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“In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth. Now the earth was formless and empty. Darkness was over the surface of the deep, and the Spirit of God was hovering over the waters. And God said ‘Let there be light.’ And there was light.” Gen. 1:1-3
Those are the first three verses of the first book in the Bible, Genesis. These verses begin one of the two Biblical descriptions of creation. While most of us can agree that God was the creator of the heavens and the earth, there are a variety of ideas about how that was accomplished. What’s interesting about this account is the priority which it shows. The very first thing that God did after creating the heavens and the earth was to create light. 
“Light” is a very important word in Scripture. In the NRSV, the New Revised Standard Version which is the translation from which we just heard today’s scriptures, the word “light” appears 272 times. (Trust me, I did not count them; I looked it up.)
As with a few other words in Scripture, the word “light” and the concept of “light” are used representationally in both Old and New Testaments, and are used in both metaphor, and simile form. (Remember your high school grammar, boys and girls; simile is the one that uses “as” or “like”) Last week we heard in our scripture from the Sermon on the Mount “You are the light of the world” (metaphor) and continuing in the same verse, “like a city on a mountain”(simile).
What is it that “light” represents in Scripture? It has a multiplicity of meanings including its use to represent God and Jesus, or the qualities that they embody such as purity, righteousness, truth, salvation, and divine presence. In last week’s scripture from the Sermon on the Mount, we are told that we, the followers of Jesus, are the light of the world; Jesus’ light shines through us. A particularly interesting use of the word “light” that we often see both in scripture and in non-theological literature equates light with life, as opposed to the darkness of death. You’ll notice that all of these uses of “light” are positive, and happy, sometimes even joyful nuance. 
In the scripture from the Hebrew Bible that we just heard this morning we see Moses leave his brother Aaron and another man, Hur, in charge of the tribe of Israelites. He takes his apprentice,  Joshua on a trudge. Together they climb up the mountain of God (Mount Sinai). What do they do when they get there? They cool their jets. They wait, and they wait, not a few minutes or a few hours, but six blooming days. They sit there on Mount Sinai, the top of which became immersed in a cloud, so they couldn’t even enjoy the scenery.
Waiting is one of my very least favorite things to do. I hate waiting at appointments; I hate waiting for test results, I hate waiting for two of my beloved family members who are ALWAYS late every time we get together. 
I find it absolutely loathsome to telephone a company, only to hear the line open and a robotic voice come on the line saying “We value your call. The next available representative will be with you momentarily.” Twenty minutes later, I have, by then, thought of saying many unmentionable things to the robot, using every unmentionable word in my working vocabulary. 
Just as I am deciding to never patronize this company ever again, a perky live human voice pops up and wants to know how she can help me. I refrain from telling her that she can help me by taking a nuclear bomb to her company’s robotic phone answering machine and instead explain why I have called. Just so you’ll know, I have finally learned to bring a good book with me when I sit down to make a business call.  These waiting experiences, waiting at appointments, waiting on the phone, waiting for my darling but chronically late siblings all can try my patience. 
Whether you believe that the accounts described in the Old Testament are literally true, or believe that they contain truth, they have messages for us.
Waiting, with no concrete expectation of what was to happen as did Moses and Joshua, for six entire days would have driven me completely bonkers. They had hauled themselves all the way up Mount Sinai, clueless as to why God had sent them up there, and then had to wait for 6 days before God even spoke. They, having more faithfulness and patience than I, trusted that God had brought them there for a reason and that it would be revealed to them. That is an impressive faith. When, on the seventh day, God finally called out to Moses, Moses went into the cloud where he spent 40 days praying and fasting while Joshua waited for him. During this 40 days God gave Moses the Ten Commandments, the Law (those 613 rules and regs that we find in the book of Leviticus, plus instructions for worship in the Tabernacle and instructions for the priestly vestments.
The writer of Exodus tells us that the cloud that enveloped the top of Mount Sinai was the glory of God but that the Israelites down in the valley looked up at the mountain and what they thought they  saw was a fire that appeared to be consuming the mountain. Unfortunately, they didn’t have the depth of trust, the faith that Moses and Joshua had. They assumed that Moses and Joshua must have been wrong about God having called them to the mountain and must have died in that fire. 
Rather than biding their time and trusting God, they melted down all of their jewelry and used it to build a golden calf, which they decided to worship instead of worshipping God. The concept of the golden calf has come to represent materialism, or prioritizing the idolization of money and possessions above God.
Our experiences with waiting start in early childhood, waiting for a play date, for Grandma to visit, or waiting for Christmas, or the fearful waiting to see the pediatrician for the next round of immunizations.
