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A Sermon by Robert W. Prim 

Transfiguration of the Lord; February 11th, 2018 

Mark 9:2-9 

“Beloved Child of God –  

an Inheritance that Cannot be Taken Away” 

~~~~~~~ 

One of the difficulties of preaching on a small number of verses 

in the Bible is making the appropriate connections to the 

overarching story in which the verses are found.  This story – 

the Transfiguration of Jesus – needs to be connected (and I think 

the author intended the story to be connected) to the story of 

Jesus’ baptism and his crucifixion.   

~~~~~~~~ 

First, the connection to Jesus’ crucifixion. The passage began 

with the phrase – Six days later, Jesus... In the previous chapter 

Jesus and the disciples were in Caesarea Philippi, and Jesus 

asked the disciples – Who do people say that I am?  And they 

told Jesus, John the Baptist; and others Elijah; and still others 

one of the prophets.  Jesus said to them, But who do you say 

that I am?  Peter answered, You are the Messiah.  And Jesus 

sternly ordered the disciples not to tell anyone about him. 

 

The command of Jesus to Peter and the other disciples not to tell 

anyone about him seems strange.  It is odd that Jesus would not 

demand that they tell everyone about him, but over and over 

again in Mark’s gospel Jesus told those he has healed to keep 

quiet.  Jesus told demons who knew who he was to keep quiet 

(1:34; 1:44).  Jesus told the folks he healed of deafness and 

blindness and muteness to keep their months shut about his 

identity (7:36; 8:26).  And finally, Jesus even told Peter and the 
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other disciples not to reveal who he is (8:30; 9:9).   

 

The end of the story we just read gives us a clue about this 

“messianic secret” – a term scholars use about Jesus’ insistence 

that people keep silent about his identity.  At the end after 

Elijah and Moses have faded away into the mountain mist and 

after Jesus’ glow has faded away, Jesus told the disciples once 

again to keep quiet about what they saw ...until after the Son of 

Man had risen from the dead (9:9).  This makes the command a 

little clearer in purpose.  Jesus, it seems, did not want people to 

misunderstand his ministry.  To understand who Jesus was 

people needed more than the title “Messiah” and more than 

healing miracles and more than clothes dazzlingly white.   

 

Jesus could not and can not be understood apart from the 

sacrificial nature of his life.  Jesus was going to die and die in a 

violent and tragic way; yet, his death and resurrection would 

make the love of God most completely and most profoundly 

known in the world. 

~~~~~~~~ 

This event, Transfiguration – whatever it was, was also a gift to 

the disciples in the difficult days that would come for them.  

The world would strip Jesus of all his worldly power and hang 

him between two criminals.  Transfiguration was an event to 

remind those closest to Jesus that the broken man on the cross 

was still the light of the world, still the Son of God, still God’s 

gift to all of creation.  Transfiguration pulled back the veil of 

human suffering to reveal the true nature of this One who would 

be arrested, beat, and crucified.  
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So, Mark wants this story to connect in our hearts and minds to 

Jesus’ crucifixion, his suffering in order that we might see 

beyond that suffering to Jesus’ true essence.  He suffered and 

was humiliated by the religious and political powers that were in 

place at that time but they could not take away the fact that 

Jesus was light from light.  

~~~~~~~~   

This story of Jesus being transfigured before the eyes of Peter, 

James, and John also has an echo of the words spoken to Jesus 

upon his baptism.  Maybe you remember how it went in the 

first chapter of Mark – In those days Jesus came from Nazareth 

of Galilee and was baptized by John in Jordan.  And just as he 

was coming up out of the water, he saw the heavens torn apart 

and Spirit descending like a dove on him.  And a voice came 

from heaven, “You are my Son, the Beloved, with you I am 

well pleased.”  That story and phrase pre-figures Mark 9.  

Remember how it goes...Then a cloud overshadowed them, and 

from the cloud there came a voice, “This is my Son, the 

Beloved, listen to him.” 

 

There is spiritual wisdom in the way Mark lays these two stories 

out.  It strikes me as significant that at his baptism God speaks 

to Jesus personally – You are my Son, the Beloved... And then in 

Mark nine God speaks to the disciples directly – This is my Son, 

the Beloved...  Here’s why I think this echo is significant... Any 

one of us as human beings are most able to realize our potential, 

to realize our worth, to realize our calling if we know who we 

are and to whom we belong.  For Jesus to be able to live and 

die into his calling as the Messiah he had to know who he was 

and to whom he belonged. What Jesus came to say and do 
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brought upon him great pain and rejection.  Jesus’ full 

embodiment of God’s love and his call to those around him to 

have ultimate allegiance to the God of love (as opposed to 

Caesar, as opposed to vengeance, as opposed to comfort and 

prestige and privilege...) brought to Jesus rejection by the elders, 

the chief priests, and scribes and the Roman government and 

then death.  To be faithful in the midst of all of this Jesus had to 

know deep down in his spirit who he was and to whom he 

belonged ....  

