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By the time we reached the mountain top, night was falling, the last warmth of the sun tinging the sky in shades of orange fading to purple. The first stars appeared – the morning star was particularly bright, and seemed almost to touch the earth. It had been a long climb. Wearily, we four sat down in the shade of a terebinth tree and drank from the water skins. Someone – it might've been Peter – handed the Rabbi a loaf of bread and some dried fruit and he gave thanks and broke it and we shared it. There was something incredibly warm in those shared moments of aching muscles and hunger being satisfied. Would that we'd had wine to lift our spirits and to take our minds off the uncertainty.
We weren't sure why he asked us to go away with him. I looked at the other two, and I wondered: which of us was closer? Did he favour one over another? Did he favour me? Certainly, when I had his full attention it was both magnetic – oh, I wanted to be known, to be seen – and also repelling, incredibly discomfiting to think one was so well known. On the other hand, he knew he could let his guard down with us, unlike with the crowd, and in a deeper way than with the other disciples. With the others he was himself… but somehow with us… well, we saw the aches, the greyness of his visage at the end of a day when he was emotionally, physically, spiritually drained. He was open in those moments about his deepest needs – his anguish that even with all the healing he did, his whole being a channel for divine energy, he was only human, his body fragile, his physical limitations stoking a divine burning within him to "rescue the lost sheep of Israel" and to "gather them into the fold". We saw the toll it took – and also the grace with which he bore both the pain and the frustration, as well as the way he somehow always tapped into the deepest place and somehow found more. He let us see all this: and what were we to conclude? A few days earlier, Peter called him Messiah, the Son of the Living God. How could he be anything else? We had no other way of naming his fragile mortality so like our own, and the vibrant energy which was simply HIM, yet somehow more than him. So I could not say to whom he was closer. Who he leaned on more. I know he leaned on me, and my heart was stirred in empathy and a frustrated helplessness that, at times when he was most despondent, I had nothing to give. At times I longed to embrace him, to hold him in my arms. And then he would look at me – just… look. And in that one look I would know his gratitude, and that sometimes friendship, presence, and the freedom to be our vulnerable selves with another is the best gift we could give or receive.
There was quiet conversation as we ate that meal together, simple as it was, on the mountaintop. We talked, listening to the crackle of flames, warmed by companionship and a certain freedom of being together away from the others. I looked at the other two, at the Rabbi, and I felt their presences as tangible realities, and it was lulling, comforting to allow tired limbs to feel heavy and safe in the company of much-loved friends, brothers.

It was the startling light which woke us from sleep, so bright, so overwhelmingly real that it infiltrated every pore in the skin, and rendered our eyelids useless. Peter stumbled to his feet, a hand raised before his eyes shielding them in vain. We followed through the trees to an outcrop of rock in a clearing, bewildered, sleep-tousled and stunned…

And he was there. Our friend. And yet… not our friend. Well, not as we knew him, the fragile, exhausted and travel-stained preacher. He was himself, and yet more than himself in a way that felt absolutely… right, like this was who he was, had been, and really, would be again. Something in me, something like longing, like recognition, was stirred, the bright light, the glory calling, whispering just outside the range of hearing about possibilities and promises of hope – and a wild, wild joy that called my name.

He was in that moment strength, and power and light and invincible triumph. And it pierced my soul, and won my heart at once – and had I not already been sworn to him, I would have sworn again to the end of my days. But more than that… Because there was something naked about this reality. In the centre of the shining he was… him, the one who had leaned on me, on whom I had leaned, who looked at me just so with gratitude and friendship, the same who had crouched by the fire as its flame flickered, creating shadows around his eyebrows and nose. No room for shadows here, no room for doubt: he showed himself to us in his fullness, and we were overcome with the gift of himself, and with the half-heard incomprehensible promise that this too awaited us.

Words weren't necessary. I didn't need to speak, my being full of him, full of… this, this light, this reality. Had I tried, like Peter, I would have failed, for words were empty signs that failed to signify the fullness of this transfigured reality of our friend, words – empty, hollow, and vastly inadequate – like the shelters Peter proposed to build. Poor old Peter: always the rationalist, always wanting to quantify his love, to define the Rabbi, to name the friendship… and always failing. He loved. And the Rabbi knew this. He too looked at Peter as he looked at me – with that piercing, wry look that left us raw and open, and known. And I saw how Peter responded, his yearning and satisfaction clear, then veiled as he turned away from the tender eyes. Now cast in light, those eyes were still tender in their denial, still piercing in their brilliance as that all-seeing gaze burned through Peter… and he fell to his knees.

The voice! The voice that echoed in our blood, and made our flesh turn to wax and melt, and our bones disintegrate – before it remade us! The voice… I shiver to my core as I remember… for it was the voice of love. The voice of one beloved calling to the other and endowing with… well, the cloud covered us, and it was the voice of the still small voice like Elijah's prophetic witness, and the trumpet of glory and the shining face of Moses lawgiver…
And it suddenly all made sense: the light, the shining, his eyes, his pain, his weariness, his reality; his energy, his zeal, his enigmatic presence, his companionship, friendship, brotherhood… his love.

And it was a simple man, a carpenter, the one who crouched with us in the grass, who clapped us on the back in solidarity, who laughed, who slept beside us, and who woke in the mornings only slowly before dragging himself to solitary prayer in preparation for yet another day of preaching and endless, endless healing…

But I saw the glow as it faded, his own exhilaration, the deep breath he took as the cloud dispersed and the glory departed. I saw his eyes resume the familiar, humorous warmth which suffused him and which drew us to him time and again. He looked at me then and I couldn't look away.

The dawn's light was spreading, the dew in the grass shimmering in the pre-dawn breeze, giving a silver sheen to the world. On the other side of the mountain, the dark storm clouds were brewing, and I knew the glorious light would be subsumed by darkness. My heart trembled within me, foreboding making my thighs quake and refuse to move to follow his ardent footsteps. I cried in my mind for him to stop, to wait, frozen as I saw terrifying images of pain and blood superimposed on his departing back, illumined by the sun's first rays.
He turned to us and smiled and said, "All shall be well, and all manner of things shall be well, and you shall see that all manner of things shall be well." And he held out his hand, and said, "Come".

And we followed him. 
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