
‘A tantalising set of invitations’ – A homily for Michael and All Angels 

Genesis 28.10-17 
Revelation 12.7-12 
John 1.47-51 

‘Don’t blink. Blink and you’re dead. They are fast. Faster than you can believe. Don’t turn 

your back. Don’t look away. And don’t blink.’ So begins my favourite Dr Who episode ever, 

Blink. This episode introduces us to the Weeping Angels, alien creatures that appear as 

statues of angels, frozen in time for as long as someone is looking at them. But as soon as 

you turn away or blink, they move, coming towards you. And as soon as they touch you 

they transport you into the past, feeding on your life-force, while in the present you are 

gone forever.  

 Blink does what all good Dr Who episodes do, it plays on childhood fears about 

creepy statues in grave-yards, those beautiful and yet cold and lonely figures who remind 

us that in the world there are always mysteries beyond our comprehension and control, 

forces from another place, monsters and angels that speak of realities yet unseen. Dr Who 

reminds us that we are not quite so in control of the world as we might like to think we are, 

even as it shows us that most of the time the real monsters are not aliens invading from 

another world, but our own human needs to dominate or control. 

 But whereas the Weeping Angels are designed to create terror in children’s minds, 

the angels we find in Scripture spent most of their time telling people not to be afraid. 

Angels are messengers and they bring with themselves all the dark mystery and shattering 

beauty of God. But whether they are carrying burning coals to a prophet in the midst of the 

temple, or visiting a young woman to proclaim the coming of the Word-made-Flesh, their 

message is always the same: do not fear, stand up and believe! 

 If we’re honest, we probably live a good deal of our lives in fear: frightened about 

the decisions we are about to take, or the consequences of a decision once made, frightened 



about an illness we are having to face, or about the loss of a job or financial security, 

frightened about the future, about how we will be able to cope with getting old or with our 

world changing beyond recognition. But whereas the Weeping Angels play on our fears, 

stirring them up to disorientate and paralyse us, God’s angels proclaim that though the 

world is indeed much more vast and mysterious than we could ever imagine or control, it is 

still a world in which we can find a home, a world in which trust and peace are made 

possible by the God who has created it in love. 

 At our parish retreat at Worth Abbey this year, one of the four poets we considered in 

our sessions was Gerard Manley Hopkins, perhaps ‘the most original poet of the Victorian 

age.’ Hopkins spent his life playfully rejoicing in the rhythms and seasons of the world and  

its language, delighting in the connections between words; their sounds and syntax. Poems 

like ‘Pied Beauty’ and ‘God’s Grandeur,’ playfully and powerfully portray a world full of 

colour and beauty, giving thanks for strange and spare things, for the things of our world 

and our hearts that don’t quite fit, that we can’t quite get a handle on, but that playfully 

leap away from us, laughing at our attempts to flatten and control. When he looked at the 

world, he didn’t see a neutral context for human economic exchange or for its cynical use 

and misuse, but rather he saw that ‘all things are charged with love, are charged with God 

and if we know how to touch them give off sparks and take fire, yield drops and flow, ring 

and tell of him.’ 

 Rowan Williams captures something similar in his wonderful book, ‘The Edge of 

Words,’ where he argues that the world is not a fixed object to be described or managed, 

but rather should be seen ‘as a tantalising set of invitations.’ What would it mean to live in 

a world such as this, in which everything, every person, is an invitation into a new way of 

being and belonging, where everything and every person is an invitation into the life of God 

itself? 

 It is this kind of world that our Scriptures invite us into. In our first reading today, 

taken from the book of Genesis, Jacob seems to inhabit a usual world of familial 



breakdown, betrayal and failure, but it all changes when he lets go of control and opens his 

imagination to God. With a stone as a pillow he dreams of another world, not a world 

locked into human failure and greed, but a world radically open to the promise and 

blessing of heaven. He dreams of a giant ladder, a ziggurat, reaching from earth to heaven 

upon which the angels of God ascend and descend. Through this dream, Jacob is reminded 

that his world, our world, is not cut-off from God or closed-off to mystery and beauty, but 

that rather the riches of heaven can be made known here if only we have eyes to see and 

hearts to believe. 

 Jesus takes up this beautiful image in our Gospel today, this time re-imagining 

himself as the heavenly ladder. More profoundly even than Jacob’s dream, Jesus shows us 

what our world is really like and what our humanity is really for. In his very self he is God’s 

‘tantalising invitation,’ forever calling us into life in all its mystery, in all its beauty, in all its 

divine oddity. At our Eucharist today we receive this human invitation into God’s own life, 

taking in our very hands that small emblem of heaven, so that we too might become 

‘tantalising invitations,’ calling others into the fullness of life that Christ first offers us. 

AMEN. 

    

  


