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Good morning. 

Many of you may know that my husband is in law school down the street at 

Wake, and he reminded me that whenever you’re about to do something 

dangerous, you should add a quick disclaimer to get you off the hook for any 

potential damages that may occur. You know, kind of like when you’re behind 

a dump truck full of gravel, and painted on the back of the truck in big letters 

is Stay Back, driver not responsible for flying debris or damage to your 

vehicle.  

So, before I start preaching this morning, this sermon comes with a little 

disclaimer- all questions, comments and concerns about the theology 

contained in this sermon should be directed to your rector, Rev. Lawrence 

Womack. You see, he loves Trinity Sunday, and would be happy to answer 

any burning questions you might have concerning Trinitarian theology. 

Preacher not responsible for flying theological debris.  

-ok, I feel a little better.   

 I’ve been asking myself over the past few weeks why on earth I asked to 

preach today. Truthfully, I was looking logistically at my summer calendar, 

and then when I saw that the best practical date was Trinity Sunday, I kind of 

panicked.  

You see, Trinity Sunday is a land mine zone, filled with dangerous obstacles to 

avoid! For instance, you could get caught using overly complicated 

Trinitarian language that you learned in seminary, forgot, and then 

discovered again on Google. Or, you could get caught up in some cheesy 

metaphor about the trinity being like the paschal candle, wick and 

flame…yeah, you definitely don’t want to go there.  

So, I read over the lectionary again and again, and one thing kept sticking out 

to me- the power of language. In Isaiah, the mighty Seraphim speak “Holy, 

Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts, the whole Earth is full of his Glory.” I don’t 

imagine this was a beautiful, harmonious and subtle declaration, rather I’m 

guessing it was awesomely terrifying, loud and ominous like thunder. They 

speak, and the thresholds shake, and the house fills with smoke. 
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 And our prophet wonders aloud how he can possibly do this work, how he 

can speak of the most high, when he is so low, so unclean, so unworthy. And 

yet, that fear is burnt away, and almost as quickly as he denies what he thinks 

impossible, he then rises up and says, “God, send me.” 

And, our Gospel reading for today contains one of the most recognized verses 

in the entire Bible- "For God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, so 

that everyone who believes in him may not perish but may have eternal life.” 

It’s been on the lips of every preacher, almost every billboard, a standard on 

bumper stickers and at sporting events. 

Language is a powerful thing-powerful enough to make a mortal man become 

a prophet, a voice of God. Powerful enough to be emblazoned in the hearts 

and minds of a culture. Language is important, and dangerous- full of love, 

hate and everything in between. Words help us define the world we’re in, our 

feelings, our ambitions, our understanding of how God works in the world 

and how God works through us.  

And yet, I get stuck with the language-I get stuck on why we use these 

Trinitarian terms and images to describe our One God. Why make it so 

complicated, and on the flip side- how can we simplify the all knowing, all 

powerful creator into three neat categories?  Father, Son, Holy Spirit. Done-

decided by a council in 325 and solidified in our weekly worship to this day. 

That, my friends is the power of language. 

In my day to day life, I hear a lot of strange types of languages and 

descriptions come together. Every week I sit in team meetings where we go 

through each and every one of our hospice patients and present on their 

condition. It goes something like this- the nurse tells us that our patient, 

Katherine is a level of care one, is ambulatory and is on continuous oxygen. 

The nurse tells us about the patient’s body- what it’s doing, what it’s not 

doing and how we are managing that person physically.  

And then the social worker tells us who the power of attorney is, what medical 

documents and advanced directives they have in place and what the family 

issues and pressures are, the psychosocial picture of the patient and their 

needs.   
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And then, the chaplain inserts language to describe where this person is 

spiritually- what are those pains, what is their faith life like in relation to their 

illness story-where are the struggles, the fears and the hopes about their 

condition. How do they pray, what do they pray for, what parts of their faith 

are intact, and what have they left behind?  

We all contribute vital language, that paints a better picture of the totality of 

the patient’s condition. We all use our own professional terms and insight to 

broaden the scope of care, and at the most basic level- to remind each other 

that this is not a just a name on a long list, but a person and family who are 

under our care. We all need to hear the whole story.  

People have argued for thousands of years over the language necessary to tell 

the whole story of God. Councils formed to denounce heretics and form 

boarders around how we do or don’t talk about God. Creeds were formulated 

to help make clear how we perceive God- how we affirm our faith in the 

Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit.  

