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Joshua Bell is one of the most renowned violinists in the world.  
A native of Bloomington, he soloed with the Philadelphia 
Orchestra at the age of 14.  He attended the Jacobs School of 
Music at IU before embarking on a career in which he has 
played with orchestras all over the world.  In the classical music 
world he is seriously famous. 

In 2007, while in town to play with the National Symphony, he 
stuck a baseball cap on his head and went busking in the 
Washington DC Metro to see if people would recognize him. Of 
the thousand people that walked by that morning, only 27 gave 
him money and only 7 stopped and listened for any length of 
time.  The experiment netted him $52.17.  Compare that to the 
thousands of dollars he receives on a regular basis for appearing 
with a major symphony orchestra. 

I was in DC at the time, but I’m not sure I would have stopped if 
I had gone by.  I knew of him but didn’t know what he looked 
like.  It would have had to be his music alone that would have 
captured me—unless his ball cap had IU on it.  Then, of course! 

The people who did stop all knew something about him. Their 
ongoing interest in classical music interest had primed them to 
be able to recognize a great talent when they saw and heard 
one—even if it was in the subway station. 

I think that’s how things worked in the temple in Jerusalem 
when Joseph and Mary brought Jesus to be offered up to God on 
his fortieth day of life.  Most of the people there were not aware 
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that an ancient prophecy was being fulfilled.  For it was business 
as usual:  offering sacrifices or taking in sacrifices that were 
being offered, keeping out the riffraff, you name it.  All the stuff 
they did every day. 

There were two exceptions, though.  Simeon, an old man, 
longed for the coming of the Messiah so deeply that God had 
promised him that he would see his longing fulfilled before he 
saw death.  He, for one, was on the lookout for that moment 
when God would keep his promise. 

Where others saw just the usual—parents bringing their baby to 
the temple to perform the custom of the law and offer a pair of 
turtledoves—Simeon was capable of seeing the deep truth of the 
moment.  The Holy Spirit had moved him to come into the 
temple just then.  He had the eyes of faith to see the one who 
had been promised from so long ago. 

Anna, too, had lived her life with God at its center. Her eyes of 
faith were also brought to the point of recognizing who was in 
their midst and she gave thanks to God and spoke about the 
child to all who were awaiting the redemption of Jerusalem. 

Did the people listen?  Or did they go about their daily business 
and miss the moment? The scriptures don’t say. 

What moments are we missing?  What can we do so that we 
don’t miss them so much or so often? 

It seems to me that our practice of the faith needs to contain an 
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explicit request that God open our eyes; that he stoke our 
longing for the fulfillment of the promises that he has made; and 
clue us in to his presence in the moment, especially when 
everything gives the appearance of being business as usual, 
nothing special. 

One way to do that is to live our lives with intentionality.  I 
remember vaguely that, as a grade-schooler, I was taught to 
make my intention for the day as I left the house in the morning.  
Making an intention takes no time at all—20-30 seconds will do 
it.  But it does require intentionality.   

We have to make a point of doing it.  It can be the same 
intention everyday if you want—something good and solid that 
will endure over the long haul.  In that case, you could write 
down and put it somewhere where you will see it and be 
reminded. 

An intention that would fit well with the Gospel of today would 
be something like, “Lord, I intend to stay alert to the signs of 
your Spirit working in my life and in the world today, Amen.” 

At the end of the day it’s always good to check and see how we 
did.  We can ask ourselves whether and to what extent we had 
honored our intention—just to complete the feedback loop. 

And then, begin again the following day.  If this become a habit, 
that one little action can affect everything.  Almost too simple, 
isn’t it.  It’s about as hard as stopping for a second to listen to 
that guy with the ball cap playing a tune on the street corner. 


