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From the bulletin,  

 you know today is Trinity Sunday. 
How many of you know  

why we celebrate Trinity Sunday? 
It has nothing to do  

with a certain university in San Antonio.  
In a nutshell, 

Trinity Sunday acknowledges  
God is three persons in one substance 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. 
 

This kind of language makes  
theologians’ hearts beat faster. 

But, it doesn’t have that effect on everyone. 
So, before your eyes glaze over 

and you begin to contemplate lunch,  
 let me quickly add  
  that the Trinity is about relationships. 

More specifically, it’s about  
God’s relationship with the world 

and God’s relationship  with each of us. 
Always, what God does is relational and inviting. 
It is never authoritarian or insistent. 
This way of being in the world  

reflects who God is within God’s self. 
 

In addition to revealing  
that all of life is relational, 

the Trinity also reveals  
that we are each  

more than meets the eye.   
We are each  

more than we define ourselves as 
  at any given moment.  
The world is more than meets the eye. 
Life in all its myriad forms  

is more than meets the eye. 
And what do we do with this knowledge  

that is too wonderful for us? 
We flatten out   

this amazing, multidimensional creation.  
We reduce it to two dimensions. 
In so doing, we lose sight  



of who we are in all our complexity  
and also of who others are  

in all of their complexity. 
 
You may know that I have been attending  

a Bible study Thursday afternoons  
for several years now.   

Kathy Trevino leads it 
and is also the one,  

who invited me to join the group. 
I was hesitant,  
 because I did not know  

any of the other women. 
But, I knew Kathy  

and wanted to be a part  
of a regular Bible study 

  so I set my uneasiness aside. 
I am so glad I did. 
It has been wonderful  

to engage in regular study  
of scripture with others 

  and in the process  
to have God knit  

our hearts together. 
Each woman there is truly my sister in Christ. 
 
Several months ago, one of the women, Alice, 
 began having pain in her gut. 
She gave the pain two weeks to get out of Dodge 
 and then went to the doctor. 
Alice is a down-to-earth,  

no-nonsense kind of woman. 
The doctor took her pain seriously. 
He ran a variety of tests and found nothing. 
The pain did not go away. 
In fact it got worse. 
The doctor ordered more tests.  
Again, nothing showed up.   
This went on for a couple of months.   
Finally, the doctor suggested  

that Alice see an oncologist. 
Following additional, more esoteric tests,  
 the oncologist diagnosed Alice  

with peritoneal cancer, 
   which is very rare. 
 
After more consultation  

with her oncologist here in Austin 
 and also with one at MD Anderson,  



it was decided Alice would have  
a series of nine chemo treatments,  

one “heavy” dose  
followed by two “light” doses 

  over a period of nine weeks. 
The good news was  

the chemo would be administered  
here in Austin, 

  which kept Alice home. 
 
The day before her first dose, 
 we met at my house  
  and led by Kathy  

anointed Alice for the journey 
    she was about to take. 
Using anointing oil,  

we marked Alice with the sign of the cross  
 and offered up our prayers for her.  

Then, Kathy wrapped Alice in a quilt 
 that had been made for her husband Juan 
  by the congregation he was serving   
   when he was diagnosed with cancer.  
A symbol of love,  

it went with him to all his chemo treatments. 
The quilt was Kathy’s gift to Alice  

that she might feel our love  
fueled by God’s love 

  when she had her chemo treatments. 
  
The quilt went with Alice the next day. 
It was a “big” day ~ 
 first chemo treatment,  

heavy dose. 
A communication snafu  
 between the doc here and the doc  

at MD Anderson had to be resolved.   
That took time.  
Eventually, much later than planned, 
 the chemo began.   
 
It was early evening  

before Alice,  
her daughter Amy,  

and her brother left. 
Everyone was exhausted.  
Amy headed to her house to get her uncle’s C-pap.  
Alice and her brother headed to Church’s  

to get supper.  
The plan was for Amy to take the C-pap to Church’s  



so her uncle could spend the night with Alice.  
 
