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It’s an interesting exercise to ask oneself: if I had to draw a picture of myself and God, how would I
do it? Where would I place God in relation to myself? Of course it’s a ridiculous idea in one way—
God is not in space, God and a human being are not two things that can be drawn on the same
page. And yet even if God is not in space, I can’t get away from it—I am always going to think with
images, and my imagination is always going to be spatial.

Most often when I think of the Holy Spirit I imagine God as somehow inside me, working within,
prompting, drawing, stirring me in some way-- which I am mostly too busy or preoccupied to notice.
But also the image of the Spirit as wind sometimes has an effect on how I picture things—a light
breeze moving among people gathered together, bringing something fresh and new into a situation.
Most often when I think of God the Father it is as ahead of me, ahead of us all, something like the
horizon towards which we walk all through our life. God is the One towards whom we are all
moving, the goal, ahead of us, beckoning us on, giving us purpose.

God the Son—here for me the image is most often of the one who walks beside me, speaking, or
silent, as the two of us make our way along a path. It is one of the most amazing things about the
Christian faith, it seems to me, that it not only allows but encourages me to think of God in this way.
The One who made the world, who holds the whole cosmos in being, has become for us a brother.
I am within my rights to think of him as my companion along the way. He is perhaps a little dusty
from the road, never quite giving a straight or expected answer to my questions, if he gives any
response at all. He is sometimes compassionate and sometimes challenging, but always there,
always interested.

Of course this is a little individualistic - Jesus and I walking down the road. Sometimes in the
gospels Jesus does relate to people one at a time—he really is interested in individuals. But often
he speaks to groups—crowds, a bunch of disciples, a bunch of pharisees, or those gathered for a
dinner party. And our own memory of him, the continued contact with him, comes to us in various
ways through community. We meet him in the gospel stories, written down and recopied and held
onto by the community long ago, handed down through many generations of communities. We
meet him when we come together at Mass, in those stories, in the bread and (hopefully one day
again soon) the wine, and in our coming together itself. Much more occasionally, because we are
shy people, because we don’t want to let our left hand know what our right hand is doing, we meet
him when we actually speak to one another other about how we have met him. And this too is a
form of communion. It is risky and uncertain, when someone shares with you moments from their
own unique encounters with Christ, and you couldn’t officially prove anything to anyone from what
we tell each other in this way. But few things have mattered for the development of my own faith
more than those rare moments of sharing, this particular form of communion.

 


