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Living God, may your word be proclaimed and may we claim it with joy for our lives today. 
Continue to speak to us through my words or in spite of them. Amen. 

 
Luke 2:22-40 
22 When the time came for their ritual cleansing, in accordance with the Law from Moses, they 
brought Jesus up to Jerusalem to present him to the Lord. (23 It’s written in the Law of the Lord, 
“Every firstborn male will be dedicated to the Lord.”) 24 They offered a sacrifice in keeping 
with what’s stated in the Law of the Lord, A pair of turtledoves or two young pigeons.[a] 
 
25 A man named Simeon was in Jerusalem. He was righteous and devout. He eagerly anticipated 
the restoration of Israel, and the Holy Spirit rested on him. 26 The Holy Spirit revealed to him 
that he wouldn’t die before he had seen the Lord’s Christ. 27 Led by the Spirit, he went into the 
temple area. Meanwhile, Jesus’ parents brought the child to the temple so that they could do 
what was customary under the Law. 28 Simeon took Jesus in his arms and praised God. He said, 
 
29 “Now, master, let your servant go in peace according to your word, 
30     because my eyes have seen your salvation. 
31 You prepared this salvation in the presence of all peoples. 
32 It’s a light for revelation to the Gentiles 
    and a glory for your people Israel.” 
 
33 His father and mother were amazed by what was said about him. 34 Simeon blessed them and 
said to Mary his mother, “This boy is assigned to be the cause of the falling and rising of many 
in Israel and to be a sign that generates opposition 35 so that the inner thoughts of many will be 
revealed. And a sword will pierce your innermost being too.” 
 
36 There was also a prophet, Anna the daughter of Phanuel, who belonged to the tribe of Asher. 
She was very old. After she married, she lived with her husband for seven years. 37 She was now 
an 84-year-old widow. She never left the temple area but worshipped God with fasting and 
prayer night and day. 38 She approached at that very moment and began to praise God and to 
speak about Jesus to everyone who was looking forward to the redemption of Jerusalem. 
 
39 When Mary and Joseph had completed everything required by the Law of the Lord, they 
returned to their hometown, Nazareth in Galilee. 40 The child grew up and became strong. He 
was filled with wisdom, and God’s favor was on him. 
 



Sixteen years ago was a Christmas to remember. 2004 — the year of our Midwestern Christmas 
blizzard. I was in Ohio when the snow came, living in a friend’s empty apartment in the sleepy 
college town of Oxford. I stayed after the semester ended because, even then, my Christmas 
schedule revolved around the Church as was working on the staff of a small United Methodist 
congregation in Cincinnati and needed to stick around for the Christmas Eve service before 
driving to my parents’ home. But that year, things didn’t go according to plan. Just a couple of 
days before Christmas, we started to get snowed in. I remember my friend Laura, a fellow 
student who also stuck around town that year, showing up at my door, covered in head-to-toe 
snow gear and carrying two shovels. With her encouragement, we shoveled out from my place 
and across town, stopping at the grocery store for some food and eventually making our way 
over to Dr. Boge’s house — to check on a beloved professor who lived alone and get her 
shoveled out. After visiting with her for a bit, we trekked back across town to collapse in 
exhaustion and hunker down at the borrowed apartment for the rest of the night. It was not how I 
planned to spend my Christmas break, but, even still, it was beautiful. 
 
The next day I loaded up my car for Christmas Eve, planning to take care of this church service 
and then do the late-night drive to my folks’ house. Of course, there was still a blizzard. Like so 
many others, our service was cancelled. To make matters worse, they shut down I-64, so I wasn’t 
going to make my trek that night after all. My friend John checked in on me and, after finding 
out I was somewhat stranded, invited me to his home in Cincinnati, so I slowly and carefully 
made my way there and spent Christmas Eve with him and his mom, welcomed as a last-minute, 
unplanned guest with a warm place to stay and even presents under the tree. It was not what I 
planned for Christmas Eve, but it was beautiful. 
 
Finally, Christmas morning arrives, the snow has slowed and I hear that one lane of the interstate 
is now open. I said my goodbyes to my adopted Christmas family and started slowly and 
carefully making my way across Kentucky and southern Indiana — slow being the operative 
word. After hours of crawling along a nearly deserted snow-covered highway, I was finally 
coming up on the exit for my parents’ house. And, of course, that was when I hit a patch of ice 
and landed in the median, stuck in the deep snow. I called my parents, and eventually my dad 
made his way to my van. We sat in his car for a couple of hours and eventually the tow truck 
came to pull me out. We crawled along again and finally, finally made it to the house. Definitely 
not how I planned to spend Christmas Day, but, in the end, it was a beautiful Christmas. 
 
