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This past Thursday I put my teenage son a flight to Spain. For 10 days he will walk the Camino de 

Santiago – a holy trail that Christian pilgrims have been walking for over 500 years. I felt clingy as we 

gathered with his group next to the American ticket counter, and my son, ever patient in this way, let me 

hug and kiss and fawn over him in front of his friends.  

 

As Michael and I drove away, I marveled at how quickly my son has grown these past years, and 

allowed myself (just for a moment) to walk down memory lane, to the day he was born. It was February 

22, 2003, and there I was in the delivery room at Abbott-Northwestern holding this beautiful boy for the 

first time. The birth had come on fast and hard. After a harrowing 20-minute ride through the quagmire 

of Minneapolis streets, we arrived with a mere 4 minutes to spare. Just a few days before my son’s birth, 

Michael and I were at Linden Hills park watching our then-3-year-old daughter play. It was in that 

moment that we wondered aloud how we could ever love another person as much as we loved her. I 

remember looking down into the face of my beautiful baby boy, just minutes old, and thinking how 

Michael and I could ever have had a minute’s concern that there wouldn’t be room in our hearts for 

another. In that moment I was given one of the most important lessons of my life: there is always more 

room for more love. Love cannot be contained or quantified. There is always more room for more love.  

 

That moment, and so many others to follow in parenting, was the work of the Holy. When people ask 

me why I believe in God, how I know that God is real, I usually describe a moment, an experience like 

this one, when there was no doubt that God’s presence filled the space around me with meaning and 

power, grace and peace.  

 

Conversely, one of the things least likely to get us to such a place of transcendence is yet another 

discussion of the “Nature of the Trinity.” But here it is again, Trinity Sunday, our patronal feast, the day 

dreaded by many preachers who make the mistake, year after year, of attempting to define the Trinity, 

attempting to teach what cannot – ultimately – be defined or taught. The Trinity isn’t about precision or 

definition. The Trinity is about mystery. The Trinity is about us. The Trinity is about our experience of 

God.  

 

Trinity Sunday is grounded in the words of today’s scripture, part of the four chapters of John’s Gospel 

called the “Farewell Discourse.” Jesus is preparing for his death and the retched days to come, and he is 

giving his disciples all of the instruction, all of the love, all of the power they will need to carry the 

Good News out into the world after he is gone. In this morning’s small section, Jesus touches on what 

the disciples can expect: the Holy Spirit will be there to guide them, tell them the truth, and open the 

future to them. God will give them everything else – legitimacy, peace, compassion, presence – just as 

God gave Jesus what he needed. And Jesus, well, his words and teaching will be there to sustain and 

guide. Jesus. God. The Holy Spirit. They will all have a part to play in sustaining the important ministry 

ahead.  

 

Jesus’ Farewell Discourse is as close as Jesus ever came to the topic of the Trinity. To be precise, Jesus 

never said anything about God in three persons, and the word “Trinity” does not appear one, single time 

in the Bible. It wasn’t until hundreds of years later when the bishops of the church and their armies met 
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in 325 AD at Nicaea which is in present-day Turkey. There, amidst heated debate, they cobbled together 

the Nicene Creed, that attempt to define the three parts of God: the God who created the earth and its 

beauty; the Son who taught, healed, and sacrificed, the Holy Spirit that pours God’s love into us and 

lives in us still. We say the Nicene Creed most Sundays and in some ways, for some people, it still dogs 

us.  

 

You may have some idea of how many pages of diagrams, metaphors and tomes of theological 

haranguing exist which try to “explain” the Trinity. Shamrocks, a triangle inside a circle, an egg, water 

as liquid, steam, and ice…Endless and exacting attempts to visualize and clearly define the nature of the 

Trinity and the nature of God. 

 

St. Augustine alone wrote 14 volumes about the Trinity. In the year 1054 the Christian Church ripped 

itself in half, partially because of an argument about the Trinity. There was originally only one Christian 

Church, but what became the Western (or Roman Catholic) segment of the Church argued that the Holy 

Spirit descends from the Father and the Son, and what became the Eastern (or Orthodox) segment of the 

church insisted that the Holy Spirit proceeds from the Father AND the Son. They took the details of 

their doctrinal questions very seriously at Nicaea! But divining wedges into the Godhead and splitting 

hairs only lead to divining wedges between brothers and sisters in Christ.  

