
Trinity Sunday 
 
One summer almost twenty years ago, I was temporarily assigned as a hospital chaplain at 

Maine Medical Center. One day I was called to the maternity section and was told a young couple 
would soon deliver an infant boy that had no chance of surviving for more than a few hours after 
birth. They asked me to be in the delivery room to baptize the baby immediately after the birth.  

 
I stood beside the mother and a cloth curtain propped up maintained the dignity of the 

moment. The young dad was on the other side of the curtain awaiting the birth. 
 
Immediately after birth, the young father with newborn son moved from behind the screen 

coming towards me for a baptism. He had a look of intense and passionate love; a look of incredible 
pride and gratitude. His face glowed with an aura of joy as though the son he held could live for 80 
years and not only 80 minutes.  

 

His facial expression stunned me and left me speechless. His look drew me into this intense 

and passionate love. It was as though the young father invited me to know the great love he had for 
this infant son.  His expression, an outward glow flowing from an inward love changed me, opened 
me to new levels of the human heart. He placed the baby by the head of his wife and I quickly 
baptized the newborn while both of them beamed with intense love, parental pride, and complete 
joy. 

An hour later I visited their room again and now other family members, grandparents, aunts 
and uncles gathered around the young couple and their dying infant son. They were obviously 
assuring the baby’s only experience of life, as brief as it was, would be their outpouring of love.  

There is no explanation to this encounter—no words to define it, descriptions are 
impoverished. I stood before a mystery and that mystery that touched me in deepest levels of my 
humanity. To say it is a mystery doesn’t mean it ends a conversation, but begins one. A mystery 
doesn’t mean we have nothing to say about, but rather we can’t say enough about it. 

Obviously I have told this story at other times since then and each time realize I am still 
processing this encounter. Each time reveals another layer of truth or another aspect or 
consequence of this young couple’s unconditional love. The mystery continues to unfold and can do 
so into eternity. The encounter was indeed an epiphany. 

The mystery of pouring out intense love knowing full well there will be no comparable return 
in kind. In fact, the newborn could not even acknowledge the love he felt let alone reciprocate in any 
measure. Even if aware of this reality, this young father was unable to do otherwise than love. The 
love poured out of him naturally without ever needing a conscious decision. It was the only way to 
respond to this seemingly tragic situation.  

The young dad was alive. He held life in his hands and though that life would be short lived, 
there would be no restraint to his love, no holding back of love, no second guessing or rationalizing 

the practicality of whether love was the proper response. The love poured out, free of reservation, 
free of hesitation. 

This story offers a way to help us enter the mystery of the Trinity—Triune God- One God 
existing as three distinct persons in perfect love. The Eternal Father looks with intense, passionate, 
fervent love upon the face of His Divine Son, and the Divine Son eternally responds to the Father with 
the same love, and the love that charges between them is the eternal Holy Spirit. Three divine Persons 
in One God, One God in Three Divine Persons. 

The love of God flows out from this perfection of community to draw us into their passionate 
love. It is a love begging to be acknowledged and reciprocated but also a love flowing and fully aware 
it will at times be dismissed, denied, rejected, and reciprocated only half-heartedly. God loves for the 



sake of love and for the sake of those loved. God’s love is free of selfishness, free of manipulation, and 
free of conditions.  

Perhaps the young dad’s face of glory also resembles the countless times I have witnessed 
family gathered around the bed of a loved one in the final stages of life. Their love pours out of them 
for their dying relative even though it cannot cease the physical decline and cannot keep the loved 
one here. Show that love doesn’t die even if the relative dies. And if love doesn’t die, then life must 
go on beyond what we can see. 

Or again we can think of the all too many families with someone lost in opiate or heroin 
addiction. The outpouring love of family and friends accompanied by heartbreak and grief hopes for 
a breakthrough while all the while preparing for that dreaded call of overdose. The love pours out 
anyway regardless of reciprocity or ability to respond. It is a love family and friends are all too 
willing to pour out and never give up even when all seems lost. 

God the Father’s love for the eternal Son, and the eternal Son’s passionate and intense love 
for the Father is that glance of love that welcomes us, includes us and embodies us into this love 
affair that is the Holy Spirit. That is what makes baptism so important. Of course God loves 

everyone. But God wants us incorporated into the Risen Body of His Son so we can be part of the 
intense love God the Father and God the Son have for each other.  

The saints described this in their moments of epiphany or encounter with God in a personal 
and powerful intimacy. Whether it is St. Francis of Assisi, St. Teresa of Avila, St. Ignatius of Loyola, 
St. Paul the Apostle, or St. Therese The Little Flower, the experience comes down to the words, “In 
the Risen Christ we stand before the Living God as Beloved. And we stand before the Risen Christ 
with all humanity and all creation.” 

From this one truth, all other truths flow. Everything we know to be true and beautiful flows 
from this one truth, this one understanding. This leads us back to the unutterable mystery of 
Trinity and the dynamic and passionate love God the Father and God the Son share from each 
other as Holy Spirit.  


