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Good morning, and Happy Saint David's Day! I want to thank you again for this opportunity to share. Please
pray with me:
Open our eyes, Lord, so we may see your face;
Open our ears, Lord, so we may hear your voice;
Open our hearts, Lord, so we may love like you.
This is the day we revisit the Transfiguration of Jesus, and celebrate the life of our Patron Saint
David. Regrettably, both of these topics could be set aside in order for us to spend the rest of the morning
reflecting on the evils of war and earnestly pray for all being impacted by it at this very moment. Directed to
that purpose, I encourage us all to participate in the Faith Vigil for Peace in Ukraine recently introduced by our
Archbishop Michael Curry. Cheri sent the link to us over the past week and it met a real need in my heart
searching for some way to help.
I was hoping to find some kind of ‘Transfiguration of St David’ story to help condense today's lectionary
themes. Almost every other Saint testifies to the transformative shift in their lives prompted by a very specific
and often dramatic conversion experience. I only knew that David came from an aristocratic family of means,
and yet he wound up in a monastery pulling a plow like a beast of burden, living solely on bread, water, and
leeks. There's got to be a good transformation story tucked in between there somewhere! I could easily
imagine his parents shaking their heads, wondering where they had gone wrong with their handsomely gifted
and well educated son. However, the more I learned of him, the more I realized Saint David's life doesn’t
really follow the familiar pattern of conversion and transformation.
According to legend (which runs centuries deep), it sounds like David was pretty much a saint from birth. Saint
Patrick had even foretold David's birth to his royal father thirty years before David was even a twinkle in his
parent’s eyes. Also, at David's infant baptism, he made quite a first impression, restoring sight to the blind
attendant who held him while the priest administered the sacrament. As if that weren't enough, then a spring
of fresh water immediately sprang up in the place of his baptism. We have a beautiful depiction of this miracle
in my ‘new favorite’ stained glass image in the back. It shows St. Non holding her infant son, David, with a
lovely clear spring of water flowing in the background. I am very interested in how this springing forth of lifegiving water followed so many of the significant milestones and miracles throughout David's life. Recalling
Jesus’ words, “the water I give will become in you a well springing up into eternal life”.
According to John O’Hannon’s 'Life of St. David’ compiled in the mid-1800s; David was often discovered by his
companions in the state of being taught by a dove, which warbled hymns with him. This symbol of the Holy
Spirit is therefore included in many of the pictures and statues representing St David preaching on a hill with a
dove perched on his shoulder. As O’Hannon describes, “The Holy Spirit shed the sweet influence of holy
innocence and divine grace into his soul”....and all through a hymn-warbling dove. We've got to love that!
Now, I’m going to diverge here to share a few personal snap-shots that I hope will also testify to the
transforming power of St David.

You may recall that among my list of reasons for becoming an Episcopalian was the ‘richness and diversity of
St David's shared pulpit.’ For fifteen years prior to joining St Davids, I directed music programs as lead cantor
in a couple of local churches. During those years I honed my skills leading psalmody during the Liturgy of the
Word. I never had asked if I could participate liturgically in ways other than leading music. However, one day I
was specifically informed that I could never speak or read from the Ambo near the altar because of my marital
status. However, an exception would be made for my singing the appointed psalm since it may only be done
from the ambo, and after all, I am being paid. So, I poured all my energies into providing the very best
psalmody we could.
Meanwhile, the homilies (each heard by me twice) had become so increasingly similar from week to week that
I could reliably predict the phrase coming next. I tell you all this not to be critical but so you can appreciate
just how very dry I had become by the time I showed up at St David’s door! Initially, I attended once a month
by taking myself off of the cantor’s schedule at my church job. I hoped that you wouldn’t notice that I spent
those first monthly visits quietly weeping in the back rows. These were tears of sheer relief for finding a place
where I knew I could be fully accepted, marriage and all. This could be home. Over those first months I began
to feel progressively stronger, more free and alive. Tracing these positive changes right back to our shared
pulpit and open table, I knew I wanted more.
At the time, however, the only way I could contrive for getting more was to literally ‘slip out the back, Jack’. I
fantasized in sufficient detail how, after finishing the psalm, I could simply step into the chapel behind the
altar and through the back door leading outside. If I could slip out by 10:20 I could make it to St. David in time
for the prelude! My best friend, co-cantor, and adopted sister, Mary, had even agreed to cover the music for
me through the rest of Mass if I ever disappeared out the back! It's pretty funny now, but I had actually
convinced myself that no one would even notice the 6’5” cantor exiting in full view of the congregation, not to
return. The start date for my smart little plan was going to be Sunday, March 15, 2020; the date the pandemic
pulled the plug on this and every other plan. That following Advent I retired, as planned, after forty years of
church music employment. My only regret is not having a final gathering to sing with the beloved members of
both choirs.
The other big plan that got foiled by the pandemic was a pilgrimage to Wales booked for the following May.
For years I had been taken with a romantic notion of completing full circle the immigration of my greatgrandfather, Thomas Jones, who sailed as a youth with his family from Cardigan Wales to Ellis Island in 1864. I
have to say I couldn't shake the unanswerable question as to whether my own deceased ancestor would have
been willing to greet and accept Tim and I disembarking the ship from New York to Southampton. I had hoped
to pick up the genealogy trail where my mother had left off 50 years prior when she had visited
Cardigan. After a week researching in Cardigan I had planned to take the ancient pilgrimage route down the
Pembrokeshire Coastline to the town of St David and explore our namesake’s cathedral for several days. It
still sounds like a pretty good trip doesn't it, but God only knows if and when it may come to be.
Now, briefly, I must share some transfiguration insights, fresh to me from commentator Linda Noonan who
writes for “enfleshed”. Using imagery of the radiant convergence of Moses, Jesus, and Elijah; Noonan reflects
on how Moses’ people can’t seem to tolerate it when he is in his fullest self after his deep encounters with
God. Moses is radiant with divinity, so radiant that people around him are uncomfortable, afraid.
Compassionately, Moses sometimes covers his face with a veil when he is with them, but takes it off when he
is with God. Noonan asks, “Are there ways in which we are asking people to hide their true identities because
their sparkle, their divinity, and their in-God-ness is just too much for us to bear?” We may project the same
masking phenomenon onto the three disciples that accompanied Jesus to the mount of his transfiguration. We
often like to poke fun at Peter‘s reaction to this startling vision. He deals with his own awkward discomfort by
suggesting they might build neat little huts for the three of them. Really, his impulse is not unlike us asking

people to have a shroud to mask and hide their inner truth because it can make us feel uncomfortable. Peter,
with his great love for Jesus and Moses and Elijah does want to contain them and wants to hold them and
keep them, but we know that it is impossible to contain God. As the psalmist sings,”Look to God and become
radiant”. And as James Baldwin said, “love takes off the masks that we fear we cannot live without and know
we cannot live within“. What if church was increasingly a place full of this kind of love? What would it take for
our community to be a place where we can all be who we are in God, surrounded by people who are also fully
shining out their own reality, reflecting God's own lightsome glory. Perhaps we will discover and rediscover
this love as we daily follow the advice given by St David before his passing:
‘Be joyful. Keep your faith and your creed.
Do the little things that you have seen me do and heard about.
I will walk the path that our forefathers have trod before us.’
Do the little things with great love.
Amen.

