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Second Sunday of Lent  
February 28, 2021 
Reflection by Sister Belinda Monahan, OSB 
Gn 22:1-2, 9a, 10-13, 15-18; Ps 116:10, 15, 16-17, 18-19; Rom 8:31b-34; Mk 9:2-10 
 
 As RCIA walked through Triduum last year together over Zoom, adjusting our 

expectations of what Holy Thursday, Good Friday, and Easter Saturday would look 

like, the catechumen, a young woman named Alex, who had spent the better part of 

two years preparing for her baptism that had just been postponed indefinitely, 

observed “You cannot prepare for the resurrection, because you never know what a 

miracle will look like until it has happened.”  I thought about this remark when I read 

both the first reading and the Gospel today.  Both of them have a similar “in 

between” quality.  A miracle that has yet to occur, that we’re hoping for, that might be 

just around the corner, but that hasn’t happened yet.  So we don’t know what it will 

look like or how our lives will be transformed by it.  And wondering what that means 

for my life today. 

 We all know the story of Abraham and Isaac told in the first reading today:  We 

all know that Isaac is not simply a son to Abraham but the first step toward the 

fulfillment of God’s promise of descendants more numerous than the stars in the sky.  

We recognize Abraham’s faith in God’s promise even when the idea seemed so 

absurd that both Abraham and Sarah found it laughable.  I wonder whether the very 

improbability of having Isaac as a son made it easier or more difficult for Abraham to 

consider sacrificing him—not just as his son, but as the apparent first link to 
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fulfilment of God’s promise. Since God had already defied expectations, surely He 

could do it again.  Surely he could do it again?   

 The transfiguration in today’s Gospel is also a promise almost-but-not-quite 

fulfilled.  Although what we read today omits the line, we heard last night that the first 

verse of the Gospel actually begins “After six days….”  Jesus has just made the first 

prediction of his passion and his disciples have—characteristically—responded with 

confusion and denial.  The transfiguration—at least for some of his disciples—must 

have served as a no-less-confusing revelation that, yes, there may be suffering in the 

future—for both Jesus and themselves—but that suffering will lead to even greater 

glory.   

 Many people I know—including probably many of us here--are living in an 

almost but not quite time.  Not just in Lent, but in these times of Covid (is it actually 

possible to say anything these days without referring to Covid) and in our life in 

community together.  Since we can’t prepare for a transformation when we don’t yet 

know what it will look like, how do we live into the future with hope?  To do our best 

to be ready for that future when we don’t know what it will be?   

 One of the ways that helps me live into an unknown future with hope is 

stories.  Stories such as the ones we have heard today.  Of the fulfilment of God’s 

promise to Abraham and Abraham’s faith nearly unshakable faith in that promise, 

even when everything suggested that it was not possible.  Of the revelation of Jesus’ 

glory, while the disciples are still trying to comprehend his suffering and death.  Of 
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their confusion and doubt which I often share, but which Jesus seems more than 

willing to help them move past without ever blaming them for.   And closer to 

home—because I was preparing the March evening prayer readings last weekend—

the steadfastness and courage of Benedicta Riepp and our other foremothers as they 

struggled to renew Benedictine life in the New World in which they found 

themselves. 

 I’m sure you all have your own stories.  From your own lives, from our shared 

community life, from our larger Benedictine or church history.  While I agree with 

Alex—who was eventually baptized with great joy last August and who continues to 

support others on their journey of faith, that we cannot prepare for resurrection, 

remembering and hearing and telling these stories helps me move into the unknown 

future in the hope of a resurrection I can only begin to imagine.  They may provide 

only glimpses of what is to come, but perhaps, like the transfiguration for the disciples 

today, those  glimpses are enough.   


