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! {ǳƳƳŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŜŀƴΩǎ !ƴƴǳŀƭ tŀǊƛǎƘ aŜŜǘƛƴƎ wŜǇƻǊǘ нлмн 
 
One of the prayers I remember most from my late teenage years was written by a 
French Roman Catholic priest, Michel Quoist. We have found it an inspiring medi-
tation to read before a vestry meeting. I quote it in a slightly modified, updated 
form: 

THE BRICK (Michel Quoist--altered) 
The bricklayer laid a brick on the bed of cement. 
Then, with a precise stroke of his trowel, spread another layer  
And, without a byΆyourΆleave, laid on another brick. 
The foundations grew visibly, 
The building rose, tall and strong, to shelter us. 
I thought, Lord, of that poor brick 
buried in the darkness  
at the base of the big building. 
No one sees it, but it accomplishes its task,  
and the other bricks need it. 
Lord, what difference does it make whether I am on the roof top 
or in the foundations of your building,  
as long as I stand faithfully at the right place? 
 

First, a piece of good news: Confirmation will take place on the first Sunday of 
(Continued on page 8) 
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Return with us now to those 
thrilling days of yesteryear! No 
one, I think, of my generation 
can hear those words without at 
least a small shiver of excite-
ment, in anticipation of hearing 
next ς the sound of hoof beats, 
and the strains of the William 
Tell Overture. In fact, it has been 

said that the mark of a true intellectual is if one can hear 
that music and not be ashamed to admit that the first 
ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ƻŦ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ [hb9 w!bD9wΦ {ƻΧ ǘƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳΣ 
aged 9 or so, stretched out on our living room carpet, 
surrounded by homework, a pile of Lincoln Logs, an Erec-
tor set, a big bunch of comic books, and, most important, 
against the wall opposite, a huge console radio. An early 
multi-tasker, I guess. No television, though ς that came a 
year or so later -- just a tiny red bulb that shows that the 
radio is on. And there I lie, imagination fully engaged, fol-
lowing the amazing adventures of the Lone Ranger and 
his faithful Indian companion, Tonto, as they rid the old 
West of all the bad guys. 
 
You may recall that the Lone Ranger wore a mask and 
fired only silver bullets that seemed always to knock guns 
out of the hands of the bad guys, while never, ever, killing 
anyone, since silver bullets were made only to save lives, 
never to take them. And at the end of each show, his 
work accomplished, our hero would jump on his great 
white stallion, not coincidentally, I suspect, named Silver, 
and you would always hear one of the townspeople he 
ƘŀŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǘΥ ά²Ih ²!{ ¢I!¢ a!{Y95 a!bΚέ 
Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ άILΣ ¸hΣ {L[±9wΣ !²!¸Ηέ 
 
¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǊŜǎƻƴŀƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩǎ ƳƛƴƛǎǘǊȅ ƛƴ DŀƭƛƭŜŜΣ ŀǎ ǘƻƭŘ ōȅ aŀǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
first half of his Gospel. No horses: so the pace was just a 
bit slower, but there is still the same almost breathless 
ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŀōƻǳǘ WŜǎǳǎΩ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ƳƛƴƛǎǘǊȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ 
travels from town to town along the dusty roads of Gali-
lee with his disciples, and constant crowds following 
them, healing the sick, reconciling the outcasts and cast-
ing out demons. 
 
Eventually, though, comes a scene in which Jesus and 
three of his closest friends and disciples, Peter, James and 
John, climb a mountain away from everyone else. He has 
just told them about the death he will have to endure, 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǊƛǎŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŘπ
monish Peter for his unwillingness to accept it. In fact, 
although his disciples follow him everywhere and pre-
sumably listen to everything he tries to teach them, it is 
ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘΦ {ƻ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ 
three who are his closest disciples are there with him on 
the side of that mountain. Suddenly they see Jesus, 
clothed in a dazzling white, now standing and speaking 
with Moses and Elijah, perhaps the two greatest of the 
Old Testament Jewish figures ς a moment known to us as 
the Transfiguration. 
 
One of the sad things about life is that perfection can 
never last ς the most beautiful sunset, the most fragrant 
rose. Whatever that moment may be, inevitably it must 
pass. But it is certainly a human thing to long for it to re-
main, and so it is here. The three disciples react to the 
sight of Jesus, Elijah and Moses with the suggestion that 
they ought to build three tents there on the mountain so 
that these three religious figures might be able to dwell 
right there. Presumably people can then make a pilgrim-
age there to visit them, sort of like the cartoon figures we 
see of the guru sitting cross-legged on top of a mountain 
ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō ǳǇ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ 
kind of freeze frame. They want to capture that moment 
of perfection and preserve it forever. The three great 
ones will be able to live in the tents and be there through 
ŜǘŜǊƴƛǘȅΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ 
ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŘƛǎŎƛǇƭŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 
heard Jesus when he told them about how he had to suf-
ŦŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ WŜǎǳǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 
Christ! 
 
And so God himself has to intervene ς as with Moses, out 
of a cloud: in words very reminiscent of the words spoken 
ŀǘ WŜǎǳǎΩ ōŀǇǘƛǎƳ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŜŀǊ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ {ƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ōŜπ
ƭƻǾŜŘΧΦέ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭΗ DƻŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜǎΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ IŜ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ 
knows how little they have understood what Jesus has 
been saying, as if only He can get through to them, with 
words clearly meant just as much for us as for them: 
ά[ƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦέ LŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ Ƴƻπ
ƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎΩ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜǿƛǎŜ 
determined to make him into our own image of the per-
fect Christ? Can we let him be for us the Christ he wants 
to be rather than making him into our notion of the 
Christ? He wants to show us how to we should interact 
with our world and with the strangers we encounter 

(Continued on page 6) 
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