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If you were here last Sunday, you witnessed the St. Matthew Pentecost Sunday tradition 

of everyone wearing the red stoles that congregation members made years ago.  It’s a fun custom 

– one of the ways St. Matthew members reimagine the coming of the Holy Spirit and 

acknowledge the Spirit’s role in our lives and in our community.  Today is Trinity Sunday – that 

last Sunday of the liturgical year.  Beginning next week, we will dwell in the fallow season 

known as “Ordinary Time” until December 1, when a new year begins with the first Sunday of 

Advent.

It is common on Trinity Sunday to explore why and how a Trinitarian view of God 

developed, and to think together about what we are trying to express with that metaphor.  We 

have gone down that path before, and we will again, for the trinity is central to our faith and 

bears re-examination from time to time.  For today, though, the Proverbs passage took me down 

a different road – a further exploration of the Holy Spirit, how the Spirit fits in with the 

Father/Creator and the Son/Redeemer, and the role of the Spirit in our lives once the fanfare and 

mystery of Pentecost is over.

One of the traditional names for the Holy Spirit is “Sophia,” the Greek word that also 

translates to “wisdom.”  Because “sophia” is a feminine noun (and has evolved into a feminine 

name in our culture), I have long been comfortable thinking of the Holy Spirit as the feminine 

face of God and sometimes use the feminine pronoun specifically for the Spirit.  Coincidentally 

(or maybe not), “wisdom literature” is a whole class of Old Testament writings as well, including 

the Proverbs.  The doctrine of the trinity had not been fleshed out when Proverbs was written, 



but the Hebrew people did prize a number of characteristics and ways of living that fell under the 

loose umbrella of “wisdom.”  There’s no succinct or all-encompassing definition of biblical 

wisdom.  It includes but is not limited to the ideas of imagination, discipline, piety, order, and 

moral instruction.  There is room for knowledge in wisdom too, but knowledge and wisdom are 

not the same thing.  We have likely all known someone who was not educated but who was wise. 

The Hebrew sages also gave wisdom a female face.  Leo Perdue, in his Proverbs 

commentary, writes the following: In their linguistic portrayals of God, humanity, and the world, 

the sages were also aesthetes who activated their imagination to project a reality of order and 

beauty in which human society was to be a microcosm of justice and symmetry, present both in 

creation and in the nature and character of God, who used their language to construct artistic and 

compelling literary worlds of beauty and delight…To speak of God’s presence in this world of 

wonder and order, the sages turned to the metaphor of Woman Wisdom.  Woman Wisdom is 

both an architect who orders and sustains the regularities of the cosmos and a sage whose 

teachings offer the bounty of life to her students.  She also is God’s child whose delight and 

rejoicing in the world of human habitation provide the communal bond between creation and its 

creator (Interpretation Commentary,  p.8).”

Well before we spoke of “Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,” or “Creator, Redeemer, and 

Sustainer,” wisdom was an integral part of our understanding of God.  Proverbs 8, which we are 

looking at today is part of a long description of wisdom that encompasses the first nine chapters 

of the book.  This chapter is a monologue from Wisdom herself, describing who she is and how 

she fits in with God and with creation.  There are a few things that are especially worth noting. 

One, Lady Wisdom describes herself as the beginning point of God’s work, and as God’s 



beloved child.  That’s something isn’t it?  We always think of the beginning of God’s work as 

the separation of light from darkness, the creation of night and day.  But even before the burst of 

creativity described so beautifully in Genesis, God was birthing this mysterious essence that 

potentially resides within each of us, if we know where to look for her and how to nurture her. 

