
Soren Kierkegaard once said the root of all evil is boredom. I think he’s right. Boredom, it’s a problem. 

Not only for the Church, which is routinely called boring, but life itself. There is a deep dissatisfaction with life 

in general amongst many in our country—young and old. We expect to be entertained. We need stimulation. We 

thrive on sensationalism. Whatever is new and novel is good…at least for a while. Eventually, the newness wears 

off and we get bored again. We can blame social media for this, but boredom is not a new phenomenon. The word 

‘boredom’ first appears in our English language through one of the novels written by Charles Dickens in the 

1800s.  Seeing how boredom is a universal emotion, I have always been a bit disappointed in churches who pander 

to the emotion and try to eliminate boredom by any means necessary. But these religious gimmicks have always 

struck me as disingenuous, as an admission of guilt. Faddish worship seems to me like an apology for the content 

being so basic and common. But instead of being embarrassed, perhaps we should celebrate the fact that truth is 

truth, even if it’s not fashionable. Afterall, it is we who get bored not God. It is we who think “consistency is the 

hobgoblin of little minds”, God exults in monotony and repetition.  

The joy of life then is to find value where others find none; it’s about recognizing that not everything that 

glitters is made of gold, and sometimes the greatest treasures come in jars of clay. This is true of our Savior by 

the way. He was born to common parents and spent His childhood in a common town. He was meek and lowly, 

and in the words of the Prophet Isaiah, “He had no form or beauty, which would attract us to Him”. Herod had to 

kill all the babies in Bethlehem because there was no halo around Jesus’ head. When He walked through Galilee, 

He blended in with the crowds. Unless Judas had kissed Him, the soldiers would not have recognized Jesus for 

He could have been any one of his disciples. In His death, He was numbered with common criminals. His 

crucifixion was the common method of execution. His corpse was among other corpses.  Being a common man, 

Jesus drew common people to Himself: uneducated workers, fishermen, tax collectors, prostitutes.  The Christian 

movement He started was but a gathering of common people around common elements like a book, water, bread 

and wine. Let’s face it, Jesus was painfully ordinary. If this offends your sensibilities I say, good. We are sinners, 

and as such, the ways of God don’t meet our expectations. We are obsessed with looks and fun and entertaining 

ourselves to death. A common man, a common book, a common gathering—even we have to admit that it’s all 

rather mundane.  But appearances are deceiving, and the lesson we learned in grade school still applies today: 



you can’t judge a book by its cover. For this is what the Transfiguration is all about—what you see is not what 

you get. Because beneath the cover of common clothes and common speech, is the narrative of the eternal Word 

of God. The disciples were given a glimpse into the hidden God cloaked in the plain garments of flesh and blood.  

In the Transfiguration, God peeled back the veil of reality and shared with the disciples a profound insight we do 

well to remember: There are more things in heaven and earth than we can ever imagine. We are made for the 

world, but the world is not made for us. Christ is the center, this is His universe, and by His command He rolled 

back time and space into the orbit of His eternity. It was but a glimpse, but sometimes a glimpse is enough. It’s 

all so ordinary till it’s not.  The disciples wanted Jesus to do great things to prove to the crowds who He was. The 

crowds wanted signs and proofs. Even those who gathered around His cross as Jesus hung dying asked Him to 

come down if He could.  But Christ refused. God remained hidden. God still hides today and He reserves His 

complete revelation for those who have been spiritually prepared to receive it. To those who say church is boring 

see the ordinary, but do not perceive the extraordinary, hear the words but do not understand their meaning.  And 

churches, which appeal to the masses with endless forms of distraction sell their birthright for a mess of porridge.  

Dear brothers and sisters in Christ, by faith we see what others do not see. And what we see defies human 

language, but we must try to express it for we have our own Transfiguration story to tell.  But our story is of a 

different kind. It’s a Transfiguration in reverse. Christ, who was transfigured from humility into glory, now 

transfigures His glory back into humility. He who stands exalted above the earth now comes transformed in the 

common things of this world. In the Divine Service we hear only common words, but by faith we listen to the 

very voice of God.  We see only common things— bread and wine— but by faith we recognize the very body 

and blood of Christ given and shed for us.  We pray only common petitions, but the Holy Spirit interprets our 

sighs into words of understanding and carries them to the Father. We see only common people, but we are 

immortal. For in Christ, the veil of our ignorance is lifted. We are fools made wise. We now await a more glorious 

transformation when God will take our common bodies and transform them into the eternal body of Christ. The 

final chapter of the Transfiguration has not been written, but when it is written we will be a part of it—changed 

from perishable to imperishable, from corruption to incorruption; a final transfiguration, a final resurrection, and 

there is nothing common or boring about that. Amen.                                                   


