
Sunday Second Before Lent, Year A
St Michael ＆ all angels’, Abingdon

8 February 2026

 H
 Genesis 1.1–2.3 / Romans 8.18–25 / Matthew 6.25–34

God saw everything that he had made, and indeed, it was very good.

c In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit – Amen

         RIENDS, TODAY IS SAFEGUARDING SUNDAY.1 Moreover, today the
   lectionary-makers (I think of lectionary-makers as being like the 

Weird Sisters from MacBeth, or like the Norns, the Fates, who weave the 
destinies of mere mortal preachers from their sublime isolation in a 
distant celestial realm), the lectionary-makers want us to preach about 
Creation and the creatures of the world, which is why they gave us 
Genesis 1 and Romans 8, and Jesus mentioning birds and flowers. They 
are twisting preachers’ homiletical arms to oblige us to say something 
ecologically positive, or to castigate safeguarding sinners and comfort 
those who have endured (and continue to endure) unjust, blasphemous 
abuse at the hands of church leaders. I, being on one hand a mostly 
compliant, ecology-positive, pro-safeguarding sort of person, but on the 
other hand a stickler for the preacher’s job of proclaiming the Word in 
season and out of season, not just when a diocese or a lectionary decides 
‘Today everyone has to talk about safeguarding’ or ‘climate crisis’ — what 
shall I do in the face of two very clear, forceful divergent imperatives from 
my ecclesiastical superiors?

1. No, it’s not. I’m not sure why I thought it was, but Safeguarding Sunday won’t be till November. Sorry
for my confusion, and please just bear with me through the sermon.
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This is what I will do: I will proclaim the gospel of God’s kingdom to 
every creature under heaven, and I will teaching about the Lord Jesus 
Christ with all boldness. That gospel, as God has given me to understand 
it, runs somewhat this way:

God, uniquely good and utterly free, created a vast universe of stars and
black holes and planets and comets within which this tiny, quite 
insignificant wee world was given the gift of life, a quality the likes of 
which we have detected only here, on Earth, Terra, the blue one between 
Venus and Mars. And when we say God gave life, we should remember 
that God gave life first (so far as we understand) to plants yielding seed, 
and fruit trees of every kind; and then to sea monsters and every living 
creature that moves, of every kind, with which the waters swarm, and every
winged bird of every kind; then, to cattle and creeping things and wild 
animals of the earth. We might even propose that the soil and the rocks 
constitute a kind of very slow life, perhaps water and air different modes of 
life. And last of all, the late arrivals at the world’s party, human beings, 
made in the image and likeness of God, and therefore a sort of crown of 
creation. And God saw everything that he had made, and indeed, it was 
very, very good. 

Into this very good world — and I’m not going to point fingers here, 
remembering that my name is… Adam — into this good world, sin inter-
vened. Now you can talk all day about sin, and some people relish that talk,
but the specific problem of sin rises less from our occasionally falling into 
sin, than from our persistent reluctance to address sin. Both of the topics 
that the church wants to strong-arm me into preaching about today, the 
goodness of creation and the protection of children and vulnerable adults, 
arrive at our doorstep not shrouded in mystery, but blatantly, plainly. Sin 
may as well come to us with big posters that say, ‘Sin here!’ and ‘I’m Mr 
Sin, pleased to make your acquaintance’. And time after time, age after age,



government after government, synod after synod, one speaker after 
another will rise to deplore sin, to regret sin, and then to sigh and tell us 
that for reasons beyond our control, we couldn’t do anything about it. 
Who could have foreseen? Now we are told that if we tried to root out the
rotting stench of sin from our way of life, everything would come to a 
crashing halt. Litigation would paralyse us. Inflation would impoverish us. 
Influencers, stars, church leaders, effective politicians would pack their 
bags and head to shores where they felt more appreciated. Our hands are 
tied.

Sisters and brothers, I do not believe that. Brothers and sisters, that is 
NOT the gospel.

The world that God created good, the only oasis for life that we know 
of in this whole cosmos, has a vitality and an integrity that we must not 
disdain. Our girls and boys have an innocence and integrity that we mustn’t
flog off for the pleasure of billionaires and their servile circles. And we can
claw back the well-being of our world from the precipice of climate 
collapse, and we can protect our children and hold the powerful and 
wealthy to account. Not only can we; we must, if we want not to be judged 
complicit with the exploiters and abusers on the Day of Judgement. I say 
‘we can’, not that ‘We’ll have an easy time of it’. We can, and we can do it 
the more readily if we stand up together and say ‘We would rather have 
safe children and verdant green spaces and breathable air than have 
megayachts, oil spills, and lawless sex pests.’ Our national government does
not depend on tolerating criminal behaviour at the cost of our girls’ lives. 
Our national economy does not depend on pumping sewage into our 
waterways, carbon dioxide, soot, and sulphur dioxides into our air. The 
indwelling of the Holy Spirit in our churches does not require us to 
shelter, to promote, or to minimise serial sexual offenders.



The story of the gospel begins at the creation of a very good world. But 
sin found a place in the human heart, and there it put down roots and 
multiplied, in all our hearts to some extent — even the saints know this — 
and in some people’s hearts, sin took over as a sort of spiritual knotweed. And
when neither a holy Law nor earnest warnings from the prophets could 
root out sin, God intervened to cure by sending Jesus to absorb all the 
consequences of our self-centred, comfort- and pleasure-seeking sins away 
from us and onto himself, to set us free of knotweed and to bring us with 
him into the healthful gardens of Paradise. This is not of our doing; once 
again, always, it’s God’s gift to us, from love.

And in the last chapter of the gospel story, when we rush forward to 
rejoin the saints, with Michael and all our loved ones, we will be 
conformed to the image and glory of our Lord and Saviour. And here is 
my word to you, which I think echoes the word from God: if we have 
prepared ourselves by resisting evil and exploitation in this life, we will 
adjust easily, happily, to our heavenly identity in Christ. And if in this life 
we excuse those who exploit God’s children and God’s creation for private
benefit — such people will have a dark, wailing, tooth-grinding time trying
to adjust to God’s grace and peace. I do not want that for us; I do not want
our daughters and sons to suffer in this world, nor any of us to suffer 
beyond this world; nor for this world to suffer because of our own bondage
to futility and decay. So today we step forward to walk in light, to love one 
another as Jesus loved us, and give ourselves for our children as he gave 
himself for us, to share God’s life-giving grace with the earth we inhabit. 

This I preach, with different emphases and different inflections, every 
Sunday I stand among you: Safeguarding Sunday, Environmental Sunday,
Sunday Second Before Lent, every week, every day. This is the gospel God 
has called me, has called us all, to proclaim not only with our lips but in our
lives. This has been the story from the beginning in Eden and it will be to 