It’s funny how, since then, I’ve had fifteen more Christmases, but that’s the one I most vividly 
remember. I suspect Christmas 2020 will be the next one I remember for years afterward. Like so 
many of you, I spent my Christmas Eve and Christmas at home alone, without all of the usual 
family gathered around. Worship happened in my make-shift home office, lighting candles to 
join with all of you in our virtual candelighting, and singing carols and joining in liturgy while 
my dog gave me the side-eye for disturbing her snooze. This was also the Christmas Eve we 



ventured onto the front lawn of the church in ten degree weather with winter coats, gloves, and 
masks on our faces — braving the cold for a few minutes of connection. We had plans to light 
candles but, thanks to just enough wind that was blowing around, we resorted to passing the light 
of cell phones while singing “Silent Night”. Christmas Day was unnaturally quiet, broken up 
only by neighbors dropping off a yummy treat and a ZOOM gathering with family. This was not 
the Christmas I saw coming a year ago. It was strange and, yet, weirdly beautiful. A Christmas to 
remember. 
 
The things we remember often aren’t the expected parts of life. It’s the unusual, unplanned-for 
moments that stick with us. In our scripture reading this morning, we hear more of the Christmas 
story told in Luke’s gospel. This passage comes right after the nativity story — the part we 
expect on Christmas. We just heard about Mary, Joseph, the shepherds, angels, and a baby in a 
manger. And then, Luke tells us another part of the story, a part that only happens in his re-
telling of that first Christmas. It’s the part he thinks we need to remember. 
 
Mary and Joseph head to the temple in Jerusalem for the purification rite and to make their 
meager sacrifice of pigeons as they present their newborn baby to God.  I suspect this wasn’t all 
that unusual. Young, faithful parents showing up at the temple with a tiny baby to do the things 
their faith required. I picture the temple as bustling that day, filled with people like them and all 
of the usual happenings of temple life. In the scene I imagine, this little family could be easily 
overlooked as they go about their business. There would be nothing particularly remarkable 
about them. Two people took notice, though: Simeon and Anna.  
 
Luke first introduces us to Simeon, a resident of the city who we’re told was devout and, 
accordingly, paying attention to the nudging of the Holy Spirit. That Spirit led him to come to 
the temple that day. He sees this young family and, in a move that probably startled Mary and 
Joseph, grabs up the baby Jesus and starts singing praises to God. Simeon spouts off words about 
seeing salvation for all people in this tiny child. He goes on to bless the parents and offers a 
rather scary prophecy to Mary, telling her that Jesus would be responsible for the fall and rise of 
his people, that the road ahead would be hard, and that she would know pain in it all. 
 
The scene shifts over to Anna, a prophet who stayed at the temple full-time. We’re told she’s 
eighty-four years old and incredibly faithful, praying and fasting all night long and then the next 
day. She wanders out and notices the family as well. The gospel writer didn’t record all of her 
words, but we get the gist: she too spouts off radical, revolutionary words of praise for this baby, 
telling everyone he’s the key to their redemption. 
 
It’s a strange story, not the one we usually tell in our Christmas pageants or sing carols about, but 
it’s the part Luke thinks needs to be told. Eighty to ninety years after the fact, this is the 
Christmas he remembers. As I listen to his telling of this story, I wonder how everyone else 



remembers it. Did anyone else gathered at the temple that day even notice these folks? Or, if they 
did, what did they think of Simeon and Anna? I can’t help but suspect they probably seemed a 
little bizarre. I mean, we’re on this side of the story, so we can hear all of this language about 
salvation, redemption, and revolution and make sense of it. To the folks on that side of the story? 
They just saw a poor, nondescript Jewish family and a baby… these words would have sounded 
like nonsense, mad ramblings from a couple of old folks who spend too much time at the temple. 
Even if you somehow thought these things, you didn’t say them aloud lest you be labeled 
“crazy”. And yet, Simeon and Anna couldn’t help themselves, it seems. They saw what they saw, 
and they had to tell anyone and everyone regardless of what anyone else thought of them. 
 
I love this story for many reasons. First, it’s just weird, but weird is what becomes memorable. 
Anna and Simeon are colorful characters that stick with me. Second, I love how they pay 
attention in this story. They are the ones who notice the divine. They’re the ones who see what 
no one else can see. They’ve been dreaming of God’s promises for so long and, in this moment, 
they have their eyes open enough to catch a glimpse of those promises fulfilled. I imagine them 
spending decades waiting…. and waiting… and waiting, never losing faith that God was at work, 
even if they couldn’t see it. Then, toward the end of their lives, they finally see it happening in 
the most unexpected way, in a seemingly unremarkable baby. They notice what God is doing. 
That didn’t just happen by accident; they cultivated that awareness over years of faithfulness. 
What are we not noticing? What dreams is God birthing that we’re overlooking? We could learn 
something from Simeon and Anna. 
 
Third, I love their response. In this story, they don’t simply see God and ponder what it means. 
No, they don’t hesitate to tell the world all about it. They’re bold, perhaps even reckless, but this 
Good News of liberation and justice wells up in them and cannot be contained. They can’t keep 
silent about it.  
 
