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Isaiah 6:1-8

Psalm 29

Romans 8:12-17

John 3:1-17

Holy and blessed Three, glorious Trinity//wisdom// love, might, boundless as ocean’s tide/ rolling in fullest pride// through the world far and wide/ let there be light.  AMEN.

Trinity Sunday is, on the one hand unique in the church year, and on the other, tells the story of every Sunday and day, in a different voice. Always the Sunday after Pentecost, Trinity Sunday is one dedicated to the concept of the Trinity. I’ve found some mild humor in the traditions that called Pentecost, Whitsun, and so was white, leading into Trinity, green, and so on to the season of Pentecost, which would be red, but it’s not.  There’s a mixture of colors, a tricolor or banner of the coming together of the words about the Trinity. Today’s lessons have a particularly literal minded sentence apiece, “I saw the Lord sitting on a throne…saying to me “Whom shall I send, and who will go for us” I said, “Send me.” That’s the Lord, Creator, Father”s line.

The Gospel says that, “God so loved the world that he gave his only Son so that anyone who believes in him may have eternal life.” That’s a description, but not a story about Jesus, and the reading from Romans says “When we cry, ‘Abba, Father! It is that very Spirit bearing witness with our spirit that we are children of God” —that’s the Sprit’s identifying line. The lessons suggest almost tag lines for each, but each line is an identifying assertion, but is not particularly personal or narrative. 

A friend at Cynthia’s Pape’s ordination said he was preaching about the Trinity being about God’s relationships, to us through the Son and the Spirit. He’d done his homily in timely fashion, and so he spoke of the Trinity showing the ways God is in relationship. He had good solid theological references to elucidate his points but I didn’t engage in it much.

Trinity Sunday begins the long green season, green for growing, for life, for living, for keeping on keeping on and so Jeffrey Mills and I chose to renew our baptismal Covenant for two reasons. For each of us, it is our first and in some ways, strongest personal association with the Trinity as such. Each of us was baptized in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, and so we thought we’d remind each of us of our own relationship with the Trinity, and also of the first biblical articulation of that single force of God, but in three aspects/ beings /persons/ livings/ energies/realities or however better to word these Three.

And today begins the long green season, also called Ordinary Time. Ordinary is from the word, “ordinal,” an ordinal number being different from a cardinal number. Cardinals describe a quantity of things: three persons, five wounds, two cousins, or one savior. Ordinals list off the thing in a series of numbers from a starting point, the first, second, third, for example after Epiphany or Pentecost, There are 33 or 34 of these, each listed in order, but there are so many of these green Sundays in the year that instead of being called just the ordinal number 8, the 8th Sunday after the major event, these Sundays came to be called ordinally time or “ordinary” time. Then ordinary came to mean “common” or even “dreary” rather than simply numbered days or Sundays.

Week by week in this season after Pentecost, after Trinity, we’ll hear the teachings of Jesus, mainly from Mark’s Gospel except for 5 weeks in August when we’ll hear about the Bread of life from John’s Gospel— Mark’s Gospel is shorter than the other three and so John’s text fills out the weeks.  On Trinity we hear these three familiar thumbnail descriptions. Most of us have heard this new formulation: Earth Maker, Pain Bearer, Life Giver from the New Zealand Prayerbook. These are useful action doer persons, but to limit Jesus to Pain Bearer, or to claim the earth as God’s only work is simply not enough, and these names feel like labels not descriptions of the living God, who could include and know us.

The hymn/poem line I began with: (Holy and blessed Three, glorious Trinity)/wisdom/love, might, boundless as ocean’s tide/ rolling in fullest pride/ through the world far and wide/ let there be light/ uses light to represent the energy person of God, and then abstract nouns and ever-changing physical realities: ocean’s tide, and the whole world, but even this poetry lacks relational human love, but I said while the Trinity was a theory, a theological description, the Trinity also is like other Sundays. The Trinity is about people’s experiences. How do we, does any of us know about the creation and beginnings of the world? Does any of us know from a written theology, or rather from a perfect day at the beach, an astonishing walk in the mountains, a relentless rainy day that surrounds and contains us? Is our experience of either making things ourselves or random and spontaneous building and making things an adequate explanation for the myriad of creatures, the astonishing delights of spring blossoms, or of the mysteries of viruses? How do we explain the surges of energy in artists’ creativity or justice workers’ persistence over and over to make a better world? How do we know about the rightness of some relationship, usually with people, but I’m also told with dear dogs and maybe cats? We experience in the trust and warmth with a child, the contact with a fellow seeker, the exhilaration of connecting with another person, and the way it makes us feel that we have a stake in the universe, that we are part of the plan of creation, because of the strength of reciprocity with people. We have read and heard that Jesus cared about people in a variety of situations, he showed that simple woes and systemic problems were ones to address, whether a sick child, running out of wine, or coping with a crowd’s hunger. We have all experienced that working on such situations sometimes hooks us into “the meaning of life,” not to put too silly a name to it, or to the creativity of being. Providing nurturing shelter may be at Pine Street, but it also may be at student health services, concerts, libraries, and other more mundane locales. Somehow in doing the work we feel connected to the Spirit to be involved with people, and that doing makes us feel right and slotted into the whole.

