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Texts: Exodus 34:29-35 • Psalm 99 • 2 Corinthians 3:12-4:2 • Luke 9:28-36 (37-43)

Exodus 34:29-35
Moses came down from Mount Sinai. As he came down from the mountain 

with the two tablets of the covenant in his hand, Moses did not know that the 
skin of his face shone because he had been talking with God. When Aaron and all 
the Israelites saw Moses, the skin of his face was shining, and they were afraid to 
come near him. But Moses called to them; and Aaron and all the leaders of the 
congregation returned to him, and Moses spoke with them. Afterward all the Isra-
elites came near, and he gave them in commandment all that the Lord had spoken 
with him on Mount Sinai. When Moses had finished speaking with them, he put a 
veil on his face; but whenever Moses went in before the Lord to speak with him, 
he would take the veil off, until he came out; and when he came out, and told the 
Israelites what he had been commanded, the Israelites would see the face of Mo-
ses, that the skin of his face was shining; and Moses would put the veil on his face 
again, until he went in to speak with him.

Psalm 99
The Lord is king; let the peoples tremble! He sits enthroned upon the cheru-

bim; let the earth quake!
The Lord is great in Zion; he is exalted over all the peoples.
Let them praise your great and awesome name. Holy is he!
Mighty King, lover of justice, you have established equity; you have execut-

ed justice and righteousness in Jacob.
Extol the Lord our God; worship at his footstool. Holy is he!
Moses and Aaron were among his priests, Samuel also was among those 

who called on his name. They cried to the Lord, and he answered them.
He spoke to them in the pillar of cloud; they kept his decrees, and the stat-

utes that he gave them.
O Lord our God, you answered them; you were a forgiving God to them, but 

an avenger of their wrongdoings.
Extol the Lord our God, and worship at his holy mountain; for the Lord our 

God is holy.

2 Corinthians 3:12-4:2
Since, then, we have such a hope, we act with great boldness, not like Mo-

ses, who put a veil over his face to keep the people of Israel from gazing at the 
end of the glory that was being set aside. But their minds were hardened. Indeed, 
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to this very day, when they hear the reading of the old covenant, that same veil 
is still there, since only in Christ is it set aside. Indeed, to this very day whenever 
Moses is read, a veil lies over their minds; but when one turns to the Lord, the veil 
is removed. Now the Lord is the Spirit, and where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is 
freedom. And all of us, with unveiled faces, seeing the glory of the Lord as though 
reflected in a mirror, are being transformed into the same image from one degree 
of glory to another; for this comes from the Lord, the Spirit.

Therefore, since it is by God’s mercy that we are engaged in this ministry, we 
do not lose heart. We have renounced the shameful things that one hides; we re-
fuse to practice cunning or to falsify God’s word; but by the open statement of the 
truth we commend ourselves to the conscience of everyone in the sight of God.

Luke 9:28-36 (37-43)
Now about eight days after these sayings Jesus took with him Peter and 

John and James, and went up on the mountain to pray. And while he was praying, 
the appearance of his face changed, and his clothes became dazzling white. Sud-
denly they saw two men, Moses and Elijah, talking to him. They appeared in glory 
and were speaking of his departure, which he was about to accomplish at Jeru-
salem. Now Peter and his companions were weighed down with sleep; but since 
they had stayed awake, they saw his glory and the two men who stood with him. 

Just as they were leaving him, Peter said to Jesus, “Master, it is good for us 
to be here; let us make three dwellings, one for you, one for Moses, and one for 
Elijah” —not knowing what he said. 

While he was saying this, a cloud came and overshadowed them; and they 
were terrified as they entered the cloud. Then from the cloud came a voice that 
said, “This is my Son, my Chosen; listen to him!” 

When the voice had spoken, Jesus was found alone. And they kept silent 
and in those days told no one any of the things they had seen.

