
Here we are on Trinity Sunday the only church festival not based on something that 
happened to Christ, a day for much loud and awkward pontificating on the nature of the 
Trinity, a day when congregations across the world hear what anecdote their preacher has 
come up with to faultlessly explain exactly what the Trinity is.  
 
Rest assured, I am not going to try this. I don’t have a three part metaphor about the Trinity, 
my imagination is not up to that particular challenge. I, and it should be said, most ministers 
and preachers I know, don’t see Trinity Sunday as a day to explain the trinity to make sure 
all in our congregations know exactly what our doctrine says about this mysterious, 
threefold notion. A lot of people when talking about how you should preach on this day, say 
look- just preach the text. Which is what I’ll do.  
It’s worth saying that while our faith affirms that God is three in one, Father, Spirit, Son, that 
we have named it. Men have named the Trinity, and we’ve chucked a lot of doctrine around 
how we understand it. This is important work, and doesn’t come from nowhere, but it’s 
important to remember that we often do a lot of the movement of ‘figuring this out’, when 
Godself is possibly doing something else. And I think our readings point us to this truth too.  
 
Last week we remembered the gift of the spirit, the provocative, wild breath of God which is 
present within us, calling us out of ourselves and reminding us that the church is not to be 
made something that looks like us. this week in a way, we have readings that point us to the 
other two ‘parts’ of the Trinity, but also, to the holy work that this triune God is doing.  
 
The two readings we have today could not seem more different.  
One offers us a poetic, songlike vision of God the creator, calling the universe into being. 
And the other is the passage we have termed, for better or worse, the great commission; 
Jesus last chat with his disciples on a mountainside, according to Matthew.  
 
The passage that begins our sacred book is like a symphony. If you close your eyes, you can 
see, and hear the slow birthing of all that is. Interestingly, the language used here in a lot of 
translations is ‘in the beginning”, but could be better translated what appears in some 
versions; “when god began to create”.  
 
When God began to create, and the light grew in the distance and the moving wind of God’s 
breath slowly stirred waters to life, and drew land out of them, and called trees and plants 
and animals and birds out of the waters and the earth as the music builds from a gentle 
pulse to a soaring, intricate, busy cacophony, as swirling colours, moving and separating 
elements, and feathered, sleek, clawed, running writhing gliding creatures burst into life in 
all places.  
I like to think the music is drawn into itself a little as God creates human creatures. The 
heavenly beings hold their breath as God lovingly creates things in God’s image, and grants 
them care over the earth and all in it. And then in an ever more glorious crescendo, God 
rests and the earth celebrates her birth, all parts in harmony with one another.  
 
 
This week I was reminded that the genesis creation story was likely written during the 
period of exile, when the Israelites were taken forcibly to Babylon to live out there days, 
away from home, from family, from familiarity, from the markers of their faith and identity, 



that which made them who they were. They were lost, traumatised, grieving, longing for a 
sense of purpose, comfort and meaning.  
 
Imagine how comforting the words of the first chapter of Genesis would be, in this situation.  
 
In a place of confusion and turmoil, here is God bringing beautiful order from chaos.  
In a place of loss and uncertainty, God is here shown as stepping gloriously and slowly 
through the world, offering a place for everything. God is creating out of love, is birthing the 
spheres of the earth, the animals, the waters, and declaring them all good.  
In a place of feeling unsure of your place in the world, God is shown as maker and Lord over 
all, in control, causing all things to move and work together, showing dependence as a gift, 
and offering people a place in this work.  
 
In fact, both of these readings were written at times of great suffering for God’s people. 
Though they were no longer in exile at the time of Matthew, they were an occupied people, 
playing reluctant host to an invading army and the oppressive whims of their leader.  
 
And they are offered too, comfort. Not in the form of an ode to God’s creative force and 
life-giving presence, but in a reminder of Jesus as one to whom the creative and life-giving 
authority of God has been given. A reminder that the presence of their Lord and saviour will 
be with them until the end of the age. As God has been present since the beginning.  
And it doesn’t stop there. They, even more explicitly than in the Genesis reading, are invited 
into the movement of God. Jesus here says go, go and make disciples, which really means 
teach, walk alongside, show the way of love that Jesus has born.  
 