Let’s face it, our language makes us pretty concerned with specifics. Some 

would say it suffocates God, others would say it defines the beautiful, 

symbiotic way in which God is in relationship with the created World. I will 

tell you in all honesty, I think it’s a little bit of both.   

People don’t want to mess with Trinitarian language, it borders on heresy- 

but, if we don’t use the gift of language to explore our theology, we leave 

ourselves with what we think we already know. I’d rather have a heretical 

discussion about God, than to not talk about God at all.  

I would rather say that I don’t particularly care for the masculine tones we 

use to describe the trinity, than just to leave it alone to gather dust, to 

abandon the language altogether, instead of exploring the richness of the three 

in one.  

 This diocese has been told by our Bishop that the church cannot remain 

stagnant, that we cannot keep doing what we’ve always done, that we’ve got to 

pick up and move to Galilee, to the world where things are a mess, where 

language is used to exclude, discriminate and destroy.  We are charged with 
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infusing into a Galilee a language that is inclusive on a cosmic level, that is 

love and sacrifice and joy all at the same time. The trinity is boldly inclusive, 

organic-not 1.2.3., but moving, constantly showing us what God can do, not 

what God leaves out or behind.  

The wonderful and imaginative C.S Lewis says this, “God is not a static thing 

– not even a person – but a dynamic pulsating activity, a life, almost a kind of 

drama.”  

So, maybe at first glance, the basic language of the trinity doesn’t make a lot 

of sense-seems archaic-out of touch with the rest of the world. But, Our 

language is not supposed to mirror the world, it’s charged with changing it. So 

maybe we tug at the words, challenge the language of God, look for ways of 

pouring the inclusiveness of the trinity into the chaos of life. Maybe sometimes 

we all risk becoming heretics in Galilee. But, we don’t leave God behind.  

And we challenge others when they try to bind the Trinity- for at its core, it is 

boundless. We challenge others when they say the language of God is for you, 

but not for those people, those others who don’t quite fit in with whatever and  

whoever we’ve chosen God to be. People use the language of God to craft 

politics that exclude, tear down and split apart. But, No-that is not God, that 

is not the beauty of the Holy, Holy, Holy that made Isaiah’s ears ring. 

There is a famous image called the pale, blue dot-it is an image of earth from 

3.7 billion miles away, taken by Voyager 1- on the very outer edge of our solar 

system. It is remarkable, in that the earth is so unremarkable- so small, so 

scattered  in between everything else, so seemingly insignificant. And yet, that 

pale blue dot is everything we know.  

Carl Sagan explains it like this: “Look again at that dot. That's here. That's 

home. That's us. On it everyone you love, everyone you know, everyone you 

ever heard of, every human being who ever was, lived out their lives. Every 

hero and coward, every creator and destroyer of civilization, every king and 

peasant, every young couple in love, every mother and father, hopeful child, 

inventor and explorer, every teacher of morals, every corrupt politician, every 

saint and sinner in the history of our species lived there – on a mote of dust 

suspended in a sunbeam.”  



5 
 

Now, I’m not sure how Carl Sagan would feel about my using one of his 

quotes in a sermon, he was no fan of organized religion- his religion was 

science. And yet, what he is doing here is what we do with the language of the 

trinity- we are trying to make sense of how the world works-how God, the 

creator, redeemer and sustainer could care for his children, could so love the 

world, this pale blue dot.  

It’s overwhelming, and no matter what we say or do, sometimes the words 

just don’t cut it. Maybe it’s ok for us to wrestle with the divine, to look at 

ourselves from 3.7 billion miles away and just be speechless. 

So, is all of this to say that we don’t need this language, this Trinitarian 

attempt at divine vocabulary? No, we do. We need the language, it is old, and 

it is sometimes a little awkward, but it can and does remind us of how God 

moves within us and weaves hope and redemption into this fragile, broken 

world.  

But the trinity is more than words, more than language- it is infused in all that 

we do as the people of God. It is infused into our worship, into how we love 

one another, into how we reach out our hand to others instead of casting them 

away into darkness-it’s not putting a bumper sticker of John 3:16 on our cars 

and having that be enough, but getting out there into the gritty realities of 

Galilee and showing exactly how God so loved the world.  

May the power of the language of God inspire us all to do more than what we 

can articulate.  

May the gift of language propel us into demonstrating the unspeakable love of 

God.  Amen. 

  

 