On the next day, when they had come down from the mountain, a great 
crowd met him. Just then a man from the crowd shouted, “Teacher, I beg you to 
look at my son; he is my only child. Suddenly a spirit seizes him, and all at once he 
shrieks. It convulses him until he foams at the mouth; it mauls him and will scarce-
ly leave him. I begged your disciples to cast it out, but they could not.” 

Jesus answered, “You faithless and perverse generation, how much longer 
must I be with you and bear with you? Bring your son here.” 

While he was coming, the demon dashed him to the ground in convulsions. 
But Jesus rebuked the unclean spirit, healed the boy, and gave him back to his father.

And all were astounded at the greatness of God.
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Mallory Miller
Hi. My name is Mallory Miller, and I am a senior at the High School for the 

Performing and Visual Arts, and a lifelong member of St. Paul’s United Methodist 
Church. Since becoming a senior, many changes have arisen in my daily routine; 
the most significant change being the ever dreaded “small talk.” When you become 
a senior in high school, I can guarantee you that your most asked question will be 
some version of, “So, what are your plans for college?”

This is a perfectly reasonable question, as college is an extremely important 
event in the life of a 12th grader. However, my shallow answers to these questions 
are half-hearted, as the one I’d really like to give is much too honest for such simple 
conversation: “I’m not ready.”

Seventeen years, in the grand scheme of things is not a long time, yet here I 
am, leaving the nest and attempting to learn how to fly on the wings of my future. 
As a seventeen-year-old, I struggle with my placement on the ladder of adulthood. 
I’m definitely not old enough to call myself a full-fledged adult, but I can’t possibly 
be a child either. When I was little, I could close my eyes, walk through a parting in 
the trees, open them, and see a whole new world filled with magic, fairy tales, and 
adventure. When I was little, there was only one school I wanted to go to: Hogwarts 
School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. When I was little, my imagination could invent 
anything; different worlds, different creatures, it could even turn inanimate objects 
to life.

Today, I can no longer look up at the branches of the trees and see another 
world. Hogwarts is no longer on my list of top schools I want to attend, and the 
shampoo and conditioner bottles no longer accompany me on my adventures 
through different time zones. Today, I have a job, car insurance, and soon, four 
years of a ridiculously expensive college education. These transitions are scary, and 
at times, a bit sad. But I am proud to say that I have a place I can go where all my 
troubles and worries seem to fade away. 

St. Paul’s United Methodist Church is extremely important to me. I have 
grown up here, I’ve laughed and cried here, I’ve sung here, and I’ve even slept here. 
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I’m at church on average, about three days a week. When I’m not running around 
causing trouble, I’m acolyting, singing in the children’s choirs, recording services, 
and playing with kids. 

I have countless memories associated with St. Paul’s, but one of my favor-
ites is my first acolyting experience. It was Easter Sunday, arguably one of the most 
important Sundays on the Christian Calendar. Michael Pirics, the director of the 
acolyting program, had given me the important job of torch bearer, and I was deter-
mined to do it right. My task was simple: Carry torch up to altar, place torch in des-
ignated slot, leave through trap door. Such an easy task for a third grader, right?

Wrong. 
I proudly marched the torch, which I was supposed to put here, (points right 

next to pulpit), over to the second cross holder over there. (points to second cross 
station.) When the second cross kicked me out, my torch and I were left without a 
home. Picture Easter Sunday. The organ is playing, the choir is singing, the white, 
Easter banners are streaming, and there, right in the middle of the altar is seven- 
year-old Mallory shuffling back and forth like this, (demonstrates shuffling) trying 
to figure out what to do. Eventually, I saw Kate Fester, the other torch bearer, jerking 
her head to the side like this. (Mimics head jerk.) I ran across the altar, slammed 
the torch into the metal holder, and rushed out the door. It was mortifying. But I’ve 
been an acolyte ever since. 

Leaving this place will most definitely be the hardest part of my transition. I 
have learned so many important things here. 

I’d like to thank the Kids After School Program and all the incredible chil-
dren I volunteer with once a week, who have taught me that it doesn’t matter what 
language you speak or how old you are, because when it comes to having fun, ev-
eryone is still a kid at heart. 

