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Now there was a man in Jerusalem whose name was Simeon; this man was righteous and devout, looking forward to the 

consolation of Israel, and the Holy Spirit rested on him. It had been revealed to him by the Holy Spirit that he would not 

see death before he had seen the Lord’s Messiah. Guided by the Spirit, Simeon came into the temple; and when the parents 

brought in the child Jesus, to do for him what was customary under the law, Simeon took him in his arms and praised God, 

saying,  

‘Master, now you are dismissing your servant in peace, 

   according to your word;  

for my eyes have seen your salvation,  

   which you have prepared in the presence of all peoples,  

a light for revelation to the Gentiles 

   and for glory to your people Israel.’  

 

And the child’s father and mother were amazed at what was being said about him. Then Simeon blessed them and said to 

his mother Mary, ‘This child is destined for the falling and the rising of many in Israel, and to be a sign that will be opposed 

so that the inner thoughts of many will be revealed—and a sword will pierce your own soul too.’     

   

 There was also a prophet, Anna the daughter of Phanuel, of the tribe of Asher. She was of a great age, having lived with 

her husband for seven years after her marriage, then as a widow to the age of eighty-four. She never left the temple but 

worshipped there with fasting and prayer night and day. At that moment she came, and began to praise God and to speak 

about the child to all who were looking for the redemption of Jerusalem.   

 

St. Luke records Simeon seeing the Christ child and praying, “Lord, now you are letting your servant depart in peace, 

according to your word.”  The Latin version of this verse is sung in the evenings by members of the Taizé Community in 

Southern France.  With the young people who come to Taizé from around the world, the monks sing, “Nunc dimittis servum 

tuum, Domine, Domine, secundum, verbuum tuum, in pace.”  The crowds of diverse worshippers at Taizé sing in harmony 

as they together ask God to close their day “in pace,” “in peace.”  It sounds something like this:  (Worship Band/Choir) 

For Simeon, as for the singers of Taizé, this peace arises from Christ.  We can find that same peace of Christ in moments of 

stillness and wonder, in this season and every season, as we pause in reflection, to focus on the mystery of the incarnation. 
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In the scriptural account of Christ’s presentation at the temple, however, there is another elderly figure who recognizes his 

significance.  Her name is Anna; and she is a devout and faithful Jewish widow who has given her life sacrificially to daily 

service in the temple.  She is a model of faithful commitment to Yahweh, and St. Luke refers to her as a prophet who 

continually worships in the temple with fasting and prayer.  When Anna glimpses Jesus as a child, she responds in a slightly 

different way than Simeon. She first praises Yahweh and then enthusiastically spreads the good news of Christ’s birth with 

zeal, “to all who were looking for the redemption of Israel” (Luke 2:38).  Anna’s prophetic calling is clear. 

 

With his fifteenth-century illuminated manuscript, Italian artist and engraver Giovanni Pietro Birago represents the patient 

devotion of Anna.  In the foreground of the image, Simeon holds up the Christ child and foretells his role, while Mary 

protectively positions her hands behind and below her son as she listens to Simeon.  Himself a devout Jew, Joseph stands 

by with doves for the temple sacrifice.  Anna’s figure is slightly obscured, but her face is discernible behind Christ’s lifted 

right hand.  Her own hands are folded in a reverent gesture, indicating a certain awe, as she quietly observes Christ. 

Simeon and Anna had both waited expectantly for years, hoping to see the Messiah.  When the Christ child arrived, Simeon 

responded with deep peace, and Anna responded with an evangelical joy.  Both were struck, in ways that changed their 

lives, by the sublime love of God paradoxically embodied in a small child.  As I reflect on Simeon and Anna’s response to 

the infant Jesus, it causes me to think about my own reaction to this amazing nativity narrative of the Messiah.    

  

So my prayer as we move through these days of Christmas, is that we, like Simeon and Anna, may be struck anew by the 

truth of Christ’s incarnation.  May we take time to pause and silently reflect on the hope, peace, joy, and love, which Christ 

continually offers, and may we find ways to extend the wonder of Christmas to others.     

 

Now I want to shift gears here for a moment.  Tell me, what thing would you like to do before you die?  I realize that is a 

rather startling and morose question to include in a Sunday sermon, especially in the Christmas season, and yet, this being 

the last Sunday before a new year, perhaps it is an appropriate one.  What is there that you would still like to accomplish on 

this planet?  Maybe you would answer the question light-heartedly, saying you’d like to win the lottery (just once!), or sky-

dive, or walk on the moon.  But others of you may be more thoughtful in your response; perhaps you’d like to write a book, 

or you’d like to visit Norway, or shoot your age in golf, or play a round at Augusta National. What one thing would you 

like to do or see or experience while you are still able? That’s the question. Think about it! 