 

And, if you’re not following my argument here, let me put it in the frame of a joke.  

 

Jesus asked his disciples: “Who do you say that I am?” To which Peter, the disciple whom he loved, 

replied, “Thou art the Logos, existing in the Father as His rationality and then, by an act of His will, 

being generated, in consideration of the various functions by which God is related to his creation, each 

member of the Trinity being coequal with every other member, and each acting inseparably with an 

interpenetrating every other member, with only an economic subordination within God, but causing no 

division which would make the substance no longer simple.”  

 

And Jesus said unto him, “What?”  

 

The thing is (and here is your takeaway for today) the Trinity is not really about God, it is about us. 

Instead of attempting to define the nature of God (which is outrageously arrogant and impossible), the 

Trinity points us instead to ways we experience God. There is a huge difference here. The Trinity is not 

about definition. It’s about experience. God is not divided into three parts that are also one – in fact, God 

is more than any definition that our human language can create. The Trinity is a signpost, a trail marker, 

an arrow, that points us to the deeper, fuller truth of the vastness that is God, expressed in many forms, 

moving in mysterious ways. The Trinity points us to the truth that any language about God limits God, 

because the ways we can experience God are infinite, and do not fit into any formula or diagram or 

definition or doctrine our human minds can devise.  

Our priest associate, Anne, has studied for years with the theologian Richard Rohr. A few weeks ago she 

gave me a piece that he had written in which he approaches the Trinity as three different kinds of 

energy, each a form of what he calls “Yes” energy. “If God is a dynamic flow,” he writes, “instead of a 

static substance, then we can and should be able to experience this God in at least three inner ways: As 

Formless Mystery, as Incarnate Embodiment, and as Indwelling Energy (Father, Son, and Holy Spirit). 

In each case, the Trinitarian life will be experienced as an inner aliveness, a movement, a real energy 

flowing through us, which is actually eager to use us as a vehicle of transmission….When the Energy is 
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beyond words and content as Mystery, this is God energy. When the Energy has an embodied, specific, 

and personal sense to it, this is Christ Energy. When the Energy is stirring, motivating, and expansive, 

this is Spirit Energy.” 

 

The most wonderful thing about our ever-changing limitless God is that rarely do we have the same 

experience twice in a row. As one theologian said, “Some days God comes as a judge, walking through 

our lives wearing white gloves and exposing all the messes we have made. Other days God comes as a 

shepherd, fending off our enemies and feeding us by hand. Some days God comes as a whirlwind who 

blows all our certainties away. Other days God comes as a brooding hen who hides us in the shelter of 

her wings. Some days God comes as a dazzling monarch and other days as a silent servant. If we were to 

name all the ways God comes to us, the list would go on forever: God the teacher, the challenger, the 

helper, the stranger; God the lover, the adversary, the yes and the no. I may love best the New Orleans 

Cajun definition of the Trinity as “onions, celery and green pepper,” and when garlic is added this 

becomes the Holy Trinity because it makes any dish divine. God as garlic. So cool.  

 

As Christians we have two faith statements. First, God is many. That Trinitarian faith statement is our 

confession that God comes to us in all kinds of ways, as different from one another as they can be. And, 

second: God is one. Not contradictory statements, just what is. Our Christian forebears learned the hard 

way that we cannot accomplish one, single thing by driving wedges into the divine self. All we can do is 

decide whether or not to open ourselves up to a God whose freedom and imagination boggles our minds. 

We need not hold ourselves responsible for explaining what cannot be explained. Perhaps the most 

faithful response is to continue to sniff around the edges of mystery, and then, to tell each other our 

stories -- to boldly confess to each other what it is like when we are in the presence of God. Maybe God 

calls us, through the Trinity, to hunt for something closer to an experience, than an answer. Amen.  