I’d like to thank Michael Pirics, who not only taught me about discipline and 
hard work, but has showed me that any hardship can be faced as long as it is done 
with compassion and love. 
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I’d like to thank my favorite opera-loving baritone, Keaton Brown, who can 
always make me laugh until tears are streaming down my face. 

And of course I’d like to thank my second mother, Anna Teagarden, who 
has always been there for me, and has taught me that real family runs deeper than 
blood. The Treble Choir you created has become my family, my home away from 
home. Without your love and guidance, I would not be the person I am today. 

If I individually thanked everyone here who has made an impact on me in 
some way, I’d be here for another seventeen years. However, I’d like to thank all of 
you. You have given me a church to worship in, a community to be a part of, and a 
place to call home. 

Next year I’ll have to get used to waking up on Sunday morning and not 
rushing to this place, frantically trying to get everything done in just three or four 
hours. It will feel wrong and uncomfortable. I will miss the stained-glass windows, 
the wood carvings, and the high arched ceiling. I might even miss the yellow walls.

But as I come to the end of this chapter in my life, a new one begins. My 
robes will not turn white, but my transformation from childhood to adulthood will 
continue to take place. When Jesus’ disciples witnessed his transfiguration on the 
mountain, they wanted to stay and build temples for their teacher, Moses, and Eli-
jah. They felt safe. But when God spoke and told the disciples to listen to Jesus, they 
listened, and faithfully followed him on his journey. The path they took was filled 
with the unknown, but it was also filled with faith and possibility. 

I am extremely scared for the challenges and responsibilities that lie before 
me, and sometimes I wish I never had to leave the safety and warmth of my home. 
However, I am also extremely excited. In the future, I want to travel, I want to learn, 
I want to experience different cultures and different ways of life. 

So if you ever engage me in a light conversation about my future plans, this is 
what I’ll say: “I’m not ready. But, I will be.”

Thank you. 
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Mark Tindall
My name is Mark Tindall. I am a high school senior, and next school year I 

will be attending Villanova University to play baseball and study engineering.
Exodus 34:29-35 describes how Moses’ face shone after he talked with God. 

Even though Moses did not realize that his face shown, others did. And in our own 
lives when we communicate with God our faces shine, even if we don’t notice it.  
This is relevant to all aspects of life, family, friends, work, athletics, everything. Just 
our communication with God helps to let our faces shine. It’s the same as when we 
smile at a stranger and that could make their day, that shining face can make every-
thing better. People notice when we have talked with God; our faces shine, and that 
can brighten their day and improve their mood.

As a high school student I am, along with my friends and family, living 
through one of the most stressful times of a person’s life, as far as I know. A time 
where getting bumped into in the crowded hall way could set some one off, where 
anything could, as they say, be the straw to break the camel’s back. College applica-
tions are due, so is a paper for English, who are you going to prom with? And there’s 
a lab due for physics, and you have to apply for scholarships, and you have practice 
every day after school. And Saturdays, and how can that show on Netflix end with a 
cliff hanger? Sometimes, even though all of this can seem petty, this is all important 
to a high school student; I should know. And sometimes you just can’t take some-
one stepping on the back of your shoes without so much as a. “sorry.” 

But just imagine, with all of the stress and anger you have built up through 
the week, if that face you turn around to were to shine like Moses’ face after talking 
with God? Even if it was just for a second, everything could melt away, and instead 
of being surrounded by an endless wave of problems and complications, you were 
surrounded by the warmth of God. For the rest of the day you would be able to 
think about that face that shone, and for the rest of the day know that God was with 
you, and every test, every paper that’s due wouldn’t be as bad. 

I know that when I speak with God, everything becomes easier, everything 
seems to relax. I can feel his warmth surrounding me, the same warmth that melts 
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away the stress and makes everything OK. It’s this amplified feeling of God’s love 
that helps to make up this glow, that lets my face shine in the face of high school. It’s 
the feeling that we all should have all of the time, in everything that we do. 

