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May the words of my mouth and the thoughts of our 

hearts be always acceptable to You, O Lord, our Light 

and our Life. Amen. 

 

There is a meme that I came across on Facebook a few 

days ago that shows a scene from the movie Back to the 

Future.  Set in 1985, the film stars Michael J. Fox 

as Marty McFly, a teenager accidentally sent back to 1955 

in a DeLorean automobile that travels through time and 

that has been built by his eccentric scientist 

friend Emmett "Doc" Brown (played by Christopher 

Lloyd). The meme shows Marty and Doc Brown, beside 



the time-travelling DeLorean car.  The caption reads, Rule 

#1: Never set it to 2020. 

 

I reckon that, for most of us, we will be glad to see the 

back of 2020.  This time last year none of us could have 

imagined how a tiny, invisible coronavirus could turn our 

world and our lives upside-down, and bring so much 

devastation on so many levels.  This time last year, we 

were oblivious to the anxiety, the loneliness and the 

fatigue that were about to monopolize our lives.  Social-

distancing was unheard-of, and as for wearing masks… 

well, that was something I was looking forward to doing 

at L’Arche’s annual Mardi Gras celebration.  But here we 

are at the end of 2020, and social-distancing and masks 



have now become a natural and necessary part of our 

every-day life.   

 

Perhaps one of the hardest things to accept has been the 

disruption to our much-loved traditions of gathering 

together for our family Christmas… and gathering 

together as a church family for our Christmas worship.  I 

don’t know about you, but one of the things I’m missing 

most at the moment is singing Christmas carols and 

hearing the wondrous Christmas story proclaimed in our 

church.  Yes, 2020 has certainly been unprecedented in 

our lifetimes and a year that few will want to repeat.   

 



And yet, just as he has done for over two thousand years, 

Christ is born into this broken and hurting world of ours.  

In the greatest act of love, God sends God’s only-begotten 

Son to bring the peace, the hope, the joy and 

reconciliation that our world so desperately longs for.  As 

John puts it, ‘What has come into being in him was life, 

and the life was the light of all people.  The light shines in 

the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it.’ 

 

Our gospel reading this morning speaks strongly of that 

light and that hope.  Now, I always feel that the lectionary 

readings in the weeks following Christmas require us to 

do a bit of time-travelling.  Just two days ago, we were 

celebrating the wondrous birth of Jesus in Bethlehem, 



with the shepherds and the angels singing ‘Glory to God 

in the highest, and on earth peace, good will to all.’  And 

now today’s reading fast-forwards thirty-one days and 

finds Mary and Joseph making yet another long journey, 

this time to Jerusalem, to present their new-born son in 

the temple.  They were following the tradition, or more 

correctly the Jewish law, of dedicating their first-born son 

to God and making a sacrifice, in this case a pair of 

turtledoves or two young pigeons.  It’s not hard to 

imagine the sense of awe they must have felt at entering 

the great temple, and quite possibly their nervousness as 

they prepared to offer their sacrifice.  What must they 

have thought, I wonder, as Simeon stepped forward to 

scoop up their child into his arms and began prophesying 



about him?  ‘Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in 

peace, according to thy word. For mine eyes have seen 

thy salvation, which thou hast prepared before the face of 

all people; to be a light to lighten the Gentiles, and to be 

the glory of thy people Israel.’ 

 

Simeon knew, as did Anna, that Jesus was the one they 

were waiting for, the Messiah, the One who would 

redeem Israel and save the world.  And so he says these 

words which we have come to know as the Nunc Dimittis, 

words that have become one of the most familiar and 

much-loved songs of our Anglican liturgy.  They take me 

back to my teens when the Sunday service I attended most 

frequently was Evensong; all those years ago it was from 



the Book of Common Prayer of course.  Each Sunday we 

would sing two canticles, the Magnificat and then those 

beautiful words of the Nunc Dimittis. 

 

Beautiful words, but disturbing words too because 

Simeon is looking forward to his own death.  The words 

Nunc Dimittis mean ‘now send away’ in Latin.  Now let 

me die, Lord, now that I have seen our salvation.  It must 

have been disturbing for Mary and Joseph too, as they are 

celebrating the birth of their son, to hear talk of death.  

And for us, as we continue to celebrate Christmas, 

wouldn’t we prefer to not have to think of death? 

 



And yet, as preacher David Lose puts it, death doesn’t 

take a holiday, does it?  And we all know that so well, as 

day after day we hear of rising death tolls due to Covid-

19.  For many of us, Christmas is a bittersweet time as we 

remember our loved ones who are no longer here to 

celebrate it with us.  Our grief is often at its sharpest at 

this time of year.  I dare say, Simeon knew all about that 

grief too, having lived a long life, having lost loved ones, 

having experienced all the joy and despair, all the ups and 

downs that a long life can bring. 

 

But his words are not words of despair, are they?  They 

are words of confidence and hope, confidence in the 

promise of God’s salvation, and hope in the promise of 



light and life found in the little baby in his arms.  

Confidence and hope in God’s great love for us, a love 

that overcomes despair, a love that softens the sharpness 

of grief, a love that even death cannot destroy, a love that 

shines brightly into the darkness of our world. 

 

As we look forward to a new year, we can be confident 

that that love of God that passes all understanding will be 

with us.  We know that the pandemic is still going to be 

with us for a while yet, we know that we must take every 

possible precaution to stop it from spreading, but the 

vaccines which have been produced in record-breaking 

time bring us the hope that there is definitely light at the 

end of the tunnel.  Those beacons of light that have 



emerged over this past year – communities coming 

together in new ways to deliver food and supplies to 

seniors and shut-ins; people from all walks of life taking 

to the streets to speak out against deep-seated social 

injustices; the recognition of and support for essential 

workers – all these beacons of light and many more will 

carry us forward into a new year full of possibility and 

full of hope.   

 

Like that big sign in Market Square downtown proclaims, 

it is HOPE that we are so hungry for at this time.  Simeon 

knew, as he held the little baby Jesus in his arms, that he 

was holding the hope of the world. 

 



As we continue to celebrate the season of Christmas, may 

God fill your hearts with joy and I wish you blessings of 

hope and good health as we begin the New Year. 

 


