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After months of busy Sundays and huge celebrations, we’ve made it to Summer at St. Thomas’. Now, 
you’d think that that would mean a chance to pause and catch our breath, but oh no. We have to go and begin 
this period of Ordinary Time with one of the hardest days for a preacher: Trinity Sunday. See, today’s the day 
the church has decided that us preachers are supposed to dive into one of the single most difficult topics in all of 
Christianity: the Trinity. In the words of the Athanasian Creed -- which you oughta read sometime, it’s over on 
page 864 of the Book of Common Prayer -- in the words of the Athanasian Creed,  “There is one Person of the 
Father, another of the Son, and another of the Holy Ghost … The Father incomprehensible, the Son 
incomprehensible, and the Holy Ghost incomprehensible … And yet there are not three incomprehensibles, but 
one incomprehensible.” You got that? The Trinity is, if nothing else, a practice in humility. Incomprehensible. 
And that’s tough. I’m the kind of person that likes to figure things out. I get a kick out of seeing something I 
don’t understand and then learning how it works. I like to comprehend. So facing down the unlearnable puts me 
in a place of great discomfort. But that’s Christian Mystery for ya, and it’s an integral part of what we believe. 
So today, I’m not going to try to explain the Trinity. I can’t, and besides, anything I tried to say to explain the 
mystery of God’s three-in-one godhead wouldn’t just be incomprehensible, it’d likely be wrong, too.  

No, today I’m gonna dive into the Mystery side of things, because while we have a hard time with the 
Trinity itself, we also struggle with the idea of mystery, and I think I actually can help with this one. See, 
“mystery” in this sense is probably different from what you’re used to. Most of the time, when we hear about 
mystery, we go one of two ways. Either, we think of Sherlock Holmes solving crimes with just the right amount 
of attention to detail. Or, we come up against a question we don’t know the answer to, shrug our shoulders, and 
write the whole thing off as mystery. The first is a genre, the second is a cop-out. But Christian Theology adds a 
third way. Mystery for us is not a puzzle to be solved just as it’s not an excuse for ignorance. Mystery for us 
picks up not where knowledge ends, but where God begins. And embracing that mystery is an attempt to grow 
closer to God. I know, we’re dipping our toes into the incomprehensible again, my apologies. Let me try a 
different tack.  

When I was growing up, my Grandmother Sue took me on my first flight. She’d made a promise to each 
of her grandkids that we could go on a one-on-one trip with her anywhere in North America, more or less. She 
and I went to Cancun together and marched all over the Yucatan Peninsula. During our adventures, we ended up 
on a long, hot bus ride bouncing down a well-worn dirt road. After an hour of this, we piled out for lunch and a 
warm coke. The restaurant was nice enough, with dirt-yellow plaster and waiters carrying glass bottles stacked 
on serving trays balanced on their heads. My 16-year old brain loved it, but my inner introvert needed a break. 
So I stepped outside. Huge tree limbs dipped from above, dripping their vines and the morning’s precipitation 
into my hair. The hot sun hid somewhere beyond the dense jungle parasol, with only the occasional ray 
breaking all the way through to the ground. One of these rays caught my attention, and as I stepped closer, I saw 
dozens of small, orange butterflies flitting into and out of the light. Another step or two more, and my heart 
jolted up and stuck itself to my adam’s apple. I was frozen, nearly on the edge of a sudden and very significant 
drop. I’d found, or rather, bumbled my way onto a cenote.  

Cenotes are sinkholes, massive natural wells often a hundred feet across and sometimes a few hundred 
feet deep. They’re common enough around Yucatan, but I’d never seen one. And here I stood, right on the 
brink. Somebody saw me, came over, and offered to take me down to the water. An ancient staircase carved 
directly into the limestone wrapped around the inside perimeter of the sinkhole, spiralling slowly down to the 
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water’s edge. Sunlight, green from the leaves stories above filled the cavernous space, and roots from those 
thirsty plants high above hung all the way down, just touching the top of the waters. A drip coming from who 
knows where echoed. And the rest was silence. Thanks to everyone else being distracted by lunch and 
well-balanced waiters, I had the cenote mostly to myself. So, I swam out to the middle, out to the sunny area, 
and I looked down. The water was unbelievably clear. I could see my toes kicking. I could see little fish 
swimming somewhere below them. I could even see stones along the far walls going impossibly deep. But 
somewhere down below at a depth I couldn’t guess, the clarity of the water didn’t matter anymore. Somewhere, 
I just couldn’t see what lay beneath. Somewhere, it didn’t matter how bright the sun was, how strong my eyes 
were, how clear the water was, somewhere just wasn’t for me to see.  

Now, I’ve done some reading on cenotes since then. As it turns out, folks go snorkeling in them, too. 
Those folks see a bit more than I did, but even with the advantage of a deeper dive, they still can’t see all the 
cenote holds. Some SCUBA dive in those waters. And those folks certainly see more, but even they come to the 
end of what can be seen as dangerous underwater caverns connect cenotes to God-knows-what.  

But, going back, I think that moment, treading water in the middle of a cenote, I think that’s the closest 
metaphor for Christian Mystery I’ve encountered. Because it’s not a puzzle to be solved, not really. And it’s 
certainly not a cop-out. Rather, it’s an experience of something greater than myself, an experience of something 
incomprehensible. It’s awe-inspiring and daunting. Disorienting and beautiful. It draws you in and it holds you 
afloat. There might be something to swimming in mystery.  

I think that’s what today’s about. We’re invited to encounter the Trinity in much the same way, a cenote 
of faith, if you will. We’re invited to encounter the incomprehensible, not explain it. We stand at it’s lip, wary 
of getting too close to the edge. We walk down its sides, dip our toes in, maybe even lean on the strength or the 
knowledge of someone who’s been this close before. We test the waters, carefully moving out bit by bit or 
leaping a cannonball into the deep with the mystery engulfing us, surrounding us, holding us up, and showing 
us wonders. We can’t understand it all -- shoot, we can’t even see it all -- but we can rejoice in the gifts it 
brings. Incomprehensible though it may be, there’s something to swimming in mystery. 
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