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Trinity Sunday May 30, 2021 

St. Paul’s/Resurrección, Mount Vernon, WA Rev. Paul Moore 

 

What Comes First? 
 

There is a backstory to all the existential questions of human existence. 

 

Adam and Eve are sitting under a tree and they see an oblong, white object lying in the 

grass.  "What is that?" says Adam. 

 

"I don't know," replies Eve. 

 

"Let's ask God this evening when we visit." 

 

So that evening God comes around and they show God this thing.  "What's this?" asks 

Eve. 

 

"Oh, don't you know?" replies God.  "That's an egg.  Chickens make them in their bodies 

and lay them." 

 

"What do we do with it?" 

 

"You could set it under a chicken to incubate." 

 

"What is 'incubate?'" 

 

It's when you put an egg under a chicken.  "She sits on it, keeping it warm for 28 days 

until it hatches." 

 

"'Hatches?'  What's that?"  (Our first parents were full of questions.) 

 

"Inside the egg is everything needed to make another chicken.  But it's not developed 

enough for it to survive outside the shell.  When it's matured enough it will break out of 

its shell, and then you'll have two chickens." 

 

"What's a chicken?" 

 

Just about that time, they hear a clucking sound in the bushes, and out walks a chicken. 

"Oh, thank you," says the chicken. (Yes, animals talked in the Garden of Eden.)  I was 

just looking for my egg.  Thank you for finding it." 

 

Eve sits down puzzling in her newly created brain.  "So, chickens come from eggs?" 

 

"That's right." 

 

"And eggs come from chickens?" 
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“Right.” 

 

"So, what did you make first?  The chicken or the egg?" 

 

And God is silent. 

 

The next day Adam sees an acorn laying on the ground, and he gets around to asking 

God, "Which did you make first, the acorn or the oak?"  And God is silent. 

 

The next day it's Eve's turn.  She sees a puppy.  She asks God, "Which did you make 

first, the puppy or the dog?"  And God is silent. 

 

In the following days, they ask about rocks and mountains, oceans and streams, days and 

nights, and God is silent.  One evening they finally corner God.  “Why are you silent 

when we ask our questions?” 

 

God rubs the divine chin and replies, "Because what comes first is the Mind that 

conceives of them both." 

 

Nicodemus comes to Jesus by night and asks perhaps the great existential question.  He 

doesn't phrase it as a question, probably because like me, he wants to look intelligent, but 

it really is a question.  “Jesus, we know you must be from God because nobody could do 

what you do without God with them.”  The question would be, "Which comes first, the 

works of power or the presence of God?" 

 

Jesus is silent on that question.  Instead, he jumps to the real question, the deeper one. 

“You must be born from above.”  There is a play on words here.  "From above," can also 

mean, "Again."  As in the rest of the Gospel of John, both meanings are in view.  So you 

could restate the question, "Which comes first, being born from above for being born 

again?"  And God would be silent. 

 

In this story, Nicodemus is silent.  The answer, like a Zen Koan, is like God's response to 

Adam and Eve in the Garden.  Nicodemus realizes that he is asking the wrong question. 

It's not "which came first."  He must go deeper.  "What is the mind that conceives of 

both?" 

 

To ask the first question is like asking where the wind came from or where it is going.  

When viewed from earth alone, there is no answer.  God is silent.  Those who are born 

again, born from above, born from the Spirit, have glimpsed a deeper reality.  When 

viewed from this deeper reality it all falls into place.  God has sent the divine Firstborn to 

save the world because God loves the world.  The presence of God and the power of God 

are both present and active in Jesus at the same time.  They both point to the One that 

conceives of us all: The mind of God, The heart of God. 
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In this is the great invitation.  The silence of God is always an invitation.  Deeper, go 

deeper.  If God so loves the world that God gives the divine firstborn, that the world 

might be saved, then God is throwing open the door and saying, "Please, come in." 

We are being invited into that great heart of God, the mind that conceives of us all at 

once. 

 

So, what does all that mean?  There were three bishops of Cappadocia in the 3rd century 

who played a lot with this idea.  They write that the loving invitation of God comes from 

the heart of one who is three, a perfect community.  Founded and grounded in love, that 

community does what all loving communities do.  They generate; they produce.  You 

could almost say they reproduce.  Creation spins out of that eternal dance of love, and 

then gets invited back into the dance. 

