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My name is Peter and I am stepping out of the Gospel reading today to tell you more about 
what is going on here. If I had just heard that reading without any context, I’d be confused. 

First a bit about me. I grew up in Capernaum, near the Sea of Galilee, as a fisherman, like my 
brother Andrew and many of my friends.  

Back then being a fisherman was a rough business. We were always wet, dirty, and 
exhausted. We fished by night and spent most of the day mending our nets and cleaning our 
boats. Our language was mostly bad – we said thing that should not be heard in this church. 
We smelled bad—at least that’s the message I got from my wife every morning when I 
finally came home after a long night on the water. “Peter – bath!”  

Then one day when Andrew and I mending our nets and cleaning our boats, Jesus walked by 
and said, “Follow me.” I can’t explain why, but I jumped out of the boat. Andrew then did 
the same. Because I was first, our Master always treated me as the leader even though our 
mother always said Andrew was the smart one. Anyway, we dropped everything and went. 
James and John even left their father Zebedee sitting right there in the boat, clueless about 
what had just happened.  

We had NO idea of what we were getting into. The crowds were thick everywhere we went. 
Jesus would climb up on a table or a bench and preach about how the kingdom of God was 
here and that God had anointed him to bring good news to the poor and to let the 
oppressed go free. People were riveted! Then when they realized he was curing people of 
every imaginable disease just by touching them, all those with illnesses or disabilities 
starting pushing forward. Jesus healed them all. It was a madhouse! 

Then Jesus started teaching us. To escape the crowds he took us to strange and wild places. 
Our first long lesson was on a mountainside. It was thrilling to listen to him even though we 
didn’t understand what he was saying. He called us salt – what was that about??  

When we finally started going out and about, Jesus he broke all kinds of laws. Once we were 
passing through a field of wheat on the Sabbath and he told us to pick and eat the grain, 
even though we knew it was against the rules. You weren’t supposed to do any work on the 
Sabbath.  

Another time he piled us into a couple of boats that happened to be sitting by the shore. 
After we got a ways out onto the water he told us to put down the nets. That was ridiculous 
and I told him so. We had just come back from fishing all night and hadn’t caught a thing. By 
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the way, I’m known for blurting out exactly what is on my mind. I said to him, “What’s the 
point? We’ve already tried here.” Suddenly the nets filled up so quickly that our boats 
started to sink. I was so ashamed that I’d contradicted Jesus that I couldn’t bear to even be 
in his presence. I said, “Go away from me, Lord, for I am a sinful man!”  

Well, that statement pretty much sums up how it continued to be for me. Even though Jesus 
always treated me as a leader – he even called me the rock that would be foundation of his 
church – I just kept putting my foot in my mouth.  

Of course you all know the story about how, after our last supper with Jesus, I vowed I’d be 
faithful to the end and never leave him. But after he was arrested that night I insisted to 
three different people that I was not one of his disciples. I was weak. I was afraid of being 
arrested. I couldn’t believe how I’d betrayed him. So after he died and rose I spent the rest 
of my life living up to my reputation as leader of the new church.   

I was always trying, though. Right before today’s story, Jesus put us disciples on the spot. He 
asked us who we believed he was. I came right out and said, “You are the Messiah, the Son 
of the living God.” That the answer he was looking for! I started to get all puffed up. But 
when he then us that he would suffer at the hands of the Jewish leaders and be killed, I 
stuck my foot in my mouth in the worst way ever. I said, “God forbid it, Lord! This must 
never happen to you!” 

How could I have said that? Who was I to tell him what should happen? And then, boy, did 
he let me have it. He called me Satan and accused me of standing in his way. I have to admit 
the devil had gotten into me at that moment. But can you blame me? I was afraid for him. I 
didn’t want him to be killed, especially in such a horrible way. I was so ashamed of myself 
that I almost threw in the towel.  

Six days later, while I was still pretty demoralized, Jesus led John, James and me up a high 
mountain. We three were kind of the inner circle of disciples, I guess you could say. It was a 
terrifying climb; at some places we had to hang onto tree branches to pull ourselves up. 
Jesus wouldn’t tell us where we were going or why.  

When we reached the top, suddenly his whole appearance changed. His face started to glow 
and got brighter and brighter until it was like the sun. We had to shield our eyes. And in the 
same way his clothes became dazzling white. 

As we were squinting through our fingers, we couldn’t believe what happened next. All of a 
sudden our two greatest prophets, Moses and Elijah, were standing there talking to Jesus. 
But you know me, I had to blurt out the first thing that came to mind: “Lord, I’m so glad you 
brought us here! If you like I will make three dwellings, one for each of you.”  
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Jesus turned to look at me with raised eyebrows. I thought he was about to rebuke me 
again. Fortunately, at that moment God intervened. We heard God’s booming voice: “This is 
my Son, whom I love; with him I am well pleased.” These were the same words God spoke to 
Jesus at his baptism!  

But then God added in a voice twice as loud, “LISTEN TO HIM!” It was like a crack of thunder. 
The three of us fell to the ground in terror. Then Jesus touched us, and gently told us to get 
up and not be afraid. Our fear evaporated and everything was as it had been. After that, I 
never spoke out of turn again.  

When we finally got down the mountain, James and John told the other disciples what I’d 
said. They made fun of me. “Moses, let me put up a tent for you! And how about one for 
Jeremiah, and Isaiah, and Ezekiel, and Hosea, if they happen to show up?”   

Maybe you think my remark was silly. But it really wasn’t. I was thinking of their well-being. 
There we were, Jesus, James, John and me, and then two unexpected visitors show up. In 
those situations, wouldn’t you want to be as hospitable as you possibly can, even if it meant 
making extra effort?  

Up on the mountain we were experiencing something magnificent, mysterious, and 
transformational. So my impulse was to show these unexpected visitors extravagant 
hospitality, the same extravagant hospitality God always shows each of us. God loves us no 
matter what and always welcomes us back. Just think of the story of the Prodigal Son! 

You can do that right here. When visitors surprise you by crossing the threshold, invite them 
in with the expectation that they will have a magnificent, mysterious, transformational 
experience. (You never know!) Make them feel at home. Provide for their basic needs—an 
inspiring space to keep the body warm, friendly faces to warm the heart, and music and 
liturgy that brings them into the presence of the living Christ. 

Up there on that mountain, night was coming and the most urgent need I could see for our 
guests was for shelter. I was willing to bend over backwards to provide for our guests. Won’t 
you, as well?  

The experience on that mountaintop showed that I was right—Jesus IS the Messiah, the one 
who fulfills the prophecy of our scriptures, the Son of God. I started to gety all puffed up 
again. But it didn’t take long for that to evaporate. Remember that in today’s reading, Jesus 
told James, John and me not to tell anyone about what we’d seen on the mountain until 
after he had been raised from the dead? Well, as soon as we got down, we forgot all about 
that and shared every last detail with the other disciples. So I’m thinking about those words 
God spoke that scared us so much: “LISTEN TO HIM!” I guess I still have a lot of room for 
improvement.    Amen. 