Many of us, in this weird, challenging Christmas of 2020, are mourning the loss of a part of this 
church, a staff member and a friend. Over the past week or so, I’ve been replaying my memories 
of Jody, and one of my most vivid memories is the day I first met him: July 2, 2019. It was the 
day before I was moving in to the parsonage, and I came over that evening with a tape measure 
to make sure my plans for where all the furniture was to go would actually work. Here I was, in 
an empty house, quietly minding my business, when the doorbell rang. And rang again. And 
again. And again. I couldn’t figure out who would possibly be stopping by and was pretty sure 
they weren’t there to see me. Eventually I figured out which door it was in this new house — 
turns out the side door also has a doorbell — and opened it to find this ridiculously enthusiastic 
stranger on my stoop. It was Jody, my new next-door neighbor. He noticed I was over here 
(because, as I came to learn, Jody noticed everything happening in the neighborhood), and he 
couldn’t wait to stop by. He had to meet me and tell me ALL THE THINGS about my new 
home, about my new church, about my neighborhood, and about himself. It was a little 



overwhelming, but he just couldn’t contain it. So now, when I read about Anna running around 
telling everyone all the things, whether they invited her over or not, I picture Jody. We could 
learn something from Anna (and Jody). May we all have that kind of insistence and persistence 
in telling the Good News. 
 
Finally, I love that Luke included this story in his gospel telling. He didn’t have to (the other 
gospel writers didn’t bother), but Luke thought this was an important story to tell. It’s easy to 
forget the gospel writers made deliberate choices in how they told the story of Jesus. They told 
their tales in the ways they did to make a point. Luke thought Anna and Simeon needed to be 
heard. He amplified their voices — voices that otherwise would have been lost to history, not 
known beyond the whispered gossip about those two crazy fools at the temple. It makes me 
wonder: Whose voices have we lost? When we tell our stories, when we tell our history, who are 
we leaving out? Who do we not listen to? Whose words do we write off as nonsense? We could 
learn something from Luke here. 
 
We’ve spent the weeks of Advent and Christmas talking about what it means to be “those who 
dream.” Today, we’re challenged to give voice to those dreams. These God-given dreams aren’t 
just for us. They are for all of us. God doesn’t invite us to dream just so that we can write in our 
diary and lock it away. No, God wants us to share our dreams with the world — even if they’re 
kinda crazy dreams. It’s in the sharing of these dreams that God continues to work. Simeon had 
the audacity to share his dreams aloud in the temple, and Anna in turn told her dreams to any 
who would listen. Luke payed attention to their dreams and amplified them for the world to hear. 
Our dreams are bigger than us. It is in our collective dreaming that God’s kin-dom of justice and 
liberation for all people starts to take shape. What dreams are welling up inside of you? What 
have you been scared to speak aloud?  
 
This Christmas will surely be one we remember. It’s come in the midst of disappointment, grief, 
injustice, even death. We can relate to Anna and Simeon waiting… and waiting… and waiting… 
for deliverance, for promises to be fulfilled. Perhaps part of our story this year, though, is also 
about how we have seen God, how we have glimpsed the divine in the midst of it all, how we 
have caught on to God’s dreams in the unexpected, unplanned ways this year unfolded. God is 
inviting us to dream God-sized dreams, and God is waiting for us to share those dreams with the 
world. It’s not just our dreams, though: God has given dreams to others, and God is waiting for 
us to listen and amplify these unheard voices. God’s dreams are being birthed all around us, and 
God is just waiting for us to take notice. May we have the courage to make this a part of our 
story this year too. 
 
Part of what we do in worship is give voice to the aspirational parts of our faith — we pray 
prayers and sing hymns full of words that we want to be true. It’s one of the ways we live into 
our faith story, not that it all must be true before we say or sing them, but that in putting those 



words out there, we take the first steps to living into them. This morning, we’re going to put 
some words out there in our affirmation of faith, words that we want to be true but may still be 
living into, and that’s OK. We put them out there anyway. In that spirit, would you join with me 
in our Affirmation of Faith?1 
 
One:  We believe in telling the story—  
All:  The story of a loving and merciful God, 
 Who will not let God’s people go; 
 The story of a baby who grew up and changed the world;  
 The story of our faith.  
One:  We believe in speaking up—  
All:  For our neighbors,  
 For the oppressed,  
 For the overlooked  
 And marginalized.  
One:  We believe in speaking out—  
All:  Against violence,  
 Greed,  
 Abuse, 
 Fear, 
 Scarcity mindset,  
 And bigotry.  
One: We believe in passing the mic—  
All:  So that we are not the only ones speaking, 
 So that we can lift up the voices of those around us,  
 So that we too might listen and learn.  
One: We believe in the good news of the gospel.  
All:  We believe that this good news is too good to keep to ourselves.  
 We believe that those who dream cannot keep silent.  
One:  Speak to us, Holy God.  
All:  Speak through us, Holy God.  
 May it be so, amen.  

 
1 Affirmation of Faith written by Sarah Are of Sanctified Art https://sanctifiedart.org  

https://sanctifiedart.org/