It’s clear why poets and theologians try to help us understand these relationships, instead of our trying to describe out own experiences of fitting into the world, our own lives, the lives of others, and into some version of “wisdom, love, might.” We have been told and maybe learned that even though a writer writes a text, the text is not exclusively set by the writer. The text works on its readers, and their experience also shapes the understanding of that text.  While we are told of the work and doing of the persons of the Trinity, it is our experience in our own lives and faith that causes us to reach for names and ideas. Whatever the usual stories are on Sundays, it is our experience with them that changes us and allows us to hear, read, mark, and inwardly digest even narrative stories. When instead we are faced with abstract descriptions of the creation, the work of Jesus, and the renewing of the energies of the Spirit, we really only have our own experience to understand with.

When the Deacons were all in their row, freshly ordained, they each had a sort of goofy expression, like couples who’ve just recognized that the other makes them more than they used to understand themselves as, or people working on hard problems suddenly see ranks and files appearing in the amorphous details they’d been pushing around. We each know that experience. It’s hard to put in to words and we’re often reluctant to talk about these experiences because the force that impels them is both so outside of us and so inside of us. Why not call it the Spirit? It’s a shorthand tag, but it beats the laborious descriptions to get to that. Similarly the experience of wonder at creation can just as well be names acknowledging the Creator. We recognize that somehow in the midst of creation, we ourselves are both a part of it, but often bring to it, to the Creation, a blemish, a sour note, an imperfection. Every one of the deacons just fresh from the Bishop’s laying on of hands, felt unworthy. That God would choose them for their chosen work, and to have that choice publicly affirmed, meant that in addition to their work, it would be God’s work—and no one feels worthy to be publicly acknowledged as one chosen by God. Each feels to be a person of “unclean lips,” but that’s what Jesus understood.

At some level all people feel not worthy of being the Creator’s Creation. Although we often are eager to say with the young Isaiah, “Send me,” we just don’t think we’re enough. Jesus lived just as one of us, and when he knew he was going to be executed he prayed not to have to do that. He didn’t like what God’s choice for him was, but he took a deep breath, and said “according to your will.” That surrender of personal agenda and choice, that willingness not to fight what God wanted for him, is what we know is hard for us. Jesus made that choice, slowly and somewhat sadly, but without further quibble. Jesus let God direct his life in thought, word, and deed.

Our understanding of his choice, and our attempt to emulate his pattern of life keeps our appreciation for the wonders of Creation from being a simple Creationist faith. It is in the context of the breadth and wonder of Creation that we experience our almost inevitable sense of not being enough in line with that very creation—we’re people of unclean lips, one way or another. While we are trying to be people sent by God, we encounter our own flaws, and it is there that Jesus points the way, modeling for us a path of “according to thy will.” We can experience strengthening, literally “comfort,” alone when we are helped onto God’s paths  (incidentally that recognition of God’s presence with us alone is what’s called prayer…) or in various communities of learning, like this one, or of eating not for “solace only, but for strength,” or in various communities of working. Somehow when we garden together we understand not only our connection with the Creator, but also with the mercy of forgiveness that Jesus shows us that God always gives us. Somehow it is our daily and life’s experience of the reality of those ways of knowing God. It’s the same light in our lives, but sometimes our connection to the Creation is enlightened by the work Jesus did, to demonstrate our being offered forgiveness. Sometimes our connection is in doing work on the list of what God has outlined for us: feeding the hungry, helping the poor, comforting the sorrowing and so on, and we know the energy to do that is God’s energizing Spirit, sometimes that Spirit sets us into action and we work with saving the creation, or following the work of Jesus. It’s all back and forth, with a single Unity of majesty to worship and a glorious Trinity of experienced realities of ways God enters our lives, work, communities, and patterns. Three in One oil works three ways at least, but fits in the red and white can easily and recognizably. It is our experience that makes the Three in One and One in Three reality of God so beyond our understanding and so much our layered, personal and communal, experience. We celebrate and wonder at that mystery of God’s presence for us, and we live into it daily, always giving thanks for this Mystery.  It is Good News.
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