
In from the cold 
 

Their clothes tattered  
and near exhaustion 
they trudged the streets 
into the night. 
All that mattered 
was finding safety and rest 
and some sweet soul  
who’d make them guests 
and bring them 
in from the cold. 
 
I can hardly imagine their plight. 

Having been out in the cold rain last night 
running from home to car and car to church 
I entered a room warm and dry 
where friends were glad I’d come by 
happy to behold 
their buddy - in from the cold – 
and I was welcomed with comfort. 

So it’s hard for me to really know  
the degree of this young couple’s woe. 
 
Looking at them I could see 
their strange sense of peace - 
I can only imagine  
the depth and breath of their courage - 
knowing if it were me I’d be out for release 
from my desperation and fear 
with a gin and seven or a mug of beer. 
 

This couple, he a carpenter, she with child 
who had traveled treacherous miles - 
from whom did their confidence come? 
From parents or teachers 
elders or preachers 
where did it come from? 
Somebody must’ve loved them - 
one someone who really cared 
or a whole people  
whose faith they’d heard declared 
morning noon and night -  
maybe these things were their bedrock of trust  
their source of hope and light.  
 
Whatever it was that sustained these two 
I wish I had. 
I wish I knew  
a trust and its truth 
as fulsome as theirs. 
But I’m still learning  
still growing still yearning 
for such a faith 
in a God who’s everywhere 
whose very being is an ocean of care 
who has my back, my heart, and my soul 
who in the end 
will bring me  
in from the cold. 
 
“In from the cold,” Copyright 2018 by Glenn Currier 
Written 12-7-18 

 
 


