Readings, Reflections and Prayers for Candlemas 2022
(3rd February 2022, at 3 pm on Zoom)

Collect for the Presentation of Christ in the Temple, BCP
Almighty and everliving God, we humbly beseech thy Majesty, that, as thy onlybegotten Son was this day presented in the temple in substance of our flesh, so
we may be presented unto thee with pure and clean hearts, by the same thy
Son Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen
Oscar Romero (1917-1990) Flesh
“And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, full of grace and truth”
The ‘flesh’ is the concrete person.
The flesh is we who are present here —
people just beginning to love,
the vigorous adolescent, the old man nearing the end.
The flesh is marked by time.
The flesh is the actual human situation,
human beings in sin,
human beings in painful situations,
the people of a nation
that seems to have got into a blind alley.
The flesh is all of us who live incarnate.
And this flesh, this frail flesh
that has beginning and end,
that sickens and dies,
that becomes miserable or happy that is what the Word of God became.
The Word was made flesh.

The Prophet Isaiah 9: 1-6, trans. H.J.Richards
Time was when Galilee was humbled by invaders;
the time will come when its glory will be restored.
A people that dwelt in darkness will see a great light;
on those who were overshadowed by death, light will shine again.
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You have given new heart to this people, O God,
and they rejoice as people do at harvest time,
as victors do when they share the spoils;
for you have broken the yoke that crushed them
and the tyrant’s rod that oppressed them,
as you did when Gideon overthrew the Midianites.
All the heavy army-boots and bloodstained uniforms
will now feed the flames and be burnt.
For a child has been born to us, a son given to us,
and he shall be robed in the royal purple,
and these titles conferred on him:
‘Wonderful Counsellor, Mighty God,
Eternal Father, Prince of Peace.’

Luke 2:22-24
After eight days had passed, it was time to circumcise the child; and he was called
Jesus, the name that was given by the angel before he was conceived in the womb
When the time came for their purification according to the law of Moses, they
brought him up to Jerusalem to present him to the Lord (as it is written in the law of
the Lord, “Every firstborn male shall be designated as holy to the Lord”), and they
offered a sacrifice according to what is stated in the law of the Lord, “a pair of turtle
doves or two young pigeons.”

