
You Were Made for This Kind of Love 

Trinity Sunday 

Genesis 1:1–2:4a | Matthew 28:16–20 

There is a strange contradiction in modern life. We have never had more ways to connect, and yet people have 
rarely felt more alone. We carry devices capable of reaching across oceans in seconds, yet many cannot 
remember the last truly honest conversation they had with another human being. Families sit together in the 
same living room, faces lit by separate screens, everybody present but nobody really with each other. Some 
marriages become emotionally silent long before they become physically empty. Some people have not felt 
deeply known in years. 

Underneath all the noise and movement of life, the human soul aches—not for more information, but for 
communion. 

That ache matters. Loneliness is not merely emotional discomfort; it is spiritual disorientation. It is what 
happens when human beings forget they belong to one another. 

That is why Trinity Sunday matters more than most people realize. 

For centuries the church has tried to explain the Trinity with diagrams, formulas, and arguments. Yet perhaps 
the Trinity is not a problem to solve so much as the church’s way of saying that at the center of all reality there is 
relationship. 

The Bible opens with the words, “In the beginning…” and immediately something astonishing happens: God is 
not alone. The Spirit hovers over the waters. The Creator speaks. The Word is already present. Before oceans, 
before mountains, before galaxies, before light itself, there was communion. Before there was anything, there 
was love. 

That means the deepest truth about existence is not power, fear, or domination. It is love—shared love, given 
love, received love. Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. Distinct. Together. One. 

Not control. 

Communion. 

Perhaps that is why isolation wounds us so deeply. Humanity was created by relationship, for relationship, and 
held together through relationship. The universe itself began connected. 

Why, then, are we so afraid of each other? 

That question becomes uncomfortable quickly because most people say they want community while often 
wanting community without vulnerability, connection without inconvenience, belonging without honesty. We 
want people close enough to comfort us but not close enough to truly know us. 

Because being known is frightening. 

Once someone truly sees us, they might reject us. So we protect ourselves. We perform. We manage 
impressions. We hide weakness. Control begins to feel safer than communion. Slowly people become lonely 
even while surrounded by others. 



I saw this years ago in a hospital waiting room late at night. The room was quiet except for vending machines 
humming in the corner. A young man sat bent forward in a chair trying not to cry while everybody around him 
pretended not to notice. Then an older woman stood up, walked across the room, and simply placed her hand 
on his shoulder. 

She did not preach. She did not explain suffering. She did not try to fix him. 

She simply stood beside him. 

And slowly his breathing changed. 

The whole room changed. 

Because love had entered the room. 

Whenever love enters the room, God is closer than we realize. 

We often imagine holiness as something dramatic—thunder, miracles, cathedrals—but most holy things happen 
quietly: a bedside chair pulled close, a handwritten note, a casserole left on a porch, a friend remaining when 
leaving would be easier. Holiness often looks like staying, showing up again, listening carefully, learning one 
another slowly. That is true in families. It is true in friendships. It is true in churches too. 

Then Jesus comes among us, and what Jesus consistently does is move toward people. Always toward. Toward 
the ashamed, the grieving, the lonely, the doubting, the people everybody else avoided. Even after the 
resurrection the disciples are still afraid, still uncertain, still hiding. Yet Jesus moves toward them again and says, 
“I am with you always.” 

Not “Earn my presence.” 
Not “Come find me.” 

“I am with you.” 

That may be the sentence some people need most today because many secretly believe they must become 
worthy before God draws near. Yet the Gospel insists that God always moves first. Grace moves first. Mercy 
moves first. Love moves first. 

Perhaps that is what the church is supposed to become—not a performance hall, not a religious marketplace, 
not a place where people pretend to have their lives together, but a communion: a living reminder that nobody 
walks through this life alone. A place where grief can breathe, where questions are not punished, where names 
are remembered, where people tell the truth gently, where forgiveness becomes more than theory, where 
strangers slowly become family. 

Because becoming the body of Christ takes time. People do not learn trust overnight. Neither do churches. But 
the Spirit is patient with people, and the Spirit is patient with churches too. 

Christianity is not merely believing things about God. It is being drawn into the life of God slowly, patiently, 
together. 



That is why Genesis says the Spirit hovered over chaos. Chaos is never the end of the story—not in creation, not 
in churches, not in marriages, not in human hearts. The Spirit still hovers over ruined things, still breathes life 
into exhausted people, still creates futures where people only see endings. 

Here is the difficult truth: love is beautiful, but love is also costly. Real communion requires surrender. It requires 
listening when you would rather defend yourself, forgiving when resentment feels safer, remaining present 
when escape feels easier, and opening your life enough to actually be known. 

That is terrifying because every act of genuine love contains risk. 

And yet the Trinity tells us that reality itself is built not on self-protection but on self-giving relationship. 

Perhaps salvation is smaller and nearer than we imagined. Perhaps it begins every time somebody refuses to let 
another human being disappear. 

Perhaps holiness looks like putting the phone down, calling your child, apologizing first, listening longer, 
remaining at the table, sitting quietly beside someone grieving, telling the truth, and showing up again 
tomorrow. 

Every act of love tells the truth about God. 

Every act of self-giving pushes back against the loneliness of the world. 

And perhaps this is the truth we carry home today: 

You were not created for isolation. 

You were created for communion. 

Created by love. 
Created for love. 
Held together by love. 

And even now, whether you realize it or not, you are living inside a universe still being held together by the 
presence of God. 

Which means you do not have to force the future into existence. You do not have to carry tomorrow alone. The 
same Spirit that hovered over creation still hovers over us, still guides, still sustains, still leads. 

In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

 


