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It's over ... it's done. Christmas is over. Aciyahccording to the calendar of Church
seasons, Xmas is just beginning. Welcome to daay 5) of the season. But probably
for many of us, it’s over. Christmas is done. Badi get what you wanted? Did you get
what you needed? Are you full? Or are you emptyaat were you expecting?

Today we wrap up the sermon series cdlleoking for Hope. Today we come across
two characters that make their appearance in tia¢ ¢hapter of the Christmas drama ...
Simeon and Anna. Joseph, Mary and the baby dhe aémple for the traditional
purification ritual for Mary and for the baby’s cumcision ... it is here that we
encounter Simeon and Anna. They don’t appearymativity scenes or in many
Christmas cards, but they both have very significales in the Christmas story. Both
are yearning for God to act. Both are yearningdod to show up. Both are waiting to
be filled.

When Jesus was born, things weren't going very feelthe nation of Israel. They
hadn’t heard from God in a long time. Under thie nf the Roman government, Israel
had lost their political independence and their @ow. and they lived in fear of the very
crafty and oftentimes very cruel King Herod. Mawmgre yearning — longing, aching,
hungering — for God to free them. Many were yaagrior God to send someone,
something, to bring about change, to bring condod healing. The people were

yearning — yearning for more.

It seems to me that this feeling — this yearningniore — is fairly universal. We all
struggle with loneliness, emptiness, insecuritygregtesperation. And for some, this
season of joy makes it that much harder. Wherog gbing to show up?



What are we waiting for? An angel? A miracle”Gad that has a fairy wand like a
fairy godmother? Poof! You're perfect! Are weitirgg for the heavens to open and for
big hands attached to big arms to come out of slessay “I'm here and | will smite
your enemies and | will make your children perfecihat seems like a pretty bad Monty
Python movie, if you ask me. It seems pretty sillyand yet that is often our question:
when and how is God going to show up? When wiliGdight overcome the darkness?
When will my emptiness be filled? When will my yemg, searching, aching soul be
settled?

| believe the message of Christmas is fairly singpld straightforward. | believe the
challenge is trusting the message and trustingalerin the story.

What we’re waiting for has already happened. Thracte has already taken place ...
2000 some odd years ago. A baby was born. A bddwycried, who needed a diaper
change, who spit up his milk, who goobered all dvsrdad’s shirt and pulled his mom’s

hair.

The birth of a baby is pretty ordinary. Even thutls pretty amazing, it’s also very
common. How many babies are born every day inibidd? Lots. (According to the
World Vital Records, there are 15,000 babies beemehour.) How many babies are
born notin the comfort of some sterile, clean maternityd®a Probably lots. Having a
baby isn’t pretty. It's not glamorous. It's n@dsy. It's messy, it's loud, it's hard work,
but it’s pretty ordinary.

Ordinary ... that’s the beauty of God’s presence.d Games to us in very plain and
ordinary ways. You want an angel? Here at thiswewt, | am your angel, your voice of
God, speaking directly to you, but I'm suspiciohattsome of you want me to have
wings on my back and a halo around my head. Meamngel might not be good enough

for you, because you're expecting more.



But the message of Christmas remains the samec@uds to us in very plain and
ordinary ways. God comes through the plain andharg. God was born to a plain and
simple young woman, in a stable, with the smelmmals, sweat, blood and fear
surrounding the birth of that baby ... that baby ndidesus. God chose the common and
the natural, the humble and the ordinary, to expl@# to us.

Our problem is trusting this message ... because avé¢ more. We don’t want God to
come to us in ordinary ways ... because that wouldmt&od could use us. We want
God to come to us through extraordinary ways.inktve continue to miss God because
we’re not focusing on what God does give us: tha pad the joys of daily living, the
blood and sweat of birth, the worry and the stremdtour friends and family, the

community of saints and sinners. We continue ®srdod because we want more.

| like the story of Simeon and Anna. | like hoveytround out the Christmas story.
Simeon is an old man, yearning to see the Mesge&drning to see the change God has in
store for God’s people. He didn't see any miradiesdidn’t see any signs, he didn’t see
any wonders. He simply saw the baby Jesus and“&zodl, take me now ... because

with my own eyes | have seen your salvation.” Noantes. No signs. No wonders.

