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Now I know this makes me a little bit of an oddball, but I am really excited about Lent. I know we’re not 
there just yet, but it’s coming. Back when I was a kid, Lent was kind of a funny thing. I grew up where there 
wasn’t much variety in the expressions of Christianity. If you were a regular, ol’ Christian, which you probably 
were, you went to a Baptist Church; there were lots to choose from. But if you were conservative, you went to 
the Church of Christ. And if you were liberal, you went to the Second Baptist Church. If you liked singing, you 
were Methodist. If you liked speaking in tongues, Pentecostal. If you secretly liked to drink, any Baptist church 
would do, but if you openly liked to drink, well then, you’d be Catholic. But Catholic didn’t count, I was told, 
not down there, because everybody knew that “Catholic” really just meant you liked the devil. But if you really 
wanted to confuse everyone, then you’d be Episcopalian. My grandmother, good Bible readin’ Baptist that she 
was, couldn’t even say the name. To her, we were E-pissed-uh-pulls, and while she didn’t understand what an 
acolyte did, as long as it kept me in church on Sunday mornings, she was just fine with it.  

But not everyone was so generous. See, down South, when you meet someone for the first time, the line 
of questioning goes something like this: What’s your name? Who are your people? What church do you go to? 
My name was unusual, but they could handle it. My last name wasn’t of Hillbilly stock, but folks knew enough 
of my mother’s kin to know where I fit in town. But St. John’s Episseduhpulls? I can’t tell you how many times 
someone followed that response with “Huh. So, what, is that even Christian?” Being Episcopalian was weird 
enough, but on top of having a weird name, we used a different calendar, and come Lent, we’d give up perfectly 
good foods and inconvenience everyone around us. Of course, there weren’t that many of us to do the 
inconveniencing, so it was really only ourselves that were put out.  

Now, I was the kind of kid that really liked to be seen as different. I liked being a denomination no one 
else knew about. I liked putting on funny robes and carrying candles down the aisle. I liked getting ashes put on 
my noggin’ so everybody’d have to ask why I forgot to wash my face that morning. And I really liked having to 
give up something for a whole season, only to have the rush of that thing come back into my life on Easter. 
That’s not entirely true. What I really liked about having to give something up was letting other people know 
that I had something to give up. This is not an endorsement for that approach to fasting, by the way. In fact, 
Jesus is pretty clear about just how one should fast, and it’s not like that. You’re not supposed to let people 
know, at least, you’re not meant to make a show of it.  

These days, I think I’m better at not making a show of what I give up and take on for Lent, but I still 
love the season. It’s a chance for us to clear out some of the spiritual dust bunnies, correct what needs 
correcting, and grow closer to God. None of us have it all right, and Lent will be a time to look at those parts of 
ourselves honestly. But we aren’t there just yet. To get to Lent, we’ve still got some work to do, and this scene 
unfolding on the mountaintop points the way. Jesus brings three disciples to the top of an unnamed mountain, 
and there, among the stones and the clouds and a pair of ancient prophets, God names him. This is my son, my 
beloved. Listen to him. We’ve heard this before. When we first saw the adult Jesus setting down his tools and 
stepping into the waters of baptism, as he rose from those waters, God named him as son, beloved. And there, 
too, God told us to listen. But there on the mountaintop, while Jesus is flanked by Moses and Elijah, and he’s 
radiating his light into the world, before God can even get in a word, Peter pipes up. This is great! Y’all this is 
amazing! Let’s do something! Let’s build a house! It’s like, he was so overtaken by the power of the moment 
that he couldn’t keep his composure, and he just nervously thinks he has to do something to fill the space, say 
something to fill the space, and maybe keep this glowing figure from seeing him for who he really is. If he just 
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stays busy enough, all that can be seen are his accomplishments, and his true self remains hidden or protected, 
safe from whatever Christ’s light entails.  

And I gotta admit, I empathize with Peter here. I know I’ve felt that impulse. Rather, I embody that 
impulse a whole lot more often than I like to admit. It’s a defense mechanism a lot of us have. I make jokes to 
ease tense moments. I chatter nervously if I’m not careful. I come up with projects or tasks to stay busy. And I 
turn on the TV or podcasts or crack open a book or call someone on the phone to keep too much silence from 
creeping in. Because silence is frightening. If silence is allowed to exist, I just might hear something new. And 
God only knows what that new thing will be. It’s funny, you know. When Peter finally stops running around, 
trying to start a new building project, and exclaiming about how great things are, when he finally shuts up, God 
speaks. From the silence and obscured from view in the clouds, God speaks. “This is my son, my beloved. 
Listen to him.” I don’t know about y’all, but that goes against so many of my instincts. If I can just do more 
things, no one will see my doubts, and if I can do them real well, then there will be nothing to critique. That’s 
my baggage, and it may not line up with yours, but maybe you’ve got your own way of avoiding those places 
where we have to listen and God speaks.  

I suppose part of why I liked Lent so much as a kid was it gave me something to draw attention to that 
wasn’t me. Lent was weird, sure, but if people were focused on that, maybe nobody’d notice how weird I was. 
And if God’s focused on what a great job I was doing on my discipline, maybe the rest of me could slip past the 
sacred radar. Now maybe this gets a little close to what I did as a kid, hiding behind my Lenten discipline, but 
maybe it’ll help y’all in thinking about your own. This year, I’ve seen enough of Peter in my own self, so I’m 
trying something a little different. This Lent, I’m listening, on my own, with nothing else around. I’ll post up in 
that blue chair next door, close my eyes, stick in some ear plugs, and I’ll be silent for 15 seconds. I figure that’s 
about all I can manage to start. But on Day 2, I’ll do 30. And on Day 3, I’ll try for 45, and so on. Everyday, I’ll 
add a little more time, a little more silence, and everyday I’ll listen to nothing or whatever comes about in the 
nothing. And I’ve gotta tell you, this kinda freaks me out. I’m not good with silence on my own. And I’m 
worried what will come into it. And I’m more worried what’ll have to come out of it. I want to be Peter and yell 
out and do something, anything at all. But not this year. This year, I’ll go off on my own, a luxury I know not 
everybody has at their disposal, I’ll go off on my own and I’ll listen. 

If that’s helpful, maybe some of you might try the same thing. And if it’s not, at least consider the 
thinking and craft your own discipline, something that fits what you can do, what time you do have, what of 
yourself actually needs tending to. It’s not about impressing God with what we can do, and it’s not about 
distracting the world or ourselves from our purpose. It’s about hearing God’s call: This is my son, the beloved. 
Listen to him. 
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