
IN DECEMBER DARKNESS 

 

The whole world waits in December darkness 

 for a glimpse of the Light of God. 

Even those who snarl “humbug!” 

 and chase away the carolers 

    have been seen looking toward the skies. 

The one who declared he never would forgive 

     has forgiven, 

and those who left home 

    have returned, 

and even wars are halted,  

   if briefly, 

as the whole world looks starward.  

In the December darkness 

 we peer from our windows 

    watching for an angel with rainbow wings 

       to announce the Hope of the World. 

 

By Ann Weems, in Kneeling Bethlehem, 1980 