Amy made the delivery and headed home.   
Shortly afterward,  

Alice and her brother  
gathered up their things  

and started to Alice’s. 
They had gone about halfway 

when Alice’s brother realized  
he had left the C-pap at Church’s.  

Alice immediately turned the car around  
and headed back.  

Both of them were dog tired, 
 but they needed to find the machine  

so her brother could sleep,   
They did a thorough search  

of the store, the grounds, the bushes. 
It was gone.   
Apparently, someone had walked off with it.  
Disheartened, they returned to the car,  

climbed in,  
and drove home. 

Neither had the energy to speak. 
At home, they ate a bite and went to bed.   
It was 11:30pm, 

and the day had begun before sun up. 
 
Alice’s head had barely hit the pillow  

when the phone rang. 
A woman at Church’s discovered the bag  

in the bushes near the entry door  
 when she was locking up.   

Opening it, she found Alice’s contact info inside.  
Quickly, Alice rousted her brother, 

 and together they drove back to Church’s. 
The woman had said she would wait for them  

to return to the store. 
Once there, Alice tried  

to give the woman some money 
to thank her for waiting for them,  

but the woman refused 
saying it was the right thing to do.  

 
Who do you see  

when you go into a fast food establishment? 
Do you see a human being  

in all of his or her complexity? 
Do you see a person  

with hopes and dreams,  



fears and regrets,  
joys and sorrows? 

Do you see a human being like you are,  
 multifaceted and complex,  
  someone capable of good, even heroic deeds 
   and also capable of acting in ways  

that diminish and hurt? 
Or do you flatten people out? 
Do you see someone  

doing a menial job,  
earning a menial wage? 

That night, the Church’s employee revealed,  
who she is  

when after being on her feet  
more than eight hours 

called and then waited for Alice.  
She revealed the depth of her complexity, 

the wondrous depth  
of her compassion and love. 

 
Friday morning, I listened to a TED talk  

by noted psychiatrist and Holocaust survivor,  
Viktor Frankel.   

There he said, 
 “If we take people as they really are,  

we make them worse.  
 But if we take them as they should be,  
  we make them capable of becoming  

what they can be.” 
What should people be? 
I don’t know what Dr. Frankel would say. 
I think each of us should be alive to the truth  

that we are all God’s beloved. 
When we are alive to God’s love  

for others and ourselves,  
  we live differently. 
We live with a charity  
 that seeks to help people become 
  what they can be.  
 
Racism has had and continues to have  

a profound impact on African Americans 
and other minorities, 

both their actions and self worth. 
I find it amazing  

that although African Americans comprise 
  just 13% of the US population  

they make up 40% of US prison populations. 
 



Without opportunities of employment, education, and just treatment,  
people lose hope 

and feelings of alienation, anger, and despair 
begin to creep in.   

 
This building pressure cooker of emotions  
 is what we are seeing in the US today. 
Every new revelation  

of unwarranted police brutality  
  brings protest which sometimes  

spills over into violence.  
While I do not condone the violence,  
 I do understand it. 
I think that those of us, 

who watch these events from positions of privilege, 
need to ask ourselves what we are doing  

to help people become what they can be. 
These men and women are not two-dimensional people. 
They are every bit  

as complex and wondrous as you and I are 
and their hopes and dreams  

are as important to them as ours are to us. 
They want to be able to earn a living  

and provide for their families  
and educate their children  

and trust their sons and daughters  
will come home  

when they go out at night. 
 
The reality of what many African Americans  
 and many others like them  

are up against today 
compels us to action. 

It compels us to join in the moral crusade  
to help them have  

the freedom and the opportunities  
we have for so many years enjoyed. 

We do it  
not because it is for the good of society, 

  although it is. 
Nor do we do it, 

because it is the just and moral thing to do,  
  although it most certainly is. 
No, we do it, 
 because we are created  

as relational beings by a relational God. 
We do it,  

because God so loved the world, 
and we are to love it also.  Amen.   



	  


