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National Preach-In On Global Warming (Transfiguration Edition) 
 

 
Over the past 5 years there has been a growing interfaith movement to turn this 
Valentine’s Day weekend into a weekend in which religious communities across 
the world’s traditions are invited to reflect on the relationship between religion 
and the environment, and specifically to try to engage the issue of climate 
change from a faith-based or a spiritually-inspired perspective. 
 
Since I know for myself as I imagine for many in this congregation there exists a 
close and intimate—perhaps even inseparable—connection between love for 
God and love for creation, I decided to sign us up this year for what’s being billed 
as a “National Preach-In on Global Warming.” So as I try my best to reflect on 
this issue with you a bit here, I am comforted knowing that many others also are 
trying to speak this morning on this topic, and while I know that no single sermon 
can address every aspect of this global and complex issue, I hope and trust that 
the aggregate of what’s talked about and thought about today might make room 
for even a little change to happen within our human hearts and minds even as we 
look ahead to the more radical changes that this issue is going to require of us.  
 
Change is a particularly good word for us here, as the liturgical calendar finds us 
today considering one of the key turning points in the life of Jesus—this event 
known as the Transfiguration.  
 
Transfiguration—a fancy word that really just means change. For example, for 
something to be transfigured is for its appearance to be changed, as here in our 
Scripture we just heard about the disciples seeing Jesus in a new way. 
  
Particularly over the past few years, I’ve grown to really love this story of Jesus’ 
transfiguration, even though I think at first it can be a difficult one for us to make 
much sense out of, and even impossible ultimately for us to explain rationally.  
 
What could have possibly made Jesus glow and turn dazzling white, we might 
ask, while maybe in the back of our minds we might remember a moment or two 
when we truly saw another person in a similarly astounding way—seeing in them 
something of the unique and irreplaceable light that God gave only to them to 
shine to the world. 
 
Or as we follow the events of the story we might ask next, how could Moses and 
Elijah have suddenly appeared like that—beloved prophets generations since 



passed—while in the back of our minds we might remember a moment or two 
when something of the spirit or the presence of someone who looms large in our 
own memory joined us as if we were just standing or sitting there with them.  
Or in the midst of these strange happenings, we might find ourselves 
sympathizing with Peter here, who not knowing what to say really, says 
something that I think can equally be interpreted as either brilliant or foolish, 
when he blurts out, “This is an amazing moment! Let’s build three tents so we 
can stay here and capture this moment, so we can make it last forever.” And 
while we sympathize with Peter, we might in the back of our minds, remember 
how we too tend to grasp after permanence in this world where change and 
impermanence are the only constants.  
 
Or, as we continue on with the text, we might find ourselves wondering about 
what happens next, the moment that can only be described really as a 
revelation—the moment on the mountain when they finally hear God’s voice, and 
interestingly, this is a moment in which the story gives us a very specific weather 
related detail, as apparently a cloud overshadowed them that day on the 
mountain, and then, as we heard, from within that cloud there came a voice. 
 
From within the cloud there came a voice. I’ve found myself thinking a lot about 
this moment this week.  
 
I wonder, for example, I wonder if they had only looked up the weather that day, if 
they had only known that once they reached the summit they’d be engulfed by a 
cloud, I wonder if they would have made the hike that day…. 
 
A couple of summers ago, for example, I hiked Hunger Mountain which is near 
Stowe, and when I set out the weather was great. As I neared the summit 
though, it became clear that I also was hiking up into a cloud, a cloud which on 
that occasion I can’t say spoke to me, but I can say left me drenched and 
shivering with ice cold rain, rain which made me wish for one of Peter’s tents, and 
which sent me running back down the mountain. 
 
But for them—for Jesus, Peter, James, and John—from within the cloud there 
came a voice. From this moment in the story, I started wondering about other 
moments that God is mentioned as speaking to people in the Bible. What I found 
over and over and over again, was that God rarely if ever speaks in the Bible as 
a type of disembodied voice that comes as if from out of nowhere, but time and 
again God is mentioned as speaking in and with and through the processes of 
nature, and specifically through unique weather related events.  
 