You are my Son, the Beloved.  

~~~~~~~~ 

We, too, will be more fully who we were created to be as we 

know who we are and to whom we belong.   

~~~~~~~~ 

This story was told by Fred Craddock, the diminutive and power 

preacher and story teller who died a few years ago... 

   Nettie and I had returned from Oklahoma to one of our 

favorite vacations spots, The Great Smoky Mountains.  We 

were at dinner in a restaurant out from Gatlinburg near the 

small community of Cosby.  We were in a rather new restaurant 

called the Black Bear Inn.  It was very attractive and had and 

excellent view of the mountains. 

   Early in the meal an elderly man approached our table and 

said, “Good evening.”  I said, “Good Evening.” 

   He said, “Are you on vacation?” 

   I said, “Yes,” but under my breath I was saying, “It’s really 

none of your business.” 

   “Where are you from?” he asked. 

   “We’re from Oklahoma.” 

   “What do you do in Oklahoma?” 



 5 

   Under my breath but almost audible, I was saying, “Leave us 

alone.  We’re on vacation, and we don’t know who you are.”  I 

said, “I am a Christian minister.” 

   He said, “What church?” 

   I said, “The Christian Church.” 

   He paused a moment and said, “I owe a great deal to a 

minister of the Christian church,” and he pulled out a chair and 

sat down. 

   I said, “Yes, have a seat.”  I tried to make it seem like I 

sincerely meant it, but I didn’t.  Who is this person? 

   He said, “I grew up in these mountains.  My mother was not 

married, and the whole community knew it. I was what was 

called an illegitimate child.  In those days that was a shame, 

and I was ashamed.  The reproach that fell on her, of course, 

fell also on me.  When I went into town with her, I could see 

people staring at me, making guesses as to who was my father.  

At school the children said ugly things to me, and so I stayed to 

myself during recess, and I ate my lunch alone.   

   “In my early teens I began to attend a little church back in 

the mountains called Laurel Springs Christian Church.  It had 

a minister who was both attractive and frightening.  He had a 

chiseled face and a heavy beard and deep voce.  I went to hear 

him preach.  I don’t know exactly why, but it did something for 

me.  However, I was afraid that I was not welcome since I was, 

as they put it, a bastard.  So I would go just in time for the 

sermon, and when it was over I would move out because I was 

afraid that someone would say, ‘What’s a boy like you doing in 

a church?’ 

   “One Sunday some people queued up in the aisle before I 

could get out, and I was stopped.  Before I could make my way 
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through the group, I felt a hand on my shoulder, a heavy hand.  

It was that minister.  I cut my eyes around and caught a 

glimpse of his beard and his chin, and I knew who it was.  I 

trembled in fear.  He turned his face around so he could see me 

and seemed to be staring for a little while.  I knew what he was 

doing.  He was going to make a guess as to who my father was.  

A moment later he said, ‘Well, boy, you’re a child of...’ and he 

paused there.  And I knew it was coming.  I knew I would have 

my feelings hurt.  I knew I would not go back again.  He said, 

‘Boy, you’re a child of God.  I see a striking resemblance, boy.’  

Then he swatted me on the bottom and said, ‘Now, you go claim 

your inheritance.’  I left the building a different person.  In 

fact, that was really the beginning of my life.” 

   I was so moved by the story I had to ask him, “What’s your 

name?” 

   He said, “Ben Hooper.” 

   I recalled, though vaguely, my own father talking when I was 

just a child about how the people of Tennessee had twice elected 

as governor a bastard, Ben Hooper.(Craddock Stories, Fred B. Craddock, 

edited by Mike Graves and Richard F. Ward, pages 156-157) 

~~~~~~~~ 

Transfiguration of the Lord is Sunday to be reminded that Jesus 

was the Beloved Son of God and that we in him are beloved as 

well.  This status cannot be taken away.  Come what may, 

come total rejection and death, Jesus and we are the inheritors of 

God’s generous love for God’s children. Let us claim our 

inheritance and proclaim the same to the world around us.  

~~~~~~~~ 

Thanks be to God.  Amen. 