Margery Kempe, (born about 1373, lived to be over 60)
On the day of purification, which is Candlemas, all the people were in church with
their candles and in contemplation I saw our Lady with Joseph offering her son to
Simeon, the priest in the temple. I heard songs so beautiful that I was transported
with love for our Lord and could not hold my candle to offer to the priest.
Every time I see women purified after childbirth it is as though I see our Lady.
When I watch a wedding, in my heart I see our Lady joined with St Joseph and the
joining of a soul with Jesus Christ our Lord.
When I see children carried in their mothers’ arms it seems to me I see Christ in his
childhood.
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Luke 2. 25-38
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 seven years after her marriage,
then as a widow to the age of eighty-four. She never left the temple but worshiped
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. When they had finished everything required by the law of the
Lord, they returned to Galilee, to their own town of Nazareth.
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A Reading from a hymn of Ephraim of Syria, (lived 306-376)
Praise to you, Son of the Most High, who has put on our body.
Into the holy temple Simeon carried the Christ-child
and sang a lullaby to him:
‘You have come, Compassionate One
having pity on my old age, making my bones enter
into Sheol in peace. By you I will be raised
out of the grave into paradise.
Anna embraced the child; she placed her mouth
upon his lips, and then the Spirit rested
upon her lips, like Isaiah
whose mouth was silent until a coal drew near
to his lips and opened his mouth.
Anna was aglow with the spirit of his mouth.
She sang to him a lullaby:
‘Royal Son,
despised son, being silent, you hear;
hidden, you see; concealed, you know;
God-man glory to your name.’
Even the barren heard and came running with their provisions.
The Magi are coming with their treasures.
The barren are coming with their provisions
Provisions and treasures were heaped up suddenly
among the poor.
The barren woman Elizabeth cried out as she was accustomed.
‘Who has granted to you, blessed woman,
to see your Babe by whom heaven and earth are
filled?
Blessed is your fruit
That brought forth a cluster on the barren vine.’
Praise to you, Son of the Most High, who has put on our body.
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T.S.Eliot, A Song for Simeon
Lord, the Roman hyacinths are blooming in bowls and
The winter sun creeps by the snow hills;
The stubborn season has made stand.
My life is light, waiting for the death wind,
Like a feather on the back of my hand.
Dust in sunlight and memory in corners
Wait for the wind that chills towards the dead land.
Grant us thy peace.
I have walked many years in this city,
Kept faith and fast, provided for the poor,
Have given and taken honour and ease.
There never went any rejected from my door.
Who shall remember my house, where shall live my children’s children
When the time of sorrow is come?
They will take to the goat’s path, and the fox’s home,
Fleeing from the foreign faces and foreign swords.
Before the time of cords and scourges and lamentation
Grant us thy peace.
Before the stations of the mountains of desolation,
Before the certain hour of maternal sorrow,
Now at this birth season of decease,
Let the Infant, the still unspeaking and unspoken Word
Grant Israel’s consolation
To one who has eighty years and no tomorrow.
According to thy word.
They shall praise Thee and suffer in every generation
With glory and derision,
Light upon light, mounting the saints’ stair.
Not for me the martyrdom, the ecstasy of thought and prayer,
Not for me the ultimate vision.
Grant me thy peace.
(And a sword shall pierce thy heart,
Thine also).
I am tired with my own life and the lives of those after me,
I am dying my own death and the deaths of those after me.
Let thy servant depart,
Having seen thy salvation.
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Godfrey Rust
In the beginning
God made physicists
out of nothing at all.
‘Now hold on’
said the physicists
‘that’s against a law.’
God,
having not yet made Newton,
said nothing.
Then God made theologians
and became man
and joined them.
‘Oh no’
said the theologians
‘it’s one thing or the other,
God or man’.
God smiled
and passed the bread and wine.
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From ‘At Candlemas’, The Circling Year, Ronald Blythe
In the cold of February we sing on the feast of the Presentation of Christ in the Temple one of the songs He would have known, Psalm 24. “Lift up your heads, O ye
gates, and be ye lift up, ye everlasting doors, and the King of glory shall come in.
Who is the King of glory?’ Why, this little boy being carried up the steps, as was
every month-old child. The Eastern Orthodox Church knew this event as the Feast of
the Meeting - the meeting of aged Simeon with his infant redeemer. For many centuries in our country it was called the Purification. As many mothers until comparatively recently, Mary went to a priest to be ritually declared ‘clean’ after giving birth
safely. To have a child was once a near-death experience for any woman.
We recall Luke’s account of Mary and Joseph, in obedience to the law of Moses, arriving at the Temple with the child. They also carried with them a pair of sacrificial
doves, the symbol of love, for the altar. Nor are they likely to have been alone, for a
constant procession of parents climbed Temple Hill to register their sons - possibly
those same boys who would soon be massacred in an attempt to strike at the root
of what one day might threaten a throne. The Temple itself was brand new, so
beautiful that it moved the hearts of the Jewish nation. Herod had built it on the
platform of Solomon’s Temple, long gone. They called him Herod the Great because
he had recreated Jerusalem, the City of God. But the little family arriving looks anything but great. Such ordinary people, a craftsman and his wife and their first child.
In the shadows, two old people are scanning every such group. They were Simeon
and Anna, both in their eighties. The old man has read the prophecies of Malachi, a
name which means ‘my messenger’. . . But Malachi the messenger’s words now
came with a sudden urgency which Simeon had not known before. “And the Lord,
whom ye seek, shall suddenly come to his Temple!’
Simeon, the keeper of the divine fire, now took the light of the world in his arms ,
and said what we shall one day murmur, ‘Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart
in peace, according to thy word. For mine eyes have seen thy salvation.’
After blessing Mary and Joseph, Simeon added some words which spelled trouble
for them - for every one of us. ‘This child is set for the fall and rising of many in Israel’ and ‘a sword shall pierce through thy own soul also.’ Anna, eighty-four years
old, watched. She had herself been married many years ago but for most of her life
she had lived as a woman of prayer - she could be called the first Christian recluse, a
kind of Mother Julian. Her role in this drama was to tell those in the Temple that the
Messiah had arrived. She would have been a well known figure, still and holy amidst
the milling worshippers…Candlemas, the presentation of Christ in the temple, is a
day for those who are just entering the world and for those who are about to leave
it. It reminds us of our innocency and our complex future, and of our departure.
Scripture is filled with the passing of the years. It sets time against eternity, remind7

