
Wait and See 
(Simeon and Anna) 

 
 
 

In the drab waiting-room 
the failed travellers, resigned, sleep 
on the hard benches, inured 
to postponement and foul coffee. 
Hope has given up on them. 
 
There are also the impatient, 
pacing platforms, and the driven, 
purple with frustration, abusing 
their mobiles, for the hardest part 
of waiting is the not doing. 
 
Truly to wait is pure dependence. 
But waiting too long the heart 
grows sclerotic. Will it still 
be fit to leap when the time comes? 
Prayer is waiting with desire. 
 
Two aged lives incarnate 
century on century 
of waiting for God, their waiting-room 
his temple, waiting on his presence, 
marking time by practising 
 
the cycle of the sacrifices, 
ferial and festival,  
circling onward, spiralling 
towards a centre out ahead, 
seasons of revolving hope. 
 
Holding out for God who cannot 
be given up for dead, holding 
him to his promises - not now, 
not just yet, but soon, surely, 
eyes will see what hearts await. 

 
 


