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St. Michael and all Angels 
 
 
In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 
 

This weekend, these days in September, are special… 

  
Yesterday, I put on my Essendon earrings. They were made for me thirty-odd years 
ago, by a young woman who attended a rough-tough Tech. School in the foothills of 
the Dandenongs. We had sorted through some pretty tough stuff in her young life, 
and she said she had survived because of an angel. She knew I was ‘some funny kind 
of Christian,’ and said she knew the angel would like me to wear them on Grand Final 
Day each year. So I do. And I have worn them again today. 
 
Yesterday might more properly have been called the Holy Feast of the AFL Grand 
Final. Today, as you know, is the Feast of St. Michael and All Angels. I trust that 
neither Michael, nor any other angel, whatever picturesque garb they wear, will mind 
my earrings this morning, even though Essendon did not play yesterday, even though 
Essendon fans frequently bear some antipathy towards Hawthorn, especially when 
they recall a certain other Grand Final… 
 
It occurs to me, though, that this is a blessed weekend, most particularly in Victoria, 
since footy is our very own tribal rite. Both of these Feasts involve putting aside the 
ordinary shape of daily life for a large number of people, so, we may find ourselves 
playing with emotions and loyalties we don’t allow rein to very often, we may find in 
ourselves a higher level of excitement, or an increased ability to concentrate on a 
detail we wouldn’t usually notice, we may be aware of the a level of awe we don’t 
often let ourselves recognise. 
 
Think, for instance, of how you react to the noise of the Grand Final crowd, even on 
TV? Or whether you will sing one of this morning’s hymns with some extra volume or 
feeling? Or did you come to either day with a heightened sense of anticipation? 
 
What I’m feeling my way towards is that strange sense we get, in a variety of different 
circumstances and places, that the sense of weight of our usually heavily-patterned 
lives, might part for a bit, and let us in on other dimensions of being we don’t always 
have in our awareness. 
 
The technical term for this odd kind of thinning of our normal behavioural and 
feeling repertoire, is the numinous. That this kind of thing can be produced by 
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football, as well as by prayer, meditation, or any number of other activities, is, I think, 
a generous, even a playful gift of God. 
 
The numinous is an odd place, inhabited by different feelings, sometimes by different 
beings. In it we can find some of the inhabitants of science fiction, as we can, too, in 
some other sensorily altered experiences, including extreme hunger, tiredness, 
dreams, to name just a few. 
 
If we search the Scriptures, both the Hebrew Scriptures we call the Old Testament 
and the Christian scriptures we call the New Testament, we come across accounts 
which seem odd, out of the ordinary, in similar ways to what we have been thinking 
about. 
 
The beings these incidents report are both like us, and strangely not like us. They 
often look like us, but don’t always act like us. Despite the ways they are depicted in 
Christian art from early times, they don’t seem, in the scriptures, to have 
distinguishing clothing, or wings, either. 
 
They rarely introduce themselves, say ‘Hello, my name is . . .’; they don’t seem as 
focussed on themselves as even the best of us are, a great deal of the time. It is fairly 
commonplace that they appear abruptly, and disappear just as abruptly. 
 
One thing they do seem to have in common, is that they either point directly at God, 
or they bring a message from God, saying ‘thus says YHWH’, or ‘thus says the Lord.’ 
 
Let’s change focus again, to look at this intriguing Gospel reading from John’s gospel. 
We need to remember that John tells stories in a very different way to Matthew, 
Mark, and Luke. All of the gospels tell stories in a different way than we do. We say 
‘and then . . . and then . . . and then,’ sometimes until our families go crook! 
 
Matthew, Mark and Luke tell pretty much the same stories, but give their own slant 
on what they think Jesus was on about. John, on the other hand, was pretty out there, 
and his writing is like ten metre deep poetry, and all of those metres are made of 
liquid wisdom, not water! 
 
So here we are in chapter one. We have barely met Jesus, and he is asking a group, 
mostly of fishermen, to come with him. The odd-ball conversation between Jesus and 
Nathaniel tells us that this man, who has a name ending in ‘-el’ (i.e. ‘God’), just as the 
angels were said to have, and that he has experiences we would describe as numinous 
pretty frequently. 
  
So Jesus comes right out of the woodwork, earlier than he does in the other gospels, 
and links Nathaniel, the wonderful Old Testament story about Jacob’s vision of a 
ladder filled with angels both ascending and descending, and himself! 
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We aren’t given any idea about Nathaniel’s reaction, so we don’t know how long it 
took him to connect the mysterious dots Jesus had just supplied, or how long it took 
him to join other sets of dots which would keep coming into his porous, numinous 
world.  
 
And us? Have you ever seen an angel, outside of an icon, or a gallery, or a stained 
glass window? I’d be surprised if you had,  although God is a pretty untameable being 
in many ways. Remember what C. S. Lewis says of Aslan: ‘…of course he isn’t safe! But 
he’s good!’ 
 
At the same time I would be surprised if you hadn’t had a numinous moment, or 
three, or even more, when you’re quiet, or still, or stop talking or doing for a bit, or 
when days like these two feasts occur, and God’s messages/messengers can cut 
through all the white noise we usually keep in our heads and hearts. 
 
The Lord be with you. 
 
Amen. 
 
Judy McAdam 
St Paul’s Cathedral Bendigo 
29th September 2013 
 