 

And this is the point.  It's not what comes first, the dance or the invitation, or what comes 

first, baptism or regeneration, or what comes first, sacrament or divine presence, or what 

comes first, the sinner or salvation.  The point is this.  The mind that conceives of them 

both at the same time comes first.  That mind, linked inseparably with that divine heart, 

sees us all at the same time, from beginning to end, and holds us all equally, completely 

and wholly in one complete and eternal wholeness. If the Trinity is three in one, then 

creation is a multiplicity in one.  We got the multiplicity thing, that's easy: 

• chickens and eggs, 

• Acorns and oaks, 

• Rivers and seas, 

• Rocks and mountains, 

The invitation is to see the oneness. 

 

What would it be like to suddenly see that we are all parts of a great whole?  Here are a 

few ideas of what it might look like. 

 

Someone who I am very close to volunteers as an interpreter at a juvenile detention 

center for unaccompanied minor immigrant boys. 

She went one Sunday afternoon to find that there had been a fight, and that several of the 

young men were being disciplined.  She sat down with the differing sides to explore it all. 

A young black man from the island of Roatan, Honduras, was in tears.  Roatan is 

populated mostly by Black descendants of slaves,  Being Black is the norm.  “Me 

hicieron racismo,” he said, “They were racist against me.  I tried and I tried to ignore 

them but they kept picking a fight with me because I am Black, and I have never had that 

happen to me before.  Finally, I just couldn't help it and I punched one of them to get 

them to stop!” 

 

The Nigerian nurse who attended to the minor injuries inflicted knelt down in front of 

him with this interpreter and said with calm, but intense passion behind her voice, 

“I know, I am Black, and I have lived in the United States for many years now.  You 

cannot fight, no matter what.  When you get out of here, if you fight, you will get thrown 

in jail, or worse.  It's not right, but it's just the way things are.  You just cannot fight; your 
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life depends on it!”  Perhaps if we saw the world as one, this kind of altercation wouldn't 

happen—and this kind of life-and-death admonition would not be necessary. 

 

That same person told me another story.  When she got to the center, she noticed a bunch 

of young men standing together talking earnestly in hushed tones.  When a group of 

young men talk earnestly in hushed tones, people tend to take notice, especially under 

these circumstances.  She meandered over there and greeted them with a term of utmost 

respect,  "Caballeros, (Gentlemen,) how can I be of service to you?"  Their concern:  

"What is going to happen to us?  What will be the next steps?  We have heard so many 

rumors, what can we truly expect?" 

 

After giving them whatever information she knew, she went and sat down.  Soon she 

noticed that there was a presence beside her.  She looked up to see one of the young men 

in tears.  "Madrecita," he said, "Sister," (taking her for a nun,) “Will you pray for me?  I 

fear I will lose my faith.  I have always believed in God, but with all I have been through, 

I am afraid!”  Maybe if we saw the world as a great unity in diversity, this young man 

and his friends would not have had reason to have left their homelands, and not have 

reason to be afraid. 

 

If we could all see the world as a magnificent unity in diversity violence in the Middle 

East and in Seattle and in Mount Vernon would stop.  If we could see the world as a 

magnificent unity in diversity, racism would be pointless.  If we could see the world as a 

magnificent unity in diversity, there would be no pushback on going carbon-zero by 

2050.  If we could see the world as a magnificent unity in diversity…fill in your own 

chicken and egg. 

 

So, how do we actually do it?  Remember the African American song, "He's got the 

whole world in his hands"?  He's got you and me, brother, in his hands, He's got you and 

me, sister, in his hands…” and the circle just gets pushed out a little bit at a time.  The 

only thing that stops it is the end of the song.  It's a good practice.  It's really hard to just 

suddenly love the whole world, but we can start with small bites.  First of all, give thanks 

for the people in your life, one by one.  Then push the boundaries out a notch:  give 

thanks for the people in Mount Vernon, the Skagit Valley, Western Washington, etc.  

Push the boundaries out to include those with whom you do not agree.  Push the 

boundaries out to include the environment, first your pets, then your lawn, your 

neighbor's dog that leaves surprises on your lawn, Puget Sound, into which the runoff 

from your lawn goes, the salmon and the Orcas that eat them, the Cascades, the drying 

eastern slope, the Sierra Nevadas and those facing fires already in California…you get 

the idea. 

 

Push the boundaries of your circle of attention ever wider.  Stop asking, "Who came 

first," and start asking, "How can I think like the Mind that sees it all from beginning to 

end?"  How can I hold the world in my hands, just as God holds the world in God's 

hands?  How can I dance in the circle of the Trinity? 