As Paul says in his second letter to the Corinthians, unlike Moses who put 
a veil over his face, when anyone turns to the Lord, the veil is removed. When we 
turn to the Lord, our faces will then shine, and others will be allowed to see what 
God can do. 

Spending time with God can also show our beauty in the way we behave. 
One of the best ways to do this is through random acts of kindness. These are great 
because most of the time there is no way to plan for them, no way to decide ahead 
of time that we should provide such random acts of kindness for other people. It 
has to come as a reaction, almost an instinct we can get from spending more time 
with God. The random act of kindness helps to show our glow from God in a dif-
ferent way — through action. It helps to show that the glow of God not only shines 
on the outside of us, but on the inside as well. Random acts of kindness also help 
us to better spread the glow that God has given us to the people around us. When 
we spend enough time with God, these actions will be second nature, and even if 
what we have done does not seem like a big deal to us, like holding a door open for 
somebody or smiling to a stranger on the street can make that persons day. That 
person could even do the same for somebody else, and pass on God’s glow as it 
shines through random acts of kindness. 

I remember one time over the summer, I was going to Whataburger for 
lunch, as I do too often, and I noticed outside on the street was a homeless man. 
That day was one of those days where it was almost too hot to be outside for any-
thing. I asked him if he would want to order anything from Whataburger, and I 
would buy it for him. He introduced himself as Abraham. Before we even got in-
side he had already thanked me. Abraham ordered his meal and an extra cup of ice 
water, too. I was wearing one of my Astros shirts at the time and he asked me if I 
was a big baseball fan. And just like that, I was having a conversation with a home-
less man over lunch about if the Astros were going to make it to the playoffs. 



Buying the meal itself would have made Abraham’s day. But I could see when 
he was talking that he was a man who didn’t get to have a meal with a friendly face 
too often, and spending 10 minutes of my time to be with him, talk with him, those 
10 minutes are what he really needed. That day I don’t think I just helped nourish 
Abraham with food and drink; I was the shining face that communicated with God. 
The shining face I will always strive to be.

 
Mary Tindall

Hello, my name is Mary Tindall. I am a senior at Lamar High School, and 
next year I will be attending New York University to major in journalism and cin-
ema studies, as well as to continue my softball career. 

Part of the reading from 2 Corinthians says that “where the spirit of the Lord 
is, there is freedom.” As a teenager, freedom is important. Not necessarily freedom 
from parents or rules where we can do whatever we want. But freedom to be our-
selves. We live in a world of technology. There’s still kind of a middle phase for peo-
ple my age, because we understand what it’s like to live in the world with no tech-
nology. In fact, usually teens are the tech savvy ones, but I only just joined Facebook 
last week for college purposes, and I had to go to my mom to ask for help. 

Regardless of my limited Facebook knowledge, the biggest part of technology 
for teenagers is by far social media. Twitter, Snapchat, Facebook, and Instagram are 
all major social media platforms for teenagers. And while these apps were created 
for sharing, catching up, and keeping in touch with everyone’s lives, they have cre-
ated an identity crisis amongst their most frequent users. There are unspoken social 
standards and norms within these apps. 

Instagram has become a strategic game to get the most likes on a picture. 
People even pay for followers so they can get more likes. 

Snapchat is the new way of flirting. Instead of talking in person, it’s all about 
sending the right selfie to the right person at the right time. 

Twitter is obsessed with retweets. People try to portray themselves as humor-
ous and universally relatable to get the most attention per tweet. 
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Like I said, I’m new to Facebook, but eventually I’ll figure that one out. Peo-
ple using these apps are constantly trying to create a version of themselves to pres-
ent to the world, instead of just being themselves. I will admit, I am guilty of not 
posting a picture because “my eyes look too puffy” or “my friend’s legs just look so 
much better than mine.” There is a popular hashtag that says “no filter,” yet people 
have still done extensive editing to the picture to tweak it to where they are satisfied. 