Just a baby ... and Simeon believed and that waggénou

And Anna ... an old woman ... a faithful, old woman or her, there were no miracles,
no signs, no wonders. She saw the child and cledhr Her yearning, searching, aching

soul was filled with joy because she, too, sawcti&l and believed.

Both Simeon and Anna saw the plan and purpose dfiGthe ordinary. When our
yearning hearts are looking for, waiting for, amti@pating the presence and
intervention of God in the common, ordinary evesfteur daily lives, God shows up!

When we expect something more, we often miss out.

So, where have you seen God at work today? Wtleere you seen God at work this past

week? Turn to your neighbor and share with them.



| believe the message of Christmas is fairly singpld straightforward. God has shown

up and we are called to believe and trust thatsJissall we will ever need.

| would like to end with a contemporary parableeaHthese words:

Many years ago, there was a very wealthy man whresha passion for art collecting
with his son. They had priceless works by Van Gagth Cezanne and Gauguin adorning
the walls of their family estate. As winter apprbad, their tiny country entered into

war, and the young man left to serve his couniiter only a few short weeks, his father

received a telegram. His son had died.

Distraught and lonely, the old man faced the upogn@hristmas holidays with anguish
and sadness. The joy of the season had vanishledh&ideath of his son.

On Christmas morning, a knock on the door wokddhely old man. As he walked to
the door, the masterpieces on the walls only readrfdm that his son was not coming
home. As he opened the door, he was greeted didiarswith a large package in his
hands, who said, “l was a friend of your son. bwl@e one he was rescuing when he

died. If I can come in for a few moments, I'd liteeshow you something.”

The soldier mentioned that he was an artist anad glae the old man a package. The
paper gave way to reveal a portrait of the mans sbhough the world would never
consider it the work of a genius, the painting deatl the young man’s face in striking
detail. Overcome with emotion, the man hung therpid over the fireplace, pushing
aside millions of dollars worth of art. The old mspent Christmas sitting in his chair;

gazing at the gift he had been given.

The painting of his son soon became his most pfsdession, casting a shadow on the

pieces of art for which museums around the wodanored.



The following spring, the old man died. The artridavaited with anticipation for the
upcoming auction. According to the will of the afdan, all of the paintings would be
auctioned on Christmas day. The day soon arrimeldcallectors and curators from
around the world gathered to bid on some of thddissmost spectacular and priceless
paintings.

The auction began with a painting that wasn’t oyoae’s museum list. It was the
painting of the old man’s son. The auctioneer dg$ke an opening bid, but the room was
silent. “Who will open the bidding with $100?” Nme spoke. Finally, someone said,
“Who cares about the painting? It's just a pictoféis son. Let’s move on to the good
stuff.”

The auctioneer responded, “No, we have to selldhésfirst. Now, who will take the
son?” Finally, a neighbor of the old man offerdd$ “That’s all | have. | knew the boy,
so I'd like to have it.” The auctioneer said, “@gionce, going twice ... gone.” The
gavel fell.

Cheers filled the room and someone shouted: “Noveavebid on the real treasures ...
let’s get on with it!” The auctioneer looked aettoom filled with people and announced
that the auction was over. Everyone was stuni$ameone spoke up and said, “What
you do mean, it's over? We didn’t come here fpaating of someone’s son. There are
millions of dollars worth of art here! What's ggion?” The auctioneer replied, “It's
very simple. According to the will of the Fathehoever takes the son ... gets it all.”

The son, the child, the Messiah, has been offe@ah your yearning heart claim this
gift? Can you accept this gift or are you expeagrtimore?



