“The Lord whom you seek will suddenly come into his temple.”
The words of the prophet Malachi.
X
In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
Please be seated.
The Lord shall suddenly come into his temple.
Malachi’s words make me tremble.
If the Lord is coming so suddenly, I’m not sure I want to run toward that moment…or hide from it!
But in the Gospel this morning, Luke records something very different.
Something unexpected and soft.
A child is carried in —carried into a temple to be presented before God…
 carried in his mother’s arms.
Hardly the sudden arrival Malachi seems to describe.
And We’re all going to have to seriously think!:
Is This the Lord whom we seek!?! This is just a baby! So small we can still number his life in terms of days- 40 to be precise.
And before Jesus  can speak a word.
Before he walks teaches or heals.
Before he proves anything at all.
He is simply brought in. 
Brought in to be received.
And  I think,  That is the first question the Gospe reallyl asks of us.
Before all the others, this one:
Will you receive him?
Is there even room enough in your life?
Before we just blurt out YES-because we’re in church, I think we should pause —because this is where the math begins.
I think many you know this kind of math very well. I have heard it often, especially when you’ve told read the story of your pets and how they came into your lives in the beginning.
Very few of us wake up one morning and decide, out of nowhere,
Today feels like the day for adopting a kitten
.More often than not, someone offers one.
A friend calls.
A neighbour asks.
Or we find one…
A small, living thing is presented before us —not yet ours, but waiting.
And immediately, the calculations begin.
Do we have the space?
The time?
The patience?
What will have to change?
What will we have to rearrange? 
It’s easy to imagine the joy — the companionship, the warmth, the delight —

The You Tuber Jackson Galaxy, AKA: the cat whisperer calls this process Catifying your house
but we also know that saying yes means more than just saying it. It means making room.
It means letting our lives be interrupted
It means accepting that things will no longer be quite as tidy, or quite as unshreaded as we liked, a yes means total catification
And that is the moment we are standing in this morning.
The doors of the temple are quietly opened, and a child is carried in —not ours, but simply presented before us.
This morning, Jesus is presented in the temple. And there are those already present who recognize what is happening. Simeon and Anna are there in the temple
The child comes before them as something that cannot yet justify the space he requires.
And — they receive him.
This moment has not arrived by accident. Simeon has spent his whole life making room —a lifetime of waiting, of prayer, of catifying, a space, perhaps I should say Christifying a space within himself for the promise of God.
So when the child is placed into his arms, Simeon does not scramble to rearrange his life. There is no last-minute calculation, no anxious math about the future.
The space is already there.
That is why he can say, “Now, Lord, let your servant depart in peace.”
Simeon no longer needs the space in the future. He does not need guarantees or explanations. Having received the Messiah ——he can finally let go.
Anna, too, recognizes what is happening. After years of prayer and waiting, she sees this child and praises God, pronouncing  salvation to all who are looking….
What we are witnessing here is not simply recognition and reception but hospitality.  This kind of hospitality is the willingness to make a little space in our lives, so that something might grow and live.
What I want to talk about this morning, is the way we make room for life as it arrives —fragile, offered, and placed into our hands before it has proven itself, and before we can understand any of it.
Hospitality is the posture that is ready to receive Christ:  Making room for Chirst to live into our lives. This is life-giving hospitality.
Not etiquette. Not polite habits. But the courage to open doors, to say yes, tolift our arms, and rearrange our lives to make spaceand simply receive…
True hospitality begins with recognition —the recognition that something sacred may appear suddenly, vulnerably, and be offered freely into our hands.
It is the willingness to stand with open hands when something,A child, A life, A call, A vocation—is placed before us.
To receive it without mathematics or demanding proof. To welcome what is fragile.To make room for it to dwell among us, exactly as it comes to us.
And it is no accident that today the Church remembers a saint whose whole life was shaped by that kind of hospitality.
Today is also the feast of the Irish Celtic saint: Saint Brigid of Kildare.
The Irish tell the story—that Brigid who walked ahead of the Holy Family, holding a candle to light the way into the temple.
The Irish are not claiming this story of Brigid as chronology- the lives of Brigid and the Holy Family are separated by roughly 500 years. So Brigid’s presence at the presentation of Christ in the temple— belongs to the realm of holy imagination —
--the kind of storytelling that carries truth by pattern. Not by particulars.
The story tells the truth the Church needs to hear:
Brigid belongs wherever Christ is being received 
wherever space is being made for Him to arrive, to be presented.
Wherever someone stands with a candle to light the threshold…
so that Christ may be recognized and welcomed,
…There Brigid’s fire is burning and you are being called into the story across time and space by Bigid’s light….
…And that means this story is not finished.
The Presentation is not only something we remember —
it is something we are standing inside.
The light is still being presented...
And the question is still being asked of you…
Are you willing to make space?
It’s easy to ignore what is being presented before you today, and say that the timing simply isn’t right or convenient. That it’s a question for another season. 
CS Lewis said something like this:
The  people who come to know Christ are those who want to know Him so badly that they seek Him while the conditions are unfavourable… there is no perfect timing… there is only right now when God is fully present.

I know…
By this point in the year —
at the very midpoint of winter —
many of us feel as though our light has burned low.
Our Bodies are tired.
Spirits thin.
Hope is present, but quiet.
The days are not yet getting easier.
Spring still feels far away.
And it is precisely here —
not at the beginning of the season,
but in its long middle —
that this story meets us.
That is where Simeon and Anna stand.
Not as triumphant figures,
but as tired saints —
people who kept making room…
….even when nothing seemed to be changing.
And into that long, patient waiting,
the promise is received.
If that feels familiar, it should.
There are echoes here — of Advent..,
of the imminent arrival of Christmas…- 
The same light that was born in the darkness of the stable and placed in a manger is still moving forward — ready or not!After the wonder of Christmas and the starlight of Epiphany, the question becomes less obvious, more challenging to discern…
Can we receive Christ when he comes without spectacle? When he arrives inconveniently, vulnerably, before everything in our lives is settled?
I want to end with something personal.
When I first came to St. Andrew’s, it was on Candlemas six years ago.
I was invited here by my employment counselor at the Working Centre, David Shumaker.
At the time, I was living out of my car.
Nothing in my life was settled —
I’ve never been to Candlemas but  it sounded cozy and so I decided to come along…
There were only a few of us gathered.
In the chancel. Around the altar.
Just prayer, a stack of candles, and the story of Christ being presented in the temple.
Something else extraordinary had happened to me that day
Earlier, some friends of mine had made room for me in their house —
they rescued me from my car, and gave me  some space to grow and come to life again…
A little space of my own, enough room for me to make some space for Him…

I understand now that this is how Christ so often enters the world:

It starts small, When someone decides to make a little room, when You decide to make a little room for  Him…
A few years later, on the Friday before Candlemas,
I received a letter from the diocese
accepting me as a postulant for the priesthood.
My name was spoken aloud here,
and I knew — without needing it explained —
that I, too, was being presented in the temple.
Room was being made, for me
for a call that was still forming.
A Hope — small and fragile —
- was being received.
That is what hospitality is…
What is asked of us is simple and demanding all at once: to receive what is being offered today. To make a small, child-sized space for Christ as he is presented before us here — quietly, tenderly, without spectacle — trusting that what is received in fragility will live and grow in your care. And the candles you have brought to the altar this morning will be blessed and will return home with you — to bring the light of Christ into ordinary and small spaces, into kitchens and bedrooms, onto tables and windowsills. By this simple act, we respond to the first question the Gospel asks of us by accepting what has been presented here before us.
Amen.
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