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Quite a few years ago, | had the privilege of seeing author, professor, and Lutheran pastor Walter
Wangerine Jr. at a Christian Formation conference. He talked about an incident that inspired a story he
wrote. When his daughter was young, perhaps in elementary school, she came home crying and upset
over something that had happened in school. I don’t remember what made her cry, but it was significant
enough for Walter to come up with a story to comfort his daughter by helping her recognize she belongs
because like all humans, she is deeply loved by God. At the conference, Walter then told the story inspired
by his daughter’s teas, which has remained with me. With your indulgence, I’m going to share it because
it is a perfect story for Trinity Sunday.

Today is one of the days the Church Year gives us to linger with a holy mystery, today that
mystery is God Three Persons — Father, Son and Holy Spirit - One God. Holy Mysteries aren’t like who
done it stories filled with clues and red herrings meant to entertain, mislead, and surprise us by revealing
the bad guy from a slew of interesting characters. A holy Mystery is something we can’t figure out, but
we can draw near to and dwell with for a while. Something that can help us put away our detective hats
and linger with a holy mystery is a story. That may be why Jesus told so many of them in the Gospels and
why the Old Testament is full of them. In fact, the very first thing in the first book in the Bible isn’t a list
of people or places, it is a story; one very much like the story Walter Wangerin, Jr. told his daughter and
later told a room full of people at a conference.

The story is called, In the Beginning, There was No Sky. That’s how it begins: “Once upon a time,
there was no sky.” Take a second to imagine what that would be like. I don’t know about you, when I
wake up in the morning, the first thing I usually see is the sky through the trees outside my window. Often
it is that blue we only see up here in the Northwoods. Sometimes it is gray with clouds or dark with a
glowing moon or twinkling stars. The sky is always there, so it is not easy to imagine a beginning with no
sky. But there was God. And God decided to make a child. Don’t mistake this to mean this is only a story
for young children. All of us are children of God, regardless of age, gender, socioeconomic status,
education, race, or all the other things we try to use to separate ourselves from each other. In this story,
when God decided to make a child, that means you, me, it means all of humanity.

So, God looked around and decided if God was going to make a child, God needed to make a few
things first, so that child would have a world to live in. Walter Wangerin, Jr. was a fantastic storyteller; he
described God delighting in making a sky to cover the world, the same sky above us today. And God
filled that sky with lights, near ones like the sun and moon and distant ones like the stars. God called on
the water that went rushing into the world covering the whole thing, and God splashed and stomped in
that water like a child dancing in puddles in the rain or swimming in a lake to form oceans and lakes,
rivers, streams and waterfalls, revealing land for God’s child. But the land was hard and bare, and God
knew God’s child would have a mouth and a tummy that would surely get empty. So God got creative and
made all kinds of trees, bushes, and plants that grew all kinds of good things to eat: nuts and cherries,
strawberries, avocados, tomatoes, asparagus, melons, pumpkins, even pineapples and kiwis, lemons,
oranges, raspberries, blueberries and black berries, radishes, broccoli and beats, cabbage and lettuce,
peppers, so many good plants that give us good food, some of which some of you might have bought
from Farmer Hannah when she was here last Sunday. Then God looked around and thought the world
looked lonely. God never wanted God’s child to be alone. So, God got creative and spoke a new word into
the water: swarm. And the waters came alive with all kinds of fish, snails, clams, and frogs, turtles, tiny
shrimp, blue gills and perch, seals and octopuses, dolphins and gigantic whales. Then God spoke the word
swarm into the sky and it came alive with wings: butterflies and dragonflies, birds of all sizes and colors
from the little hummingbird and singing chickadee to herons, ducks, geese, hawks and eagles. Then God
spoke the word swarm to the land and all manner of animals appeared: mice and chipmunks, squirrels,



rabbits, deer, porcupines, skunks, bears, wolves, bobcats, foxes, salamanders and toads, and that’s just
what we might see in our yards or on a hike. There’s so many more.

Then God was satisfied the world was ready, so God made God’s child. Carefully, tenderly, God
made the child, washing it with God’s own tears of joy and love. Then, God breathed into the brand-new
nose and mouth of the child, the child’s very first breath, the breath that made its lungs inflate and heart
beat. Then, Walter the storyteller asked his audience if we remembered what happened next, because you
are that child, and what you did with your first breath was...... you sneezed into the face of God
Almighty! Imagine that. Sneezing in the face of God. And your sneeze made God laugh with a laugh that
echoed throughout the whole earth like thunder like rain like all the sounds the animals and birds make.

Then God told you all that you have been given, your mouth so you can speak good things, your
arms and legs so you can move and do good work and help, and your heart, are all because God loves you
and you can love God and love all that God made for you just like God loves you. Because in the end, that
is what it all comes down to. It’s not really about the avocados and strawberries, lakes and sandy beaches,
pine trees or eagles. It is about the relationship of love that is God, a love that is somehow always with us,
before us, around us, and in us. A love that cried tears of joy at our creation that not only comforts us
when we cry tears of sadness, doubt, frustration, anger, or pain, but carries us, empowering us to carry
each other, so that we are never alone, because we belong. Not because of how old we are, or how much
money we have, or what kind of car we drive, or our experience. We belong because God loves us and
made us out of and for that love that is God. That is the message Jesus commissioned his disciples to
carry into the world in today’s Gospel and is the same message from the Epistle and even in the first story
in Genesis.

God, Jesus showed us, is a relation of love. A union, Christian apologist C.S. Lewis wrote,
between Father and Son is a live and concrete thing that is itself a Person, working through individuals
and the church. This union is love, the ongoing love between the Father and the Son. Likewise, in his
encyclical that came out a few days ago, Pope Leo the 14" wrote, “the living God revealed in Jesus Christ
who as a communion of Persons of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit is love itself in relationship expressed in
the mutual gift of self and sharing with the world.”

Both the Pope and C.S. Lewis academically state what Walter Wangerin described in his story:
the mystery of the Trinity is not necessarily a dogmatic endeavor to comprehend, as it is an invitation to
remember you were created to be part of that relationship that is God, to be loved by God and love God
with your whole self, and love the world, your neighbors — all your neighbors: the fish and frogs and
turtles, trees and lilac bushes and dragonflies and racoons and porcupines and stars and moon and sun and
people with that same love which God made you.

It could be a daunting invitation, I suppose. Because it means we need to behave in ways that
reveal that love; to forgive, to pray, to show mercy and generosity, to be grateful, to practice joy. Things
we might not always feel like doing and need to work on and practice. But like the story that begins with
no sky suggests, the invitation can also be a comfort, an inspiration, and maybe, a refreshing rest from the
exhausting story that insists we are never enough or fundamentally flawed and destined to do only bad
and harmful things. Thank God today we have the gift of the mystery that reminds us we are part of the
never-ending love of God the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. And we can remember that love and
that story, whenever we look around at the wonders of the world around us to know we and everyone
belongs.



