
 

             

 

 

 

HOMILY by Father Robbie Low 

 

22nd Sunday in Ordinary Time-Year C-September 1st 2019 

 

Readings: Ecclesiasticus 3: 17-18. 20. 28-29, Psalm 67, Hebrews12: 18-

19. 22-24, Luke 14: 1. 7-14 

 

Today’s Gospel seems to me to be the source of much misunderstanding 

and consequent lack of liturgical enthusiasm and coherence as 

generations of Christians fight over the back seats in church hoping to be 

thought of as sufficiently humble while resisting any invitation to come 

up higher and swell the immediate chorus of praise. In consequence I 

propose to continue this little series of sermons on the Epistle to the 

Hebrews. 

This morning we are given a glimpse of Heaven. Ask most people to 

describe their picture of Heaven and some familiar but depressingly banal 

images surface. Auntie Mabel sitting on a cloud. Grandad as a star in the 

sky. Those of a more religious bent have visions of unending light – not 

good news for those of us who suffer migraines. Vast choirs of angels 

ceaselessly singing hymns.  ( Don’t get me wrong, I like hymns – but not 

to the exclusion of all else.)   St. John tells us that there will be no more 

pain or crying or death. All good news but we need a little light and shade 

and, when he says there will be no more sea, this may be fine for the 

wimpy Galilee boys who get the wind up on a lake but bad news for all 

but the most determined landlubbers.                                                                                       

We are treated, courtesy of other faiths, to pictures of warrior lords in 



their celestial hunting halls, getting drunk as skunks with the lads. 

Heaven as a permanent Saturday night.                                                                                           

In other versions the alcohol banned to the believer on earth may be 

swigged in copious draughts with no danger of a morning hangover. Men 

may be apportioned seventy odd young women, or if I have read the text 

correctly, young blokes – (all very modern and inclusive) for what we 

may euphemistically term ‘entertainment’.  This, presumably, guarantees 

the ladies who have qualified for Heaven, some peace and a much-needed 

rest.                                                                                                     

Gardens seem to figure in quite a few systems. This is good news for 

those of us handy with the secateurs and widger. 

In short, we don’t know very much and what we do know is couched in 

language that makes sense only to our physical familiarities. Man speaks 

of what he does not know in terms that he can understand.                                        

How could it be otherwise? 

When people ask me about Heaven I often begin with this simple 

analogy.                                                 

When you were in utero, tucked up safe and sound within the protecting 

walls of your mother’s belly, that was your world in its totality. You may, 

we do not now recall, have had intimations of something beyond this 

bubble of water but what it was you could not know. If someone had tried 

to speak to you through the thin veil of flesh that kept you from the 

outside world and uttered words you could not yet comprehend, how 

much wiser would you have been? Even had you had the language, what 

sense could you have made of even a description of this room, this house, 

this street, town, country, earth, cosmos? 

Yet there was direct continuity between your unborn, unknowing self and 

the person you are now. The life chain was not broken at birth, that brief 

struggle in the dark that must have also been an ending. That life emerged 

into a world with which you are now familiar, its enormity and wonder a 

little tamed by familiarity and engagement. 



If someone then tried to come and speak to us of Heaven now, what 

words would make sense? What could he say that would enlighten our 

journey into the dark tunnel of death to emerge into a light and Presence 

indescribable? 

The Letter to the Hebrews gives us little and glorious clues. We are not, 

he tells us, to confuse this new birth into the eternal with the encounter at 

Sinai where the mountain smoked and burned with fire. We do not enter 

the raging tempest and the profound darkness of the blackest night, where 

even Moses, the God-seer was afraid. 

We come to Mount Sion, the place of the Temple, the place where God 

reveals Himself to Man and Man worships, is rapt in the splendour of His 

glory, ecstatic with praise and joy. We come to the Heavenly City. (This 

will be a disappointment to those of us who prefer the bucolic life – but it 

is an image of the centre, the summation, the capital of the heart, the 

fulfilment of the common life in the community of the redeemed.) 

We are surrounded by the myriad millions of the divine messengers, the 

angels who have watched over us. We see now what we could not see 

before. We are translated across the realms of physical to spiritual, heirs 

to both. 

We take our place in ‘the general assembly of the first born’. (This 

sounds like a Methodist conference of an Anglican synod and must be a 

definition of Hell) But don’t be put off by the words. It refers to the 

gathered community of those reborn in Christ Jesus who have, 

consequently, become co-heirs of the Kingdom, sons and daughters of 

God, little brothers and sisters of Jesus. Our names written in the will and 

new testament of the Saviour, amazed and unworthy beneficiaries of His 

divine and human estate. 

We come before God, the judge of all, in the company of the souls of all 

who have been made perfect. This tells us of their (and our) progress 

through the purification – another reference to the purgatorial process of 

preparation. 



And to Jesus – the mediator whose blood has made this reconciliation 

possible, this triumph real. We are where God wants us to be – in His 

company with those who love Him and have made the journey, our 

friends the saints. We are home. We may not have the words but if we 

have the vision that will see us down the road ahead and, hand in hand 

down the long dark tunnel of dying, lead us, reconciled and confident of 

His love, into the extraordinary clarity of the divine light where the truth 

of all things will be revealed and we will live in its extraordinary beauty 

and grace. We will be together and we will be home 
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