in 2022 Luke 9:28-36 
February 27, 2022 Light at the End of the Tunnel Exodus 34:29-35 
 
Exodus 34:29-35 
Moses came down from Mount Sinai. As he came down from the mountain with the two tablets of 
the covenant in his hand, Moses did not know that the skin of his face shone because he had been 
talking with God. When Aaron and all the Israelites saw Moses, the skin of his face was shining, 
and they were afraid to come near him. But Moses called to them; and Aaron and all the leaders of 
the congregation returned to him, and Moses spoke with them. Afterward all the Israelites came 
near, and he gave them in commandment all that the LORD had spoken with him on Mount 
Sinai. When Moses had finished speaking with them, he put a veil on his face; but whenever Moses 
went in before the LORD to speak with him, he would take the veil off, until he came out; and when 
he came out, and told the Israelites what he had been commanded, the Israelites would see the face 
of Moses, that the skin of his face was shining; and Moses would put the veil on his face again, 
until he went in to speak with him. 
 
Luke 9:28-36 
Now about eight days after these sayings Jesus took with him Peter and John and James, and went 
up on the mountain to pray. And while he was praying, the appearance of his face changed, and his 
clothes became dazzling white. Suddenly they saw two men, Moses and Elijah, talking to him. They 
appeared in glory and were speaking of his departure, which he was about to accomplish at 
Jerusalem. Now Peter and his companions were weighed down with sleep; but since they had stayed 
awake, they saw his glory and the two men who stood with him. Just as they were leaving him, 
Peter said to Jesus, “Master, it is good for us to be here; let us make three dwellings, one for you, 
one for Moses, and one for Elijah” —not knowing what he said. While he was saying this, a cloud 
came and overshadowed them; and they were terrified as they entered the cloud. Then from the 
cloud came a voice that said, “This is my Son, my Chosen; listen to him!” When the voice had 
spoken, Jesus was found alone. And they kept silent and in those days told no one any of the things 
they had seen. 
 
The Story of God for the people of God… 
 
On May 2nd of 2021, the world changed for me and Martha, and our extended family, as her son, 
Peter, and his wife, Lisa, brought our granddaughter Eleanor Misato into this world. We drove 
faster than radar could detect to Boston and on that very day, Martha walked into the hospital as 
the one visitor allowed and held her first grandchild. The very next day I was elated to hear it 
was my turn. 
 
We helped them get home and as our “kids” took care of their kid, we were able to help here and 
there. My heart was full when I was handed a wailing newborn and asked to work my particular 
brand of baby bouncing and shushing combination to get her to fall asleep. It was an amazing 
moment that came earlier for me than I expected and for Martha the timing could best be 
described, “I never put any pressure on you but I’m grateful someone came through.” 
 
We could have been forgiven for wanting time to stand still in exactly that moment. 
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But time doesn’t stand still, it moves on, and when we saw them all in August, Eleanor was 
bigger and so very attentive to everything around her and a lot harder to shh…shh…shhh. 
 
Finally, after more time passed than we would have liked, we just returned from a visit with our 
favorite family of three. Eleanor is crawling, eating finger foods in a high chair… and Eleanor has 
definite opinions on who will be shh…shh..shhh’ing her and it won’t be Kiki. 
 
It’s hard to let go of what we once had. But I wouldn’t have it any other way. Time marches on 
and we get to see what will unfold next. 
 
MPC has its own timeline and history, of course. This congregation was born from Silver Spring 
Presbyterian Church when the townies decided they didn’t want to horse and buggy it all that 
way anymore. The church was established here in town, the same building that Dalicia’s Bakery 
is in now. Those are MPC’s stained glass windows. 
 
A few years ago, I went in that building and up to the second floor where the Sanctuary used to 
be. I stood in the spot where Duncan McPherson used to stand, and I thought to myself about 
how much his name comes up as a point of reference even still in this congregation. Those of 
you who remember him, remember a different era, a time when going to church mattered to a 
majority of American citizens. That version of MPC became so full, they had to move way out 
here to a cornfield and build this building. The growth continued and eventually the education 
building was built. 
 
Ah…  the Golden Age of mainline denominations. If only we could have frozen time and stopped 
right there – maybe set up some tents and kept things exactly like they were. 
 
It’s hard to let go of what we once had. It’s hard not to look back and want to point fingers at 
who is to blame for it being different now. But the truth is, time marches on and we get to see 
what will unfold next. 
 
The text I read is Luke’s version of the Transfiguration. It’s the annual Sunday when we roll our 
eyes at Peter for wanting to set up tents, when really none of us can actually blame him. It is a 
little awkward when we try to capture and put into a routine the presence of God’s glory. It is 
not a good look, when we tell God what is good and what should stay, especially when God 
seems to disagree. 
 
If we stay frozen in one spot, we miss God doing a new thing. Moses’ face was so bright he had to 
go into a tent. Elijah had to go on a mountaintop. God is telling Peter – and us – you don’t have 
to do that anymore. “It’s the 8th day – I am right here and accessible.” God is with us. 
 
This has been a lengthy sermon series, which is one of the reasons I named this sermon, “The 
Light at the End of the Tunnel” – you made it! No more “Lighter You in 2022.” I also hoped when 
I chose that title weeks ago, that the virus transmission rates would be on the decline, and we’d 
be on the cusp of easing up on masking requirements; which we are. 
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What I didn’t know when I was plotting the whole thing out is that this would be our Annual 
Meeting. A day when we reflect on the previous year, and set goals for the current one. A look at 
everything from our Clerk’s Report through our budget makes clear that we are not in the 1950s 
anymore.  
 
We can’t just expect folks to come flying through the doors because we are the right flavor of 
God worship for them and their family. The generations no longer grow up in church, then go to 
college and drift away from the church, and then come back to church when they have families 
of their own. 
 
It’s hard to let go of what we once had, even if deep down we know it was never as great as our 
memories and stories tell us it was.  
 
But… what if we are coming out of a pandemic tunnel. And what if the light at the end of the 
tunnel is us? MPC members and friends? We have so much to offer both in and outside of these 
walls. God is calling us to be the light of the world. 
 
It’s hard to let go of what we once had. But I wouldn’t have it any other way. Time marches on 
and we get to see what will unfold next. 
 
May God grant us eyes to see, ears to hear, hands to serve, feet to follow, and hearts to trust 
Emmanuel throughout this year! 
 
In the name of the Creator and the Christ and the Holy Spirit. Amen. 