Also, I love this idea that Wisdom mediates for us between God and creation. Wisdom 

herself states that She delights in God’s work, specifically in the human race.  This is why Jesus 

called the Holy Spirit our “Advocate.”  The Spirit is in our corner – the Spirit is the mayor of our 

corner.  Of course, the Spirit is also the mayor of the other boxer’s corner too, so we have to 

work that our in our heads and hearts.   Nevertheless, there is a sense of possibility in this idea of 

the Spirit interceding for us, the truth that the Spirit can show up in unexpected places and 

guises.  The Spirit is always present in subtle ways, working to strengthen the relationship 

between us and the Trinity as a whole.  A couple of years ago, I came across a poem by the late 

Jane Kenyon that took my breath away.  She does not specifically say that she is writing about 

the Holy Spirit, or about Woman Wisdom or the Divine Feminine or whatever we choose to call 

it, but her description of the sacred in the ordinary places and objects of daily life speaks to me of 

the way Wisdom permeates our lives. If we are paying attention, we do not necessarily come 

face to face with Wisdom herself, but we find evidence of her all around us.  Kenyon’s poem, 

titled Briefly It Enters, and Briefly Speaks, is short and bears repeating: 

I am the blossom pressed in a book,   
found again after two hundred years… 

I am the maker, the lover and the keeper… 



When the young girl who starves  
sits down to a table  
she will sit beside me… 

I am food on the prisoner’s plate… 

I am water rushing to the wellhead,  
filling the pitcher until it spills… 

I am the patient gardener  
of the dry and weedy garden… 

I am the stone step,  
the latch, and the working hinge… 

I am the heart contracted by joy…   
the longest hair, white  
before the rest… 

I am there in the basket of fruit  
presented to the widow…  

I am the musk rose opening  
unattended, the fern on the boggy summit…  

I am the one whose love  
overcomes you, already with you  
when you think to call my name… 

(Jane Kenyon, Otherwise, p. 115) 

Isn’t that amazing?  The Spirit of Wisdom is already with us when we think to call her 

name.  And in those quotidian objects and sacred moments, Wisdom also calls to us.  Listen 

again to these first four verses of Proverbs 8: “Does not wisdom call, and does not understanding 

raise her voice?  On the heights, beside the way, at the crossroads she takes her stand; beside the 

gates in front of the town, at the entrance of the portals she cries out: ‘To you, O people, I call, 

and my cry is to all that live.’” (Proverbs 8:1-4)

Wisdom calls to us because she wants our lives to be better.  She wants us to know how 



much we are loved and treasured by our Creator.  Has there been a time in human history when 

we have needed that message any more desperately than we do right now?  Somehow I don’t 

think so…maybe some of our ancestors needed the messages of love and hope and delight that 

Wisdom carries in her backpack just as much as we do in this chaotic time, but I’m not sure 

anyone has need those messages more than we do. 

Hear these words from writer and Presbyterian elder Anne Lamott – these come from the prelude 

of her newest book Almost Everything: Notes on Hope: “I am stockpiling antibiotics even as I 

await the blossoming of paperwhites on the windowsill in the kitchen.  The news of late has 

captured the fever dream of modern life: everything exploding, burning, being shot, or crashing 

to the ground all around us, while growing older has provided me with a measure perspective 

and equilibrium and a lovely long-term romance.  Towns and cities, ice fields, democracy, 

people-all disappear, while we rejoice and thrive in the spring and in the sweetness of old 

friendships.  Families are tricky.  There is so much going on that flattens us, that is huge, scary, 

or simply appalling.  We’re doomed, stunned, exhausted, and overcaffienated.

And yet, outside my window, yellow roses bloom, and little kids horse around, making a joyous 

racket.

In general, it doesn’t feel like the light is making a lot of progress.  It feels like death by 

annoyance.  At the same time, the truth is that we are beloved, even in our current condition, by 

someone: we have loved and been loved.  We have also known the abyss of love lost due to 

death or rejection, and that it somehow leads to new life.  We have been redeemed and saved by 

love, even as a few times we have been nearly destroyed, and worse, seen our children nearly 

destroyed.  We are who we love, we are one, and we are autonomous.



Love has bridged the high-rises of despair we were about to fall between.  Love has been 

a penlight on the bleakest nights.  Love has been a wild animal, a poultice, a lifeboat, a coat. 

Love is why we have hope (Almost Everything, pgs 1-2).”

Thanks be to God for Wisdom, the source of love and the source of hope.  May she keep 

calling out to us, and may we ever be attentive to her voice.  Amen.  