ing us that our days here are finite and that our life in Christ is infinite. We are but of
yesterday!’ cries sad Job. Christ will not have this. “You are of the present,’ is what
he teaches.’ Never mind yesterday, take to thought for the morrow.’ Present yourselves in the present.
The New Year, like Jesus, is a month old. But we are not babes in arms. We carry
within us every kind of experience and, ideally, we should be mature. Our characters
have been formed by what we have thought and done. The year itself will grow up,
will grow old, and all in a dozen months. The spring flowers will come and go, the
harvest will be combined; there will be one more May and one more December, and
although the year will die, we may not, and probably not very much will happen to
us, and the turbulence and brilliance of human activity will be confined to our television screens. But then, right at the beginning of the earthly life of Jesus and the start
of yet another year for us, comes this illumination known as the Epiphany, this
manifestation, this eye-opener, and caught within it that little group seen ‘suddenly
come to the Temple’ to change everything.
All thy Spirit promised,
All thy Father willed;
Now these eyes behold it
Perfectly fulfilled.

Mary Lou Sleevy
From “A Morning Well Spent” : Poetry of Advent and Anna, posted on the website
‘Presbydestrian, Presbyterianism on the Ground by Rev. Kathleen Henrion
Her laugh is simply happy
The prescribed pair of turtle doves, averse to captivity,
refrain for the moment
from their soft, plaintive moans.
From their perch
they lurch forward
to take in The Occasion
Exuberantly
Anna recognises a child
at his Presentation in the temple.
She talks of him in no uncertain terms!
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Her particular words are shrouded,
but Delight registers profoundly
under the veil of widow-black.
A lifetime of focus
is all in her eyes.
Thanks be to God!
The old woman is truly Beautiful
and beautifully True.
Her passage of scripture
that follows the heralded Word of
Simeon,
reads:
“There was also a certain prophetess,
Anna by name,
daughter of Phanuel of the tribe of Asher:
She had seen many days,
having lived seven years with her husband…
and then as a widow until she was eighty four.
She was constantly in the temple
worshipping day and night
in fasting and prayer.
“coming on scene at this moment,
she gave thanks to God
and talked about the child
to all who looked forward
to the deliverance of Jerusalem,”
Anna comes to her Moment laughing
her face the free expression
of all that’s inside.
Her life of late
seems to have staged
an ongoing soliloquy.
That heavenly smile authenticates Anna,
She is the recognised Prophet
who came and confirmed
the word of a brother who said,
“ ‘ My eyes have witnessed your saving deed
displayed for all the peoples to see…’ ”
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As prophets do,
Anna ensured that the message
would go beyond temple precincts.
She probably heard Simeon speak,
and may have embellished
his Inspiration
by extending hugs to the Chosen parents.
Very tenderly.
Anna had seen it all.
Grown ups talk anxiously
about fulfilling the dreams of children.
Ann’s Jesus-Moment
is an elder’s consummate Belief
in a dream come true.
She speaks truth beautifully,
naturally.
The gift of prophecy is backed
by her life/prayer of eighty four years.
Stretch marks
from solitude and solicitude and solidarity
show in The Wrinkling.
giving her face its certain Lift.
Anna of the free Spirit
is no solemn ascetic.
She talks to the baby,
as well as about him.
She shoulders him closely,
absorbing his softness,
his heartbeat,
his breathing experiencing a Benediction of Years
between them.
This is Manifestation embodied.
Solace.
The prophet knows
she has looked at him.
Years later,
words of Jesus would Beatify her vision
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“Blest are the single-hearted
for they shall see God.”
Those eyes have twinkled
as she wrinkled.
“Constantly in the temple,”
the temple of her heart,
she became familiar
with every inch of her living space
-including its limitationsand the Benefice of Sister Wisdom
dwelling therein.
Anna liked the view from her window
And a comfortable chair.
In “worshipping day and night”
she had spent her Vitality
on an extravagance of prayer,
and discovered that she was strong.
Life with Wisdom was a trilogy
of faith, hope and love.
In Anna’s everyday Essence,
love of God and faith in a people
and
faith in God and love of a people were insatiable and inseparable.
And her fasting produced
a Gluttony of hope.
The disciplined disciple,
never withdrawn,
stayed in touch with the world
and kept finding God.
Once
upon his time
she welcomed The Promised One.
“She talked about the child…”
And talk Anna did.
She is more than prophet:
she is a grandmother!
Because it is the Christ-child she hugs,
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Anna, as prophet
is particularly aware
of the vulnerability of less-awaited children
and parents
who also have dreams.
Anna.
Dimming eyes,
still forward-looking,
crinkle with joy.
Anna is Anticipation.
She is an Image
of constancy and change…
the progression of peace and purpose
at any stage of life.
Hers is the Holy City.
Solitude
as Anna lived it
lessens the fear of the death-moment.
With God, one never stops saying
“Hello!”

