
Empty me out, oh Heavenly Father, and fill me with Your Holy Spirit, so that I may preach 
Your Holy Word to Your Holy People. 

For context, you need to know that this sermon is for Trinity Sunday, during the time of  
Covid-19 shutdown, and polished up on my favorite day in the Church's calendar, Ascension 
Day. 

I want you to ponder the holiness of  separation as we go through a few things. 

From our Old Testament reading, the beginning of  Genesis. 
3Then God said, "Let there be light"; and there was light. 4God saw that the light was good; 
and God separated the light from the darkness. 5God called the light day, and the darkness 
He called night. And there was evening and there was morning, one day. 
6Then God said, "Let there be an expanse in the midst of  the waters, and let it separate the 
waters from the waters.” 7God made the expanse, and separated the waters which were 
below the expanse from the waters which were above the expanse; and it was so. 
14Then God said, "Let there be lights in the expanse of  the heavens to separate the day 
from the night, and let them be for signs and for seasons and for days and years; 15and let 
them be for lights in the expanse of  the heavens to give light on the earth"; and it was so.
16God made the two great lights, the greater light to govern the day, and the lesser light to 
govern the night; He made the stars also. 17God placed them in the expanse of  the heavens 
to give light on the earth,18and to govern the day and the night, and to separate the light 
from the darkness; and God saw that it was good. 

Then from our gospel reading, the beautiful end of  Matthew: 

"All authority has been given to Me in heaven and on earth. 19"Go therefore and make 
disciples of  all the nations, baptizing them in the name of  the Father and the Son and the 
Holy Spirit, 20teaching them to observe all that I commanded you; and lo, I am with you 
always, even to the end of  the age." 

Although not as explicit as Luke, we know that Jesus is about to ascend, and leave us. and 
yet, that separation is holy and good. 

I am now going to tell you some stories. They are all true. They are all about Holy 
Separation. And they all emphasize a holiness of  three. 

Three Veterans 

Scene: El Dorado County, Placerville, jail. 

Veteran one: 
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He was clearly a good man. intelligent, thoughtful, and professional. Sadly, lacking in impulse 
control. He walked away from a nice, low security, state honor camp, and naturally got 
caught. 

He was about to go to state prison, and would lose all his freedoms and privileges. 

We were visiting in the attorney's booth. Doors locked. A cell. Perhaps because I am an 
affiliate of  the Order of  Julian of  Norwich, I had a flash of  inspiration. 

"Think of  it as going to a monastery. Use the time or prayer for the world, and for yourself." 

He looked surprised, but, then pleased. 

"That is a great way of  framing it." 

Veteran two: 

He tried for death by cop. He even showed me the bullet holes in his torso. Fortunately, the 
bullets went straight through, instead of  obliquely, and missed vital organs. 

He was shooting his gun straight up in the air, as he ran at the deputies. He did not want to 
shoot them, but as one state licensed agent said to me, even if  you shoot up, the bullets have 
to come down. 

He was convicted of  attempted murder. 25 years of  state prison. 

We talked about the monastic calling, of  praying for the world, as well as himself. Over the 
two years he was held in our local jail, I saw him grow as a person. He was ready to work on 
self  improvement, and kindness to others. 

"You know what is going to keep me going? In 25 years, I want to be with my son." 

Veteran three: 

About a week after Veteran two shipped off  for state prison. I received a holy gift. 

Veteran three was being held for a few days for processing. He was coming home after 
serving 25 years for second degree murder. He had spent the time monastically, praying for 
himself  and others, and becoming a better person. 

"You know what kept me going? I wanted to be with my son." 

After 25 years, he was going to live with his son. 

Three Hawks. 

It might help to know that this is a true story. 

It might help to know that both Claud and John were part Native American. 



It might help to know that in their culture, Hawks are Spirit Guides. 

Hawk number one. 

Claud was dying. He was in Sutter Hospital in Roseville. His son,John, and his wife, Darlene, 
were by Claud's side. There was a crashing noise outdoors, and a loud shrieking sound. A 
hawk was dive bombing the window, yelling and screaming. It made no sense. A hawk? 
There? 

Claud was gone. 

Hawk number two. 

John and Darlene were driving Claud's ashes to Southern California. They stopped in Los 
Angeles at a city park, and stepped out for a break. Suddenly, out of  nowhere, a hawk began 
to dive bomb them, with its loud, shrill shriek. It made no sense. A hawk? There? 

Hawk number three. 

Claud's funeral was an outdoor ceremony. As the preacher began, all of  a sudden, a hawk 
dive-bombed him, yelling and shrieking. It seemed to have come from nowhere. It made no 
sense. A hawk? There? 

Three Hawks. 

John did not have much time to live. His cancer was terminal. He built a motorcycle with 
three Hawks emblazoned on it. His work was done. It was time to leave. 

Darlene was now alone. Her sister called. 

"How are you doing?" 

"Not well. I just want to know that John is ok. Wait a second, I can't hear you. There's a 
bunch of  noise outside." 

Darlene stepped outside, phone in hand. Out of  nowhere, she was suddenly dive bombed, 
first by one, then by two, then by three Hawks, yelling and shrieking. They had come from 
nowhere. Then, just as quickly, they took off  in formation, and flew beyond the horizon. 
Together. 

In tears, Darlene got back on the phone. 

"I guess he just wanted me to know that he is alright." 

Three Hawks. 

Three Persons. One Action. 



The Holy Trinity. 

Amen.


