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Presentation of Jesus A   Luke 2:22-40 

There are many people who just do not like to dismantle their 

Christmas trees. John Buchanan is one, as he writes in the current 

issue of Christian Century. 

He confesses being prone to post-Christmas doldrums, having 

spent himself in pre-Nativity preparations. He says it is like a 

collapsed balloon. The air is gone. 

He cleverly reaches for support to these lines of W. H. Auden from 

his For the Time Being: A Christmas Oratorio: 

Well, so that is that. Now we must dismantle the tree, 

…There are enough 

Leftovers to do, warmed up, for the rest of the week— 

Not that we have much appetite, having drunk such a lot, 

Stayed up late, attempted—quite unsuccessfully— 

To love all of our relatives, and in general 

Grossly overestimated our powers. 

 

I do not agree with either Buchanan or Auden. 

It could be due to the fact that, being gone starting Christmas day 

and for days after, we do not have a proper Christmas tree. But I do 

not think so. 
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If I could, I would prefer to repeat Advent, Christmastide and 

Epiphany in a never-ending enjoyment. 

Yes, I realize that we have just entered February, which certainly is 

a good excuse for the doldrums. 

Someone wrote: “The most serious charge that can be brought 

against New England is not Puritanism but February.” 

 

But by accident of the liturgical calendar, appearing almost out of 

nowhere, this year we start our February Sundays with a 

celebration of The Presentation of Our Lord Jesus Christ in the 

Temple, that falls always on February 2! 

It is always there, the only fixed feast day in February, but so easy 

to miss when not a Sunday. 

We often celebrate the Presentation with the Candlemas 

Procession, celebrating the Light come into the world in Christ, 

which we did in part as we began this morning. 

 

Forty days after the birth of Jesus, it marks the purification of Mary 

who by law must be purified before re-entering the Temple, a post-

partum sacrifice of turtledoves and pigeons. 
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By law and in memory of the Passover, her first-born son must be 

given over to the service of God in the Temple. 

 

Luke chapters 1 and 2 could be called a primer in prayer. Practically 

the entire story of Jesus’ birth is told in prayers. Mary announces 

her acceptance of God’s way with her, praying “Let it be to me 

according to your word.” 

And Mary of course praises God for turning things upside down 

and inside out, praying in the Magnificat, “My soul magnifies the 

Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior.” 

Next is Zechariah, the husband of Mary’s cousin Elizabeth, praying, 

“Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, for he has looked favorably on 

his people and redeemed them.”  

And then at Jesus birth the chorus of angels sings, “Glory to God in 

the highest, and peace to God’s people on earth.” 

 

This path of prayer in Luke 1 and 2 then brings us to the 

Presentation of Jesus in the Temple and the prayer of Simeon, the 

Nunc Dimittis, familiar to those who pray Evening Prayer or 

Compline according to the BCP. 

Lord, you have now set your servant free 
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To go in peace as you have promised; 

For these eyes of mine have seen the Savior, Whom you have 

prepared for all the world to se: 

A light to enlighten the nations,  

And the glory of your people Israel. 

 

In our day of instant messaging, Amazon Prime two-day delivery, 

and fast food meals, waiting for almost anything seems a waste of 

our time and a poor use of our resources. 

Lives oriented around long-term relationships seem to many 

particularly risky and unnecessarily constraining. 

Viewed against the backdrop of our culture, of which we are a part, 

it can be hard to make sense of the stories of Simeon and Anna in 

today’s gospel.  

They do not square with current notions of well-lived lives. 

Two people, at this point quite elderly, have spent inordinate 

amounts of time waiting, faithfully looking for the fulfillment of a 

single promise. 
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Anna can seem particularly constrained and nearly 

incomprehensible, spending her entire adult life in prayer and 

fasting in the Temple. Such a small scope for a life!  

Simeon fares a little better---the text mentions three times that the 

Holy Spirit was at work in him. But he too spent his life looking to 

the future. 

 

Waiting and fidelity are closely connected, and many of us struggle 

with both. 

With the lure of what seems like the freedom of infinite choice we 

are fearful of foreclosing our options. 

As soon as we make a commitment a better opportunity might 

surface. Why live for a future when the present includes so many 

other possibilities?  

What promise could possibly be so life-giving that we would shape 

our lives around it? 

 

Anna and Simeon are quintessential symbols of Israelite 

faithfulness and righteous aging. They trusted that fidelity would 

bear fruit—and they trusted for a very long time. 
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Following all the joy at the birth of Jesus, it is Simeon and Anna 

who recognize him as the promised one. They watched and waited, 

and then they met him. 