 

Now, back to the text.  There was a man in Jerusalem whose name was Simeon.  Scripture tells us that he was a very 

righteous Jewish man, to whom it had been promised that he would not die until he saw the Messiah face-to-face.  The 

image of Simeon is one of an old man, spending the last years of his life searching Jerusalem for a sight of the Savior.  On 

the eighth day of Jesus’ young life, Mary and Joseph brought him to the Temple for his dedication to the Lord as was Jewish 

custom, similar to our rite of baptism. 
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If Jesus had been born in Nazareth, Mary and Joseph’s hometown, Simeon would never have seen the Savior.  But as God’s 

plan would have it, Jerusalem was only six miles away from the manger, and the Temple in Jerusalem was an appropriate 

place for the boy to be circumcised.  Finding Jesus was the one thing that Simeon wanted to do before he died.  And when 

Jesus finally appeared to him in his mother’s arms, Simeon told God that it was now okay for him to die; he had met the 

Savior face to face. 

 

There was a woman whose name was Anna; eighty-four years old, and she too was looking for and speaking of this Savior 

who was to come.  The bible says that she never left the temple; she stayed there day and night, fasting and praying and 

eventually seeing this One – this child - whom God had sent to redeem Israel.  Again, God brought them together at the 

right time, and Anna prophesied that this child would redeem Israel. All her years of watching and waiting and fasting 

suddenly came to an end, as she told the people in the Temple who this child was. 

 

There are reasons why these two people are featured on the first Sunday after Christmas nearly every year.  The first is the 

irony that, while Simeon could not die until he met the Savior in person, we cannot really live until we meet the Savior.  Oh, 

we can journey through life, happy enough, perhaps.  We can be successful, and comfortable, and joyous people, but we 

cannot be at peace until we know that the Savior has come to love us – one by one – love us into the Kingdom of God. 

Secondly, we see in these stories of Simeon and Anna, evidence that the religious life is not a brief sprint, as we sometimes 

presume, but it is a marathon.  In an age of instant gratification, where pursuit of passion may last several weeks or months, 

these figures spent many years seeking God’s blessing.  For us, four weeks of Advent seems like forever; for them, decades 

of watching and waiting seemed appropriate. 

 

And this is the most significant aspect of Simeon and Anna; the legacies they left behind.  The Church has forever 

remembered them as heroes; righteous Saints who sought to love, and worship and serve Jesus Christ.  For two millennia, 

their names have been synonymous with patience, and faithfulness, and serenity. 

 

It occurs to me that the question with which I began this sermon is the wrong question.  Rather than asking “what would 

you like to do?” perhaps I should be asking “how would you like to be remembered?”  What do you want your legacy to 

be?  What shall we write as an epitaph on your tombstone?  What should be written on mine? 

 

“There was a man named Butch who….”  What will people say about me? 

“There was a woman named Caroline who….”  What will people say about her. 

“There was a man named Ernie … or Jim … or Bill … or Steve” 

“There was a woman named Sara…or Katherine…or Linda…or Jill….” 

 

What will their legacies be?  And if we have an idea of what we would like our legacies to be, perhaps there is still time to 

write them with our living.  Perhaps there is still time to live in such a way that people would see in us faithfulness, or 
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generosity, or wisdom, or patience, or peacefulness, or unconditional love.  I have some ideas of what I want my legacy to 

be, and it doesn’t include being an impatient and aggressive driver, or being a crabby person in the morning.  And how 

about you?  What do you want us to say about you when you’re gone?  How then will you live your life so that the legacy 

you leave will be a good one? 

 

I have told this story before, but it bears repeating this morning. Swedish scientist Alfred Nobel was best known for 

developing dynamite into an explosive to be used as a mining tool, as well as a tool of war, did you know that?  He once 

wrote, “My dynamite will sooner lead to peace than a thousand world conventions.  As soon as men find that in one instant, 

whole armies can be utterly destroyed, they will abide by golden peace.” 

 

But then an interesting thing happened; a Paris newspaper erroneously printed Nobel’s obituary seven years before he died.  

In it, Nobel was described as “the inventor of dynamite, a substance which has led to the deaths of thousands, including his 

own brother.” Nobel read it and was horrified.  At that point, Alfred Nobel decided to change his legacy, so he revised his 

last will and testament, and upon his death, the bulk of his massive estate was placed in trust to award prizes annually to 

leaders in the areas of science, chemistry, medicine, literature, and most notably, the Nobel prize for Peace. 

I’ve never been much for New Year’s resolutions; they never seem to last beyond about January 10th for me.  But maybe 

as we approach the beginning of a new year, it is a good time to think about something larger than a New Year’s resolution.  

Perhaps it’s a time to consider what kind of name, and memories, and contributions we will leave behind when our time on 

this earth is done. 

 

What do you want people to write about you, to think about you, to say about you after you’re gone?  There is still time to 

re-create the way that we are remembered.  May God grant you and me both the days and the ways to live our lives that will 

touch people for generations to come.  That is my New Year’s prayer for us. Thanks be to God. Amen. 


