
Trinity Sunday 

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. 

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.