 

We have the faithfulness of the prayers of Mary and Zechariah and 

the others we have mentioned, but Simeon’s takes the cake! 

The others had visits from angels to rely on. Without a nod from 

any passing angel, Simeon looks at this tiny scrap of a baby, sees 

the salvation of the world, and then tells us in his prayer-song that 

he is now ready to die and depart in peace. 

At the same time, Anna’s decades of daily worship and prayer and 

fasting, led her to burst into praise and testimony when she saw 

the child. The text tells us she then told many others what she had 

found. 

 

After many years of waiting, Simeon and Anna were there in the 

right place and at the right time, to see God’s promise fulfilled. 

They were shaped by a lifetime of being present to God. 
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A posture of hope and fidelity structured their lives. The years of 

anticipation, waiting and looking were not wasted time, but time 

infused and transformed by intimations of the promise of God! 

 

But what did Simeon and Anna actually see? 

It was just a little child; powerless and speechless. 

What will become of him is still only a promise and a hope. 

Nothing has happened yet. Herod is still on his throne. 

The world looks as it did before. 

 

But Simeon realizes that he holds the future. He has seen and 

touched it. He is satisfied. And it is enough. 

Then Anna, old and approaching the end of her days, sees the 

future, as well, and tells many others. 

 

Anna and Simeon will be long dead before the mature Jesus 

commences his ministry, before Mary’s heart is pierced by his cruel 

death, before the disciple runs back from the tomb to tell the 

others that he has broken the bonds of death. 

They would not know what became of him. They would only know 

what they had heard and seen back then. 
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What then can we say about ourselves? What do we have and what 

do we know? 

We too are people who have seen something, but not its full 

unfolding. Is that not true? 

Isn’t that true of our experience of the Gospel? 

What we have, in a sense, is hardly more than they had. 

We have the school of the scriptures, the stories and covenants and 

signs.  

We have moments, or the memory of moments, when the tender 

compassion of our God has come close enough to see and to feel. 

Something like what the shepherds would have had as they relived 

that night of mysterious glory.  

Something like what the Magi brought back to their homeland, a 

vision of a different kind of king and a different kind of kingdom. 

 

Their eyes, and then the eyes of Anna and Simeon had seen the 

glory of Israel and a new light for the nations. 

Of course, we have his teachings, we know of his mighty works, 

and we live with his death and his vindication. But Simeon also had 

more than a sense of the conflict and sorrow that would mark the 

life of this Jesus. 
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We have no significant advantage even there. 

What we have in these ways is hardly more that what Simeon had. 

But what that is, is wonderful, indeed. 

 

The Canticle he prays and that will be sung with us shortly has 

become a song of the people of God, of us, our song. We are being 

dismissed in peace; we have glimpsed God’s salvation; we take 

bread and wine to our lips and see and taste the promised future; 

we fragilely hold in our little lanterns the light for the nations. 

 

We may not get all the way to God’s future ourselves, not in this 

life—but we have seen it, and we can say, that is enough. We can 

go in peace, even though we want God to give us today the bread of 

tomorrow. 

 

And we have been given companions on that way, one another, 

and we can boost each other up to imagine and foretaste what 

might lie ahead for us personally and as a congregation, peering 

over the barriers and challenges between the present and our 

hopes for the future.  
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And it really does come down to waiting and fidelity, to watching 

and confidence, to having seen enough to believe that we will see 

immensely more, as persons of faith and as a people of faith. 

Waiting and fidelity is our posture! 

Long-term watchfulness is our task! 

 

We, and the world, lost the great folk balladeer Pete Seeger this 

week, loved by most (who along the way was not loved by 

everyone), who believed in the goodness of people and opposed the 

exploitations of tyrants. 

He also was a man with a vision and a song. 

 

Some of you may have seen Bill Moyers’ remembrance of Seeger, as 

I did, which included a recent interview Moyers did with Pete 

Seeger. 

 

In that interview, with greatly diminished voice, Seeger plucks his 

well-worn banjo and sings verses of the old hymn, “How Can I 

Keep From Singing?” 
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The lead verse of that hymn goes this way: 

My life flows on in endless song; 

Above earth’s lamentation. 

I hear the sweet, tho’ far-off hymn 

That hails a new creation; 

Thro’ all the tumult and the strife 

I hear the music ringing; 

It finds an echo in my soul--- 

How can I keep from singing?  

 

In the dead of February’s winter, Simeon gives us a bright song for 

the future, that we cannot keep but singing! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


