
‘Love, Actually’’ – A Homily for Trinity Sunday 

Proverbs 8.1–4, 22–31 
Psalm 8 
Romans 5.1–5 
John 16.12–15 

O Trinity, uncreated and without beginning,  
O undivided Unity, three and one,  

Father, Son and Holy Spirit, a single God:  
Accept this our hymn from tongues of clay  

As if from mouths of flame. (From the Orthodox Liturgy) 

From its inception, stuttering tongues of clay have attempted to articulate the fiery 

mystery of the Trinity, in theology, music and art. But why contemplate what many 

regard as an abstract and impractical doctrine at all, and why dedicate an entire 

feast to it? 

 It might come as a surprise, but the doctrine of the Trinity emerged slowly, 

painfully as the early Church poets, contemplatives and theologians (it was hard to 

distinguish them in those early years), reflected on the experience of the fledgling 

Church. This was no abstraction away from reality, but a way of the Church 

beginning to speak of the dynamic reality of God that had been revealed to them. Or 

as John puts it, ‘that which was from the beginning, which we have heard, which we 

have seen with our eyes, which we have looked upon, and our hands have 

handled.’ (1 John 1.1) First in the words and actions of a first century Galilean Jew, 

words and actions that were human to the core, but somehow embodied the utterly 

divine at the same time. And then the explosive reality of God erupting right into the 

heart of the new community itself, a wild power that threatened storm and tempest 



and burst prison chains asunder, but also was given in the intimate kiss of Jesus to 

his disciples in the upper room. Such revelations were, as Origen would name them, 

the two hands of the Father: the Word and Spirit now made known in the history of 

the Church itself. Here God is an active and dynamic presence within the world, 

within the community of prayer, within our very hearts, not something distant or 

remote, but as another tradition beautifully puts it, ‘we have already created man 

and know what his soul whispers to him, for We are closer to him than his jugular 

vein.’ The mystery of God is very close to us, very close indeed. 

 And just as the early Church experienced this God as Father, Son and Holy 

Spirit, erupting out of the midst of their personal and collective experience, so we 

too experience this same sacred pattern, both as we worship together and in the 

deepest intimacy of our own prayers. And how do we experience this God? In three 

distinct ways: first as the God who calls us out of ourselves and towards a deeper 

and higher reality – God the Father; second, as the God who is alongside us as our 

companion and our friend – God the Son; and third, as the God who is within and 

among us – the breath of the Holy Spirit. Rowan Williams has this to say: ‘To be in 

the Church is to be in the middle of that divine life, which Jesus uncovers for us – 

the outpouring and returning and sharing, gift and response and renewed overflow 

of giving, the threefold rhythm of love, Father, Son and Spirit. Those are the waves 

that surge around you as you try to live the life of discipleship.’ (Tokens of Trust, p.

136). 

 One of the most profoundly beautiful images of God the Father can be seen in 

Luke’s parable of the Lost Son. After sharing all that he has with his younger son, the 

Father in the story is left bereft as the son leaves and travels to a far country. But the 

son’s journey takes a darker turn as he loses everything he has and is forced to work 



for a pittance, lost and broken. As he limps back to his father he thinks of all the 

words he can say to get back into his good books. But the Father has been on an 

endless vigil, constantly searching for his son, and when he spots him in the distance 

he sprints out to meet him and scoops him up in his arms, smothering any attempt 

the son makes to articulate his failure and his guilt. This is the Father, desperately 

searching for us in all our distant wanderings, the Father who scoops us up in love, 

generously reclothing us with dignity and honour, no matter how far we have 

strayed, no matter now dirty or undeserving we may feel. As Augustine beautifully 

puts it, ‘you were with me / but I was not with You.’ 

 If we turn our attention to the Son, or the Logos, as John’s Prologue writes, 

the ‘Word that was with God and was God in the beginning,’ we find a beautiful and 

playful prefiguring of this in our Old Testament reading today. Here it is Wisdom 

who speaks, calling out from the road-side, inviting us into a relationship of joyful 

exploration, of discovery and delight. There is a sense of real intimacy between God 

and Wisdom here, reminding us that intimacy and relationship lie at the heart of our 

world. And it is extraordinary how God and Wisdom relate, ‘and I was daily his 

delight, rejoicing before him always.’ This denotes the innocent play of a child with 

their parent, as they are ‘dandled on the knee.’ We might hardly have considered 

that the spontaneous love between a baby and its parents could be a revelation of 

God’s own self, but here it is with Wisdom frolicking about with God, cooing and 

giggling just like a little child. Such is the delightful love that exists between the 

Father and the Son. 

 And what of the Spirit? This Spirit is the gift of love between the Father and 

Son that now overflows to us and in us, for, as Jesus tells us in our gospel reading 

today, ‘he will take what is mine and declare it to you.’ What we receive as the 



biggest gift of all is the relationship of love and delight that is shared between the 

Father and Son, the divine love itself, now poured out upon us in all its abundance, 

generosity and recklessness. It is this Spirit that finally turns our tongues of clay into 

mouths of flame. This is the Spirit that gifts to us the intoxication of divine love. As 

Isaac of Nineveh so beautifully writes: ‘This is the wine that gladdens the heart of 

the human being… This is the wine which the debauched have drunk and they 

became chaste, the sinners have drunk and they forgot the paths of stumbling, the 

drunk and they became fasters, the rich and they became desirous of poverty, the 

poor and they became rich in hope, the sick and they regained their strength, the 

fools and they became wise.’ It is in the Spirit that the poverty of our nature is 

transformed by the riches of God’s grace. 

 So as we contemplate the Trinity today, let us remember that this is not some 

pointless abstraction, but an articulation of a God who is ever close by, a dynamic 

and dangerous love that is endlessly on the move. As Bishop Kallistos Ware suggests, 

‘personhood and love signify life, movement, discovery… God is not just stillness, 

repose, unchanging perfection. For our images of the Trinitarian God we should look 

rather to the wind, to the running water, to the unresting flames of fire.’ Amen. 


