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“‘The Nurturing Place’ was a day care center in Jersey City.” Dr. 

Barbara Lundblad tells us. 

“Few people would have heard of it if Anna Quindlen hadn’t taken us 

there in her newspaper column. The center, run by Roman Catholic 

sisters, welcomed children whose families were homeless, families 

with no addresses. One day the sisters took the children to the Jersey 

shore. The 3 and 4 year olds scrambled up the sandy dunes, falling 

and giggling their way to the top of what must have seemed like 

mountains to their little legs. When they got to the top, they could 

hardly believe their eyes: water as far as they could see — more water 

than they had ever seen. They slid down the dunes and ran to the 

ocean’s edge. They chased the waves that teased their toes. Then 

they went off for a picnic in a nearby park. After lunch they begged to 

go back to the dunes. One little boy named Freddie outran the rest 

and climbed his way to the top. He looked out, then turned to the 

others and shouted, ‘It’s still there!’” 

If you’re like me and so many right now, with news of shootings and 

rain everywhere that won’t let up, it is so easy to be discouraged. Like 

Freddie and the ocean, we need to be reminded that God is still there. 

The church year reminds us this week of the Trinity, God the Father or 

Creator, Jesus the son or Redeemer and the Holy Spirit or Sustainer. 

God created the world and we can be reminded of God’s faithfulness 

in nature and its resilience year after year. And that new things grow in 

unexpected places even as other things fade away. Jesus redeemed 

the world from itself, from our own devices and ushers us into grace 



and forgiveness and newness of life no matter what has happened 

before and nothing can change that, and the Holy Spirit reminds us of 

all that Jesus taught and lived and sustains us through thick and thin. 

And we are a part of this beautiful dance. The Eastern church 

describes the Trinity with the fancy Greek word Perichoresis which 

literally in English means “to dance around.” The Trinity is a dance of 

love and delight and joy. We are brought into this dance as God’s dear 

creation loved and put to work in caring for creation and each other.  

John 16:12, 13 says, “I still have many things to say to you, but you 

cannot bear them now. When the Spirit of truth comes, he will guide 

you into all the truth.” We will learn “All the Truth” as the Holy Spirit 

reminds us. We are growing up in the faith. I know as a parent I 

needed to learn the nuggets of wisdom to get my children through the 

stage they were in and maybe the very next stage, but I couldn’t 

handle anymore than that. If someone tried to teach me how to care 

for a teen when I had toddlers, I would not have been able to hear it. 

We are not alone in this world. We have the Holy Spirit to guide us 

and sustain us and God who is still creating and Jesus who still 

teaches us and heals us. What nuggets of wisdom are you longing for 

right now? Ask God for guidance, and ask your church family for 

support. We are a part of the loving kindness of God, we are 

participants in that love. How can we love and support one another 

even when we might not agree on everything?  

We can offer a listening ear and a listening heart. We can offer 

humility and honesty but it is not ours to claim perfection alone. We all 

can learn something from another. I can see in so many places in my 

life how the Holy Spirit teaches me lessons I need at just the right 

time. Sometimes I’m like Faust and want to learn it all now, but that’s 

not wise, we couldn’t handle it. So we go through life trusting that the 

Holy Spirit will guide us step by step.  



I am thankful to be reminded of God’s Triune nature and amazing love 

and our part in it.  

I am going to read again the story of Freddie, and I want you to listen 

with an open heart and see what stands out to you as you listen again. 

And then we will have a moment to share in a sentence or two any 

insights gained. 

“‘The Nurturing Place’ was a day care center in Jersey City.” Dr. 

Barbara Lundblad, tells us. 

“Few people would have heard of it if Anna Quindlen hadn’t taken us 

there in her newspaper column. The center, run by Roman Catholic 

sisters, welcomed children whose families were homeless, families 

with no addresses. One day the sisters took the children to the Jersey 

shore. The 3 and 4 year olds scrambled up the sandy dunes, falling 

and giggling their way to the top of what must have seemed like 

mountains to their little legs. When they got to the top, they could 

hardly believe their eyes: water as far as they could see — more water 

than they had ever seen. They slid down the dunes and ran to the 

ocean’s edge. They chased the waves that teased their toes. Then 

they went off for a picnic in a nearby park. After lunch they begged to 

go back to the dunes. One little boy named Freddie outran the rest 

and climbed his way to the top. He looked out, then turned to the 

others and shouted, ‘It’s still there!’” 