My grandson in 17, a high school senior, and I’m now sharing with him the torture waiting to find out which of his college applications have netted admissions. Having labored over the applications and a boatload of accompanying essays, accomplished over Christmas vacation he and most of his buddies are now having to wait until late spring for the results Can you recall how long a few months lasted when you were just seventeen? It’s painful!
As adults we are often challenged to wait on God, for things both trivial and monumental and we sometimes don’t know what God may have in store for us. Many of us in this congregation have had to wait for biopsy results. In such a stressful situation we would so love it if we had instant answers, but sometimes it may take as much as two weeks to get results. Then, if those results are not what we were hoping for, we may have to wait months or even years to find out whether or not treatments will prove successful. That too can be torture.
Many of you have bought houses in the past. How long did it take from the time that you put in the bid until you heard whether or not it was accepted. And then there was the wait until closing when you hoped to be able to relax and know that it was “a done deal”. 
There are oodles of times in our adult lives when we have to wait not knowing what will be the outcome. Are we able to trust that God is in control and that even if that outcome is not what we hoped for, God will be there to support and guide us through to the ultimate conclusion no matter what?
Will we have the patience and the faith to wait ON God and WITH God, or will we ignore God or forget that she’s there for us, or worse yet begin to curse God out of our fear and frustration? Will we chew out the poor lab tech who isn’t able to give us a biopsy result or allow ourselves to sink into depression when the deal to buy the house we had our hearts set on falls apart at closing? Will we be builders of golden calves or will we trust in what Paul told the Romans, that “All things work together for those who love the Lord and are called according to His purpose.”?
The second story of a journey up a mountain was the one we just heard from Matthew, chapter 17 in which Jesus took three of His disciples up a high mountain. This too was a situation in which the disciples, at least, did not know what was going to happen. I imagine that they weren’t expecting a picnic, but what did occur was probably the furthest thing from their minds. We’re not told that there was any wait involved in this mountain climbing expedition; we ARE told, rather, that Jesus lit up like a super nova. “His face shone like the sun and his clothes became bright as light. This startling light show is referred to as “The Transfiguration”. In the Biblical sense, the term “transfigure” means to undergo a radical change in appearance, a change that is for the better and that glorifies the one being changed. 
You might wonder why Jesus, of all people needed to be transfigured in front of three of his closest disciples, only a few days before He was crucified?  Well, this rowdy group of twelve guys who followed Jesus certainly respected Him. But they were bumblers. They meant well, but they were goofy, screw ups, who even after leaving their own careers and following Him for three years, still didn’t fully understand Jesus. In order to really “get Him” they needed to be wopped over the head with a two by four. Well, they were, and their reaction says it all.
Matthew tells us Jesus’ face “shone like the sun and His clothes became bright as light”. The three disciples were impressed, but  seeing this, equated Jesus with the historic tribal patriarchs. They were all ready to set up altars for Moses, Elijah, and Jesus, considering them to all be equal. Here again God spoke out of a bright cloud, saying “This is my Son, the beloved; with Him I am well pleased.” And then commanded “Listen to Him!” 
When they heard God’s voice coming from the cloud the three disciples were petrified and immediately dropped to the ground. Jesus came over to them, reassured them that they didn’t need to be afraid and, significantly, touched them. If you read all four of the gospels you will find that Jesus was a physically affectionate person. He cradled babies on His lap. A lot of the accounts of Jesus’ healing tell us that He touched the person He was healing. And here He comforts His terrified disciples both with words of comfort and with a kind touch. 
It was then that the disciples looked up and saw Him. Jesus was about to be crucified in a few days, knew what was awaiting Him, and wanted His disciples to know that this would not be the end. His physical death would not be the end, far from it. However, Jesus told them not to tell anybody know about this vision that they had until after He was crucified and had risen from the dead. To further emphasize this, Jesus told the disciples to get up. The Greek word that he used for this command was “anastasis”. The root of this word is the same as the root of the word used in the story of Jesus  raising Lazarus from the dead, and the same used by the Gospel writers to describe Jesus’ own resurrection. The implication in the original language, is that lying there with their faces planted on the ground, the disciples might as well have been dead. Jesus was telling them to “Rise up and come alive, guys!”
Later, in his second New Testament epistle, long after Jesus’ crucifixion and resurrection, Peter, one of the three disciples who had been present for this vision, gives a first person account of the experience. He tells his readers “Thus, we have the prophetic message more fully confirmed. You will do well to be attentive to this as to a lamp shining in a dark place, until the day dawns and the morning star rises in your hearts.” In other words, don’t try to tell others about MY experience, as a second hand reporter, until YOU have experienced Jesus for yourself, when You have seen the light and have BECOME the light of the world. You may think it’s an interesting or even silly apocryphal story until you actually have that light within your own heart.” Be patient, wait on God, and as we learned last week, once you have that light, revel in it; don’t hide it under a bushel.                           			                                       					
AMEN