No filter. That’s an interesting concept, isn’t it? 
Even outside of social media, I have felt pressured to put a filter on myself. 

Filters over my sense of style: trading my preferred comfortable items to the new 
trends. Filters to change my perfectionist tendencies with an outward appearance 
of teenage nonchalance. Filters to mask my anxiety about certain social interactions 
with a cool, confident air. Filters to suppress how Christian I am to avoid scaring 
people away and seeming unapproachable about certain subjects. 

This last filter has been a constant struggle throughout my high school career. 
There are often times when my faith seems to wear down. Like when I get teased for 
my “Jesus music.”  Or those nights when I’m lost in the stress of balancing school, 
softball, and a social life. The hardest part about putting a filter over faith in High 
School is how alone it feels. The best part is learning that you are not alone.

Every summer I go with the St. Paul’s youth group to U.M. ARMY, and every 
summer I meet a new group of teenagers who refresh my faith. It’s just for a week, 
but it’s a complete transformation. 

The reading from Exodus talks about Moses’s face glowing after talking with 
the Lord. Well, let me tell you, there’s a reason sunglasses are on the packing list. It 
is so incredibly reassuring to be surrounded by other high school students who are 
also searching to find ways to keep God a constant priority in life. There is an over-
whelming sense of unity and kindness in the air at all times. No one is judged. Ev-
eryone is just so full of compassion toward every other person, even on the first day. 
It is an indescribable feeling to be in the presence of so many glowing faces. At U.M. 
ARMY, there are no filters, just unconditional love. 
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Every year, I come back from U.M. ARMY and say that it was the best week 
of my life, and every year it’s the truth. However, the 358 days between each U.M. 
ARMY are filled with ups and downs that make consistently prioritizing God a 
challenge. During these times, I rely on the faith and support of my friends and 
family. However, I find that sometimes it is the stories of strangers that have the 
greatest impact. 

The first time that the NYU softball coach watched me play was at a national 
tournament in Colorado. He hadn’t originally gone to that complex to see me play, 
but the girl who he did go to see wasn’t there, so he decided to wander around. He 
stopped by to watch my game. I was doing really well. I didn’t make an error on de-
fense, and I hit two home runs. After the game, I saw that he was talking to my par-
ents, so of course I was excited. 

At that point in time I knew I wanted to study journalism, and I knew NYU 
would be a great school for that major. Nevertheless, it was the coach’s interaction 
with my parents that really blew me away. My mother told me that she could tell he 
was a man of faith, and what he had to say gave her chills. Previous to becoming a 
softball coach, he worked as a plant manager in the World Trade Center buildings 
when 9/11 occurred. He survived, and he knew that he lived on for a reason. It was 
this same belief that led him to believe I should really consider going to NYU. 

 went and visited the school and absolutely loved it, and decided that’s where 
I wanted to go. Deciding where to go to college is extremely nerve-racking, but it 
was definitely made easier by the simple conviction that NYU is where God wants 
me to be. It’s also convenient that NYU is only an hour and a half train ride from 
my twin brother who will be at Villanova. And while he isn’t quick to admit it, I 
know that he likes that statistic as well.

As I go off to start my adventures in New York City, I know that it will be dif-
ficult to leave my familiar support systems. As I was reading through 2 Corinthians 
for context, I found a chunk of scripture that really spoke to me. 2 Corinthians 3:1-4 
says: “Are we beginning to commend ourselves again? Or do we need, like some 
people, letters of recommendation to you or from you? You yourselves are our let-
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ter, written on our hearts, known and read by everyone. You show that you are a 
letter from Christ, the result of our ministry, written not with ink but with the Spirit 
of the living God, not on tablets of stone but on tablets of human hearts. Such is the 
confidence we have through Christ before God.” 

While I try to ignore the instinctive stress associated with the phrase “letter 
of recommendation,” I leave you with a glowing face, Christ in my heart, and the 
determination to live my life with #nofilter. 

Thank you.  
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