
Second Sunday in Lent – February 21, 
2016 – Reflection 

The Transfiguration 

 

Mary Frances Rella. Didya ever have a name stick in your mind, even 

after many years had passed since you last saw the person?? Mary  

Frances Rella was a girl in my class in grade school. We weren’t even 

really good friends and we didn’t hang out together, but I remember 

her for three incidents in those school days. When we were in fifth 

grade, the Friday afternoon President Kennedy was shot, Franny had a 

transistor radio and so we listened to the reports out of Dallas huddled 

around her. When we were in fourth grade, one of our classmates, 

Robert Reuss, died from an asthma attack. Our whole class went to his 

funeral and I remember that Franny was the one who cried the most. 

But, when we were in third grade, she was part of something that I’ve 

never been able to forget. When our Catholic school let out for the 

day, lotsa the kids would stop into the church to pay a quick visit 

before we went on our way home. One afternoon, Franny came running 

outta the church breathless, shaking, and pale as a ghost. She was 

shouting to anyone who would listen that she had seen the statues 

moving. Well, scared or not, this was something we jus’ hadda see. Many 

of us poured into the church to check out the miracle. I gotta say I 

didn’t see anything outta the ordinary, but, I kept prayin’ for it to be 

true. I mean if I could see this one little miracle, I’d believe in God no 

problem, no doubts. For a week after that, our church was packed with 

people who came to see the miracle of the moving statues. Buses even 



brought pilgrims from far away. But nobody ever saw anything strange. 

The statues just stood where they were, their faces and limbs frozen 

in the positions the artist set them in. 

Faith is hard sometimes. Heaven is silent when we pray. Bible stories 

seem from a world so different, so long ago. Doubts and 

discouragement overwhelm us, especially in times of sickness or war or 

suffering. If God exists, and He’s so powerful and so loving, how can He 

allow so much bad stuff?? Maybe if I just hadda sign, jus’ a little tiny 

miracle … maybe then I could believe with my whole heart. 

Archbishop Fulton Sheen once said, “Sometimes the only way the good 

Lord can get into some hearts is to break them”. I think when it comes 

to faith, I’m one o’ those tough nuts that God hasta crack to get 

through to. But, I can also say that, though I don’t see miracles around 

every corner, I believe God has gotten my attention at least three 

times in my life, all of them during some kinda suffering. I’d like to 

share the first with you that came when I was in the seminary. I really 

didn’t like the seminary with its rules and homogenized vision of what a 

priest should look like. There were many who felt I didn’t belong there 

… and I tended to agree with them! Anyway, I was home for the 

summer and I had a bad car accident which was my fault. I totaled the 

car and did a number on my head to the tune of 235 stitches to repair. 

As I was recovering, I decided enough was enough. I wanted an answer 

from God as to what He wanted me to do with my life. I wanted it 

there and then and I wasn’t gonna wait for some long drawn out answer 

becoming clear over time. I was desperate and so I told God, “You’ve 

got one chance. Gimme an answer now. I’m gonna take the bible and 

you’re gonna lead me to an answer, you’re gonna point my finger to a 

passage in your Word that’s gonna tell me what you want!!” Imagine my 



unmitigated gall!! Well, I took a bible from beside my bed, turned out 

the overhead light so I couldn’t cheat and, in the dark, I began to flip 

through the pages of the Good Book. I finally put my finger on one page 

and gave the Lord one last warning, “Remember, I not gonna read a 

whole chapter or anything … it’s gotta be right there!!” I put the light 

back on and I looked down at the page where my finger had landed. It 

was in the First Book of Samuel in the second chapter and here are the 

words I read where my index finger landed: 

“I will raise up for myself a faithful priest, who shall do what is 

according to my heart and mind.” 

Wow!! That was my Transfiguration moment. Since then, life hasn’t 

been perfect and neither have I. But, I’ve always felt that I am where 

God wants me to be and even though I still have so many doubts and 

hangups, I have that confidence, that security in the Lord. 

The Gospel story today ends by telling us that the disciples kept quiet 

and told no one what they had seen on the mountaintop at the 

Transfiguration. Maybe they were afraid people wouldn’t believe them. 

Maybe they weren’t sure they themselves believed what they had seen. 

Maybe they feared folk would call them crazy … nut-jobs!! Lots of us 

have had special moments in our lives when God has pulled back the 

curtain of heaven and given us a glimpse inside. We need to share what 

we’ve seen, what we’ve experienced with others. We need to be less 

afraid of ridicule and more aware that there are lotsa folk out there 

who need support in faith, who might depend on ours when theirs is 

weak. 



Nope, I never saw the statues move, but I have experienced the 

wonderful Lord and He has changed me and I believe He wants you to 

experience Him too! 


