
December 31, 2017 
 
Dear Sisters and Brothers, 
While today’s Gospel story is less well known that it’s more famous 
preceding verses [And there were shepherds in the fields, keeping watch 
over the flocks by night.] it in itself is a remarkable tale. Luke is telling us 
again about the nature of Mary and Joseph – they must be good people, 
the follow the civil law by traveling for the census, now the religious rules 
by going to Jerusalem – a six-mile journey – to offer the appointed 
offerings. When the couple arrives, you can feel their anxiety and maybe 
their excitement being in the big city, as they’re from a bit of a backwaters 
place, Nazareth. They have their new baby, and if you’ve ever had a new 
baby you can imagine how that feels, and this old man swoops in and 
snatches up the baby. I’ve always pictured it this way: Simeon plucks the 
baby out of Mary’s arms and maybe starts dancing a little jig, maybe even 
holding the baby over his head – the story reflects tangible excitement – 
and singing his little song [what was to become a very famous little song, 
by the way – the Nunc Dimittis]. And all the time Mary’s thinking, Mary 
the brand-new mother, “Oh my gosh! I hope he doesn’t drop the baby!!” 
 
While the first half of St. Luke 2 is a beautiful story [the story of the night 
of Jesus’s birth], this second half is a delightful story that nearly all of us 
who are parents can relate to. I can remember the excitement of 
grandparents and great-grandparents at the birth of our children, aged 
aunts and uncles making fools of themselves as they look at the wee one. 
In today’s story, we are hearing a very real, very human story, with the 
small twist that this is Jesus and the people who are speaking will leave 
words that travel through the next two millennia as signs of hope. But this 
story reminds us of a few things we do well to remember, particularly as 
we wait for the start of a new year. 
 
The first is we should never give up hope. Part of the underlying story is 
that Simeon and Anna had been waiting a very long time for the moment 
we hear this morning. Waiting for anything – waiting for Christmas when 
you’re 5 years old, waiting for healing when you’re 50 years old – is hard. 
I can only imagine that these two [it says Anna was 84, a great age] 
watched the years slip by and can only imagine that they wanted to 
believe, wanted to hope, but must have thought that they either got it all 
wrong or that maybe their hopes would be disappointed. It is facile for 
those of us who aren’t waiting to say, “don’t give up!” But we all know it 



is hard. Part of the story of Jesus is this sense of the ever-present 
possibility of hope and how that shapes our lives for the good. 
 
Second, God’s purposes in our lives may take a long time. I know, this is 
very similar to not giving up hope and I know that we in church talk a lot 
about God’s “timeliness,” but there is something to all of this. St. Paul 
talks about patience and endurance producing hope and hope does not 
disappoint us. There must be something about the crucible of time that 
changes us and reshapes us. I also understand that when it comes to 
things such as suffering or oppression, God’s seeming tardiness feels 
different than God’s tardiness in me understanding the purpose of our 
lives. But I wonder what that is really trying to say to us. Is God’s delay in 
hard things an attempt to move my heart, move my soul? What does that 
tell me about suffering? What does it tell me about myself? Maybe the 
purposes of God’s seeming tardiness has little to do with God and a lot to 
do with my own short-sightedness and my own unwillingness to see the 
world in new ways. 
 
Third, I suspect that very few things look like something we were 
expecting or turn out the way we imagine. A small hint toward this is 
lodged in today’s story. The Gospel, somewhat delightfully, says that, 
“Guided by the Spirit Simeon came into the temple;” and, we could 
probably imagine, pointed out to him which one was the family he was 
looking for. Apart from our nativity scenes at home, there was probably 
little to distinguish Mary and Joseph. But this is true for so much of our 
lives, no? How often does anything turn out the way we thought? How 
often does anything ever look like we imagined? I’ve convinced myself 
frequently that something is what I thought it would be. I think that is 
much more the power of my imagination that it is the reality of the facts 
on the ground. 
 
Don’t give up hope. God seems to take much longer than we imagined. 
Little ever looks like we originally thought. Oh, and don’t drop the baby! 
 
Peace to you in the new year. 
 
Amen. 
 
Pastor Erdos 
Christmas 1 