Kazimierz Sichulski 1879-1942 – Birth of Christ Light of the World
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A Reading from a sermon of Guerric of Igny (c. 1070/80-1157)
Today as we bear in our hands lighted candles, how can we not fail to remember
that venerable old man Simeon who on this day held the child Jesus in his arms. the Word who was latent in a body , as light is latent in a wax candle - and declared
him to be ‘ the light to enlighten the nations’? Indeed, Simeon was himself a bright
and shining lamp bearing witness to the Light. Under the guidance of the Spirit
which filled him, he came into the temple precisely in order that ‘receiving your loving kindness, O God, in the midst of your temple’, he might proclaim Jesus to be that
loving kindness and the light of your people.
Behold then, the candle alight in Simeon’s hands. You must light your own candles
by enkindling them at his, those lamps which the Lord commanded you to bear in
your hands. So come to him and be enlightened so that you do not so much as bear
lamps as become them, shining within yourselves and radiating light to your
neighbours. May there be a lamp in your heart and in your mouth: let the lamp
shine for yourself, the lamp in your hand and mouth shine for your neighbours. The
lamp in your heart is a reverence for God inspired by faith; the lamp in your hand is
the example of your good life; and the lamp in your mouth are the words of consolation you speak.
We have to shine not only to others by our good works and by what we say, but also
before the angels in our prayer, and before God by the intentions of our hearts. In
the presence of the angels our lamps will shine with unsullied reverence when we
sing the psalms attentively in their sight or pray fervently; before God our lamp is
single-minded resolve to please him alone to whom we have entrusted ourselves.
My friends, in order to light all these lamps for yourselves, I beg you to approach the
source of light and become enlightened - I mean Jesus himself who shines in
Simeon’s hands to enlighten your faith, who shines on your works, who inspires your
speech, who makes your prayer fervent and purifies the intentions of your heart.
Then, when the lamp of this mortal life is extinguished, there will appear for you
who had so many lamps shining within you the light of unquenchable life, and it will
shine for you at the evening of your life like the brightness of the noonday sun. And
though you may think your light is quenched in death, you will rise like the daystar
and your darkness be made as bright as noon. As Scripture says, ‘No longer will you
need the light of sun to shine upon you by day, or the light of the moon by night; but
the Lord will be an everlasting light for you.’ For the light of New Jerusalem is the
Lamb. To him be glory and praise for ever.
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U.A. Fanthorpe, Agnus Dei: 2001
When the days grow longer, they come,
White as newness. Life and soul
of the flock, unlike their dingy elders.
In a good year, grow stockier,
Turn into sheep. In a bad year
Leave the world in summer, behind screens,
Smoke, silence, smell of disinfectant.
This one comes with the early lambs
Always. Doing the things lambs do,
Lord of the dance in the meadow.
He knows where he’s going.

Collect for Epiphany 3, BCP
Almighty and everlasting God, mercifully look upon our infirmities, and in all our
dangers and necessities stretch forth thy right hand to help and defend us; through
Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen
Collect for Epiphany 4, BCP
O God, who knowest us to be set in the midst of so many and great dangers, that by
reason of the frailty of out nature we cannot stand upright: Grant to us such
strength and protection, as may support us in all dangers, and carry us through all
temptations; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen
Collect for Sexagesima (The Second Sunday before Lent) BCP
O Lord God, who seest that we put not our trust in anything that we do:
Mercifully grant that by thy power we may be defended against all adversity;
through Jesus Christ our Lord.
Amen
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