There is another interesting linguistic fact hidden in this passage. Though the text is often 
translated ‘they worshipped him, but some doubted’ it is perhaps a lot more accurate to say 
‘they worshipped him, and doubted’ 
 
 They worshipped him, they were reminded that the authority of the Father, the creator, 
God With Us is given to Jesus, and then they are told they are a part of this too- they are to 
teach and proclaim and live out the kingdom. But they also doubted. Here, doubt and 
worship are comingled. This alone should be pretty good news for us. and as they doubt, 
and as they worship, they are called and commissioned; given what they need to go forth 
and do this very good work. 
Even them. Even with doubt.  
 
So where does this leave us on Trinity Sunday? Let me tell you- it leaves us somewhere 
exciting. We see here a God who is not removed, not alone, not unconcerned, but who is 
with, who is moving, who is accompanied and accompanying, who is active and present and 
who births, as well as life, connection and community.  
Something to say about this that I sort of hinted at in the early word about Psalm 8, none of 
this is about us. The work of God, the very being of God, god’s very self is about connection 
and creation, and this goes on without us. God, Jesus, the Spirit of God are all involved in 
the dance of remaking, loving into salvation all that is, and we don’t need to be involved, 
and we often sideline ourselves as we argue about what constitutes church and which 
buildings are for what but somehow we get to be a part of it anyway, which is not a right 



but a beautiful gift. God continues doing the work of creation, Jesus is still saving, still 
meeting people, still found in the outcast, the poor, the lost, The spirit is still moving, 
inspiring, setting alight the hearts that are open to it. Thank God this story isn’t about us. 
Thank God the work of God in community carries on outside of our dithering, and is still 
gracious and generous and dynamic enough to make room for us.  
 
This God, by the nature of who God is, is about movement toward and the loving of, all 
persons, all parts of the created order. We see this in the Genesis story, we see in God’s 
interaction with God’s people throughout their history and life, and we see it in the Son who 
shows this movement and love in a life of grace, solidarity, healing and forgiveness. This 
same movement, this same work, the life-giving authority of God, given to Jesus is handed 
to us. this eternal passage towards one another, the driving force to be with, to love and 
heal and forgive calls us into its sway.  
We would be remiss if we didn’t address the fact that God’s loving and healing movement 
and desire extends not only to us, and to human creatures, but to the blessed world we 
dwell in. this world made with love and care and handed to us to help care for, and which 
we have failed in our duty to protect. God has not ceased creating, and part of what God’s 
creative work is, is the remaking all things to their rightful state, the setting right of all 
things.  
 
 
There is a famous icon of the Trinity, by Andre Rublev. I have attached it to the email.  
It depicts three angelic figures seated at a table. It was inspired by the story in the OT of 3 
angelic visitors who drop in on Abraham and Sarah. Rublev was increasingly convinced that 
here in this early story, was a depiction of the trinity itself, popping in for dinner.  
The painting is provocative and beautiful and grows more so the more time you spend with 
it. The three figures look and gently gesture to one another around the table which is set 
with the wine and the bread of holy communion; that sacred celebration of sacred 
hospitality. And though three sides of the table are taken with angels, or with the members 
of the trinity, the fourth, the side offered to the viewer of the painting, is empty. Or rather, 
is occupied by all who look upon the scene. The one who observes this glorious moment is 
invited into it.  
 
We are a part of the movement of the divine, the dance of father, spirit, and son. We are 
God’s worshipping, doubting, dancing, fumbling people, reminded today that our God is not 
a stagnant God on a throne far removed, but is a God who creates, and wants us to do the 
same, who sees a world that is good, and wants us to do the same and help make it good 
again. Who seeks and births connection, and wants us to do the same. And who is lord of 
all, and who even then, wants us to be involved in the sacred work of the saving of the 
world.  
Amen.  
 


