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Feast of the Holy Trinity 
 Cycle A, 6.11.17 

Exodus 34:4-6,8-9/2 Cor 13:11-14, 12-13 
John 3:16-18 

 
HOW WILL GOD BE THERE  

FOR YOU TODAY? 
 Once after a house blessing for their 
newly-remodeled home, a parish family 
gave me an icon. When I looked closely at it 
again, I thought it would provide an 
appropriate key for today’s feast – the Holy 
Trinity. The Holy Spirit, pictured as a dove, 
is present in each of three biblical scenes – 
at Jesus’ baptism in the Jordan River, at the 
crucifixion where Christ is lifted high above 
the city, at the Resurrection as Jesus breaks 
forth from the tomb. In the center is God the 
Father, God the Son and God the Holy 
Spirit, reigning in glory. At the top is a 
Eucharistic scene – three angels, each 
holding a staff, seated at a table. This is a 
traditional depiction of the Trinity in 
Russian icons. Perhaps most dramatic is that 
this icon is painted on a cross. The cross is 
the place where the unity of the Trinity is 
most vividly on display. That you and I 
make the Sign of the Cross while invoking 
the Trinity is no accident. It is in our daily 
trials and challenges that we need the love 
and power of the Trinity and that we most 
faithfully witness to our Triune faith. It is 
the cross of Christ that gathers us into the 
dynamics of Divine Light. 

 

Many icons, like this cross depicting 
the Blessed Trinity, come out of the Greek 
tradition, as does this story about the Trinity 
that I want to share with you.  

+ + + + + + + 
 One of the smallest Greek 

monasteries on Mount Athos was known for 
the spiritual guidance that three renowned 
monks gave to pilgrims. The small door to 
the monastery was always open. Inside the 
courtyard where a visitor first arrived, there 
was a small bench under a gnarled fig tree. 
But the porter – the door-keeper – whose job 
it was to receive the guest and call one of the 
three monks, always took his time attending 
the new visitor. First he would occasionally 
peek from the little window above the 
courtyard to see how patient the visitor was.  
Finally, Gregorio would emerge. His own 
questions were many: Where was the guest 
from? How was the journey to Athos? Did 
he or she have family at home? How long 
did they wish to stay? Then, without 
answering any of their questions to him, Old 
Gregorio would disappear through the same 
narrow door he first entered. Soon, one of 
the three monks would pass through the 
same door. 

 



           2 

  If it was Father Demetrios, the 
eldest monk, he would begin to speak to the 
pilgrim at once. His voice was rich and 
deep, and the words flowed like honey. The 
pilgrim would relax, caught up in the 
soothing tone of Father Demetrios’ voice. 
The white-bearded monk always seemed to 
know when to stop, for when he did, the 
pilgrim would open with a torrent of words 
and pour out his heart and his troubles and 
sometimes his tears. 
  Black-bearded Father Johannes, 
would begin differently. Sitting silently in 
the Mediterranean sun, he would throw his 
head back, close his eyes and bask in the 
warmth. Occasionally opening his eyes, he 
would smile softly at the visitor. Sometimes 
the pilgrim would speak within a few 
moments. Sometimes the silence would 
extend through a morning. But when the 
guest finally spoke, Father Johannes would 
gaze upon him with the love of a brother 
who spoke silently from his heart. His only 
words were a blessing. 
  The last monk, Father Alexis, was a 
beardless young man. He moved quickly 
with grace as he pulled up his chair right in 
front of where the pilgrim was sitting, toe to 
toe. He would warmly smile and caress the 
pilgrim’s face with his bright blue eyes. His 
own face became a mirror of the pilgrim’s: 
It became sad or innocent or dreamy or 
troubled, taking his cue from the pilgrim. 
And then, Father Alexis spoke out of the 
depths of the pilgrim’s soul, revealing the 
yearnings and fears that the pilgrim had 
carried into the monastery. 
 Most guests only stayed overnight, 
and were on their way the next morning.  On 
their way out, they would see the most 
treasured icon of the little monastery, the 
Icon of the Most Holy Trinity. It was where 
Old Gregorio crossed himself three times as 
he prayed for guidance every morning 
before deciding which of the three monks to 
call from his prayer cell to counsel a 

pilgrim. The icon portrayed a white-bearded 
Creator, a black-bearded Redeemer, and a 
beardless Spirit-filled youth. They were 
seated around a table, breaking bread and 
sharing their life-giving presence with one 
another.  

 
  To say that we don’t understand 
the Trinity because it’s a Mystery would 
betray not only our Christian heritage, but 
our personal experience as well. We do 
know the Trinity. To each of us God comes 
in the way that we need Divine  Assistance 
at any given moment. When our hearts are 
hollow or withdrawn, our Creator God is 
there, embracing us with assurance that life 
has meaning and  purpose. When we have 
fallen or failed, hurt someone else or been a 
disappointment to ourselves, God our 
Redeemer lifts us up and puts us back on the 
road, walking at our side as Friend and 
Guide. When our spirits soar because the  
kids had a great swim meet, or a delicate 
surgery was successful, or a challenging 
effort at work was recognized, God, the 
Life-giving Spirit, shares our joy, energizing 
us and affirming the good that has happened.  
  To say that we do understand the 
Trinity, which is such a many-splendored 
Mystery, means that we have fallen in love 
with God, with every aspect and dimension 
of the God who has first loved us. When you 
and I are personally caught up in the 
mystery and love of God, then we can more 
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easily find the rationale and the motivation 
to work each day to grow in our faith and in 
Christian living. Then, like the icon, the 
sacred picture on the monastery wall, we can 
sit at  table, breaking bread and sharing the 
Trinity’s life-giving presence with one 
another. 

 
In the fourth century, St. Augustine wrote 
this prayer to the Trinity. May it inspire our 
search for God:  
Lord our God, we believe in you,  
Father, Son and Holy Spirit ...     
Give me the strength to seek you,  
you who granted me the grace of finding you 
and gave me the hope of finding you  
forever more. 
Before you is my strength  
as well as my weakness:  
keep my strength, heal my weakness.  
Before you is my knowledge  
as well as my ignorance: 
There where you have opened to me, 
welcome me when I want to enter. 
There where you have closed to me,  
open to me when I come to knock... 
Let me remember you!  
Let me understand you!  
Let me love you!  
AMEN! 

Fr. John Kasper, OSFS 

 

 


