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My friend’s daughter is a beautiful young woman.  She has lively 

energy, an infectious “joie de vivre”, and an inquisitive spirituality which she 

pursues through yoga.  All of this good energy entered a kind of limbo over 

the last couple of years as she tried relentlessly to become pregnant.  Trips 

to doctors and clinics, attempts and failures, challenged her hope.  It 

burdened my friend to see his daughter so worried and disappointed, 

teetering on the verge of giving up.  I did what a friend could do – I listened, 

I lamented with him, I held them in prayer.    

It is a different kind of birth that Simeon was hoping for.  Simeon, an 

old man, had lived through the trials and tribulations of his Jewish 

nation.  He too was waiting for a birth – not of his own child, or even a 

grandchild, but rather of a leader, a messiah, a saviour.  He had heard the 

stories of the patriarchs, the stories that God loved Israel, that God would 

send a saviour.  His hope was not easily realized, like my friend’s daughter 

who had a monthly reminder that she was not yet pregnant, the presence 

of Roman soldiers in his land constantly reminded Simeon that the saviour 

had not been born.  We might imagine that as a young man hope had 

burned inside of Simeon with a revolutionary consciousness.  As a middle-



aged man we might imagine that he refused to relinquish his trust.  But now 

he is an old man, stooped and slow.  He shuffles around the Jewish temple 

still muttering his prayers.  

I think of our refugee friend Hamid and his family living in a garage in 

Tajikistan – half way between his former home of Afghanistan and 

nowhere.  When the power was shut off, or the heat was minimal, when he 

worried about the local authorities or if he would ever get out of that hell 

hole, he hoped.  He hoped his sister could find a sponsor, he hoped that 

this unknown woman who contacted him from Canada with words of 

immigration and plane fares might be his salvation.    

We are “leaping ahead this morning”; we are initiating the four weeks 

of Advent a week early, since December 24th is both the fourth Sunday of 

Advent and Christmas Eve.  And so we are starting our advent reflections 

today with a focus on hope.  What are you hoping for?  Do you have a 

personal hope that you are pursuing, that you are longing for?  Do you 

have a friend, or loved one, for whom you are holding out hope?  Or is your 

hope more global – for the Middle East, or the healing of the planet, or the 

end of terrorism?  Unfortunately Christmas in North America has 

domesticated hope, encouraged us to believe that hope is “thin”, easily 

realized by a trip to the store or an hour on Amazon.  I am hoping for a new 



pair of slippers to replace my tattered ones - I’m think my hope will be 

realized but I must remain vigilant to not allow such thin expressions of 

hope to obscure my vocation as a Christian.    

Domesticated hope is dangerous for it inclines us to believe in 

simplicity – we must be cautious not to turn hope into a Christmas wish list, 

a kind of magical pursuit that Santa or the tooth fairy or even a “heavenly 

Father” can simply “grant”.  Such hope is not rigorous enough to sustain us; 

such hope is not tenacious enough for the lives we are called to live.  

Our hearts are warmed by the story of old Simeon.  After a lifetime of 

hoping, nearing the end of his days, shuffling around the temple, he sees a 

family approaching with a babe in arms.  And suddenly – through a 

profound insight or a divine inspiration he is aware that his hope has been 

realized.  Acting like a crazed person he scoops the babe from Mary’s arms 

and looking into Jesus’ eyes singing:  “"Lord my God, I may now die in 

peace ... For my eyes have seen your salvation.”   

Two weeks ago a beautiful baby girl was born to my friend’s daughter 

weighing in at 7lbs. 13oz.  All went well, from the beginning of labour to 

hospital discharge in less than 14 hours.  In October we celebrated the 

third anniversary of the arrival of Hamid and Halima and their family to the 

Saskatoon airport.  The drafty garage has been replaced with a warm 



rented home where earlier this fall they welcomed a few of us to their 

ample table.  Like Simeon we sing of salvation that a child is born, that a 

family is safe.  But unlike the temporary rush of a present under the true the 

need for hope is as persistent as life itself.   Even as we trust that God will 

empower moments of salvation, we know that the vocation of a Christian is 

to keep hope alive.  That is the essential message of Easter morning, that 

hope remains, and as followers of the Christ we are called to proclaim it.  

We are called to bring hope to the living of each day; for life is always in 

need of hope.  Already in Simeon’s song is the hint that life will need others 

to carry the hope of Simeon into the future.  Perhaps he foresees the 

crucifixion when he returns the babe to Mary saying, “a sword will yet 

pierce your heart.”  The need for hope has not ended with the birth of 

Jesus.  This week my daughter phoned, her own new baby just four 

months old, she cried with changing hormones, she longed to return to 

work, she worried that she's not a good enough mother.  The need for hope 

does not end with the birth of a child.  Hamid’s father is undergoing cancer 

treatment, his son struggles with a chronic illness, his brother is a refugee 

in India.  The need for hope does not end with immigration.  

Our vocation as Christians is to continue to hope – to hope for 

ourselves, to hope for others, to hope for our world.  Our work is to hold out 



hope in the midst of disillusionment and despair.  I know a counsellor, a 

person of faith, who tells her despairing clients, "let me hold your hope for a 

while."  As Christians, as people of resurrection, we too must be willing to 

carry hope for others.  My daughter shared her mother-lament on 

Instagram and within hours received over 76 messages of support and 

encouragement.  I read that the people of St. Paul's United Church 

wandered the hallways of the inquiry into Missing and Murdered Indigenous 

Women and Girls.  They provided rides, they offered support and they gave 

out little boxes of comfort which included prayer shawls knit here at St. 

Martin's Church.  Our own Cathy Anderson befriended a woman attending 

the inquiry and held out the hope that the pain would lessen.  Earl Newton 

came to see me this week to discuss something called the Joy project, a 

home in Uganada created to house children who have been left parentless 

by the aids epidemic.  He and others support a local Uganadan woman 

who felt compelled to build a place for these children.  They share her 

hope.  And in the midst of Abdul's illness and Nawaz family languishing in 

India, Dayle continues to help hold the hope for Hamid's family.  These are 

acts of solidarity, signs of God’s incarnated love, rays of hope.  

Who helps you to hold on to hope?  Who encourages you in those 

moments when hope wears thin?  Pray, reach out, ask someone from this 



place, call us in the church office, ask someone to help hold your hope for a 

while.  And, if you are currently empowered by the Spirit look around and 

see who needs help holding on to hope.  A word of care or encouragement, 

a lobbying effort, a cup of coffee, a prayer, walking alongside another.    

Simeon and Anna stand out for me this week because of their 

tenacious hope.  Years of waiting and they still trusted that God was at 

work in the world; they persisted in living their vocation as people of 

hope.  Might they inspire us to be bearers of hope where we live and 

love.  Amen.  

 


