
Inspired by Feasting on the Word, Year C, commentary on Romans 5:1-5 by Margaret p. Aymer and Michael Jinkins  
and commentary on Psalm 8 by James Mctyre. 

1 | P a g e  
 

Sermon 

Walking through the Joys and Sorrows of Life 

Pastor Lisa Giacomazza 

Bacon Memorial Presbyterian Church 

462 Grider Street 

Buffalo, NY 14215 

 

 Trinity Sunday – a day most of us preachers stare at blank screens as we try 

to proceed in our approach to this illusive, impossible to explain part of our faith- 

the trinity, the three in one.  We sing about it in our wonderful hymn, Holy, Holy 

Holy – “God in three persons – blessed trinity.”  God in three persons- now, if we 

approach this as we generally approach most things in life – like a forensic 

detective dissecting the facts, mapping out the hows and the whys – we will be 

sadly disappointed.  It is not possible to explain, nor do we need to try, exactly 

who God is within the trinity- or even who God is generally.  Many many before 

us have tried and failed and in many cases are left quite empty in the process.   

 You see, God is not a thing.  God is not an object, even with many parts, still 

is not tangible.  I can’t say to you – there is God, behold.  There is Jesus, there is 

the Holy Spirit.   We cannot fully comprehend how the three persons of the 

Trinity independently coexist.  Yet, somewhere, somehow we know they do.  We 

know it when we see a child laugh out loud without reserve and we can’t help but 

laugh along with them – we know it when we receive God’s undeserved mercy 

when an unexpected gift is received or good news we were hoping for or healing 

comes when it appeared it would not.  Somehow in those moments, in that 

infant’s laughter, we know they understand, even though they know very little.   
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 Easter is many weeks behind us now, the cross adorned with flowers and 

the colored banners have been put away for another year…so how do we go on 

and on with the joy that Easter promises?  How do we carry on and believe what 

we do not understand in the face of hate, tragedy, violence and war that 

surrounds us?  I cannot tell you truly…because we do not learn this through 

articulation…we learn and understand through inspiration.  The heart knows 

what the mind supposes.   

 Our psalmist asks a question, “what are human beings that you are mindful 

of them, mortals that you care for them?”  Why does God go to all the trouble of 

becoming three to reach us, to find us, to be with us, when we fall short in so 

many ways?  Our lives are driven by the quest to find solutions.  We think if we 

can make a little more money, send out kids to a better school or college, if we 

can only do this then that will be better…but this list continues and grows…there 

are always answers we have not considered and questions we have forgotten to 

ask.  The life built around answers is a life propelled by anxiety.  But the psalmist 

is challenging us…in this question, he is not asking a question really but stating a 

fact…the question is not a question – it’s pure wonder.  What if questions 

replaced answers as the driving force of life?  What if instead of seeking the 

solution, we simply continue to ask why?  Why do I feel I need more?  Why am I 

concerned about my test results?  Why do I not trust my kids to find their way in 

the world?    In Psalm 8, questions and praise peacefully coexist.  It is possible to 

have questions and doubts – to have joy and sorrow, for these to coexist. 

 There is a song by Point of Grace called Heal the Wound.  Some of the lyrics 

remind me of our scripture in Romans. 
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I used to pray that You would take this shame away 

Hide all the evidence of who I've been 

But it's the memory of the place You brought me from 

That keeps me on my knees and even though I'm free 

Heal the wound but leave the scar 

A reminder of how merciful You are 

I am broken, torn apart, take the pieces of this heart 

And heal the wound but leave the scar 

 

This idea that our suffering is not a punishment but is part of the experience of 

living – and within that the grace and love of God exists just as much as in the 

moments of our triumph.   Margaret P. Aymer, writes this…“Paul reframes the 

social dishonor the church is experiencing.  He also reframes the church’s 

response.  Rather than being deterred by its afflictions or oppressions, the Roman 

church is to stand and to boast in them.  Its afflictions are a sign, not of the 

displeasure of God, but of the faithfulness of God’s beloved people.  Such a stance 

is based on hope, a hope that emerges out of such suffering, the very hope in 

which the church stands, the hope of the glory of God.  And that hope – built 

upon patience and character – will not shame us, despite every attempt of 

affliction or oppression to do just that.” 

 Now Paul does not say that whenever the world breaks us, we will 

inevitably heal back stronger.  Some of us will suffer and cannot be well again.   

What Paul does promise is that our suffering need never be wasted.  That this 

God of ours can produce patience and endurance within us – something we may 
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not have gained otherwise.  Look, no one should have to endure some of the 

suffering we see – no one, but God even in those moments gives us a reason to 

carry on, gives us God’s own self – by being all things – by being God, being Jesus, 

being the Holy Spirit that enflames within us – and somehow in despair we feel 

hope – hope that a new day will come, hope that we can carry on and on and on.   

Heal the wound…but leave the scar. 

Amen 

 

 

 