Just to highlight a few… Moses, for example, heard God dictate the Ten 
Commandments also on a mountain and also in a thick, dark cloud. Elijah heard 
what’s beautifully described as God’s “still small voice” in the midst of a rock-



splitting earthquake. Abraham, on the other hand, heard God when he looked up 
on a clear night at a sky full of stars. Adam and Eve, for their part, heard God 
speak to them at the time of the cool early evening breeze. Meanwhile, Job heard 
God’s voice in a whirlwind or tornado. And finally, Noah heard God when he saw 
a rainbow that appeared after a great flood.  
 
I think these and surely other biblical accounts that draw our attention to the 
weather suggest that the ancient people who wrote these texts must have been 
like us in at least this sense, in that like us they seem to have been absolutely 
obsessed with the weather. 
  
I doubt that I’m alone in this in that checking the weather is often one of the first, 
if not the very first thing I do each day. And smartphones make this easy, such 
that I was hardly surprised this week to learn that the number one thing that 
people use their smartphones for, more than making calls or sending texts or 
checking email or streaming videos, the number one thing that our phones these 
days are used for is checking the weather.  
 
Checking the weather…  
 
With the conversations around climate change these past years, you’ve probably 
heard a common distinction that’s made between climate and weather…climate 
being the long term trends, even long term on the scale of thousands of years, 
and weather being the day to day and week to week conditions.  
 
While I think that this can be a helpful distinction at times, I’ve found myself 
wondering more and more these days if actually talking about and focusing on 
the actual weather might be a better or at least a more powerful direction to take.  
 
For one thing, people generally like talking about the weather, even if they don’t 
like the weather that they’re talking about. Some of us are fascinated by and 
follow politics, others sports, others art and music, others fishing or hunting, 
others real estate or reality tv, and so on, but the weather stands out as one thing 
that everybody observes and experiences and that everybody has an opinion on 
or something to say about. 
 
For another thing, there might not be anything else that has as much of a day-to-
day influence on our mood or outlook on life than the weather. The idea of 
climate change, for example can be a bit abstract and hard to wrap the mind 
around, but weather, on the other hand, is the most immediate, the most actual, 
the most real and felt and lived reality that there is—weather is literally the 
atmosphere, the stuff, the medium within which we live and move every single 
moment of our lives. Given how close we live to the weather, it’s not surprising 
then to think of how closely weather and emotion can be linked, how we’re quick 



to associate certain moods with certain slants of light, be it a rainy sort of day, or 
be it walking on sunshine.  
 
For years now, we’ve been hearing report after report about how the planet on a 
whole is indeed slowly warming, about how it’s warmed a degree or two over the 
last century, and about how last year, 2014 is now confirmed as the warmest 
year on the record books. We’ve understood, rationally at least, the basic 
reasons driving this climate change for awhile now, about how about how any 
high school science project could show that carbon dioxide traps heat. 
 
We’ve understood what’s happening with our climate rationally, but I wonder if 
since we haven’t really done anything to change course about the causes of it in 
terms of filling the atmosphere with carbon, I wonder if what we need to actually 
change is to start to feel it, and to see it for ourselves—to see it and to feel it like 
we see and feel the wind on our face, the snow on our cheeks, or the sun in our 
eyes.  
 
I recently heard a new name given to this next century that we’re living into as it’s 
starting more and more to be called the “age of extreme weather.” Extreme 
weather—that for me at least is more powerful to think about than even climate 
change or global warming. Weather intensification is another way that it’s put—
the idea being that as we go forward we can expect the hot days to be hotter, the 
cold days to be colder, the rainy days to turn into floods, the dry days to turn into 
draughts, the snowy days leading to blizzards that can shut down cities for 
weeks…  
 
Long ago, Jesus, Peter, James and John found themselves on the top of a 
mountain, engulfed by a cloud. And from listening to the distinct weather on that 
day, they were caught up in a great transfiguration, a great change in terms of 
how they saw things. And so today, on this “National Preach-In on Global 
Warming,” my question is, what might we hear when we listen to the distinct 
weather of our own day, and what type of transfiguration, what type of change 
are we being called to make? 
 


