
 

SPRING IN A SNOWSTORM 
A Devotion on Faith 

 

 
 
 

“ For behold, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone,  
The flowers appear on the earth;  the time of the singing has come.” 

 (Song of Solomon 2:11-12) 
 

Today, April 27th, 2009, it hailed.  Yes, hailed. Selah. (Pause and think about that).  For all of us 
Edmontonians, itching for freedom from our eight-month long winter housebound state, this spring 
storm came as a bitter blow.  Bad enough when the sun began to behind the clouds, casting us back 
again into that non-descript grayness; bad enough when the first snowflakes began to fall again – but 
hail? I could literally feel myself slipping down that slippery slope into my pit.  

 Notice I now call it ‘my pit’.  It has almost become a familiar if not quite comfortable abode - the 
miry clay of depression, despair and hopelessness. My dog and I sit together, shivering in the cold. 
You see, I had foolishly thought that spring had finally arrived when I scheduled Pepper’s spring 
haircut for April 20th.  But no…….it seems he still needs his winter coat. Too late.  It’s gone. What 
was I thinking?! 

 It seems that many of us are experiencing winter storms these days, as our little boats head closer 
and closer into the end of days as we know it.  Everything that can be shaken is shaking.   But we 
have this assurance – Yeshua is in the boat. Just as Yeshua spoke peace (shalom) to the wind and the 
waves that threatened the lives of His disciples, so can He speak shalom to the storms in our lives as 
well, bringing a calm that we so desperately need. 



 

 “He arose and rebuked the wind, and said unto the sea, “Peace be still” And the wind ceased 
and there was a great calm.” (Mark 4:37-39) 

I don’t know about you, but going through the dissolution of my marriage, single parenting at 50 
years old, and homeschooling to boot (I know, foolish woman…)  I could sure use some of that calm 
right about now.  We fear the storms, those things that force change in our lives.  Even if we despise 
our lives as they are, we still fear the unknown.   

We panic when the storm comes to destroy all that is familiar to us and we see it being swept into 
the raging sea.  We wonder what we have done to deserve this trouble?  And where it God in all the 
mess?  We cry out, “Master, don’t you care that we are perishing?”  

I love what Kirk Franklin speaks as an introduction to his beautiful CD, Songs for the Storm Volume 
I:  “The myth is that storms have to do with punishment; that they are God’s response to sin, or His 
disappointment in us as His children. May I suggest that it is actually the opposite -   It is the 
confirmation that we are flowers of the Father, He has planted and He desires for us to grow. No 
matter how painful or inconvenient, it is necessary – for the flowers’ beauty.” 

These storms are not to harm us, but to help us grow – in Him.  We are not alone in the storms; we 
have a Savior who hears us when we cry out to Him.  We have a God who is faithful to His people.   

When our hearts are shattered by the storms of life that have torn it apart, and we wonder when the 
healing will even begin – He is there.  God will never take His love away.  When we fall, He is there 
to catch us – underneath are His everlasting arms.  Weeping will last for a night but joy will come in 
the morning.  The storm comes only to help us grow. God’s purpose in the storm is redemptive – to 
bless us, to do us good, and to bring restoration. 



In her book, Broken Open, How Difficult Times Can Help Us Grow, Elizabeth Lesser writes of her 
own personal journey through storms of life.  Walking through the Old City of Jerusalem one 
morning, she comes across a beautiful picture of a flower in bloom in a tiny shop in the market.   
Under the photo was written this quote:  

 

“And the time came when the risk to remain tight in a bud was more painful that the risk it took to 
blossom.”  Anais Nin   

Perhaps this time has come in my life; maybe it has come in yours.  When living half a life is not 
enough anymore.  When our soul is crying out to experience the abundant life that is our birthright.  
When remaining in our tight, safe little bud of merely going through the motions becomes more 
painful that the risk of breaking open and embracing whatever it will take to blossom – to live with 
joy and passion.  It’s called growth.   

May God grant us the grace, strength and hope to 
weather the storms and come out on the other side a 
new creature, truly restored to His original design.  It 
means moving beyond other people’s expectations and 
all their demands of us, in order to find out who God 
created us to be and what He has called us to do in this 
lifetime and for eternity.  

 Let us praise Him in the storms, knowing that we know 
that we know, that somehow (and we don’t’ know how) 
but somehow, He is going to work this thing out and 
cause all things to work together for good. He makes all 
things beautiful – in His time. 

 

 

It seems to me that last year we experienced a spring snowstorm as well.  You would think I would 
be used to them by now. Just before our scheduled Passover Seder, in April of 2008, our city was hit 
by the worst snowstorm in twenty years! 



 It really took faith for my children to get up and sing, 'Simcha Rabah, Simcha rabah, Aviv higiyah, 
Pesach bah!'  (Great joy, great joy, spring has arrived, Passover has come.)  Several years ago, just 
after being exiled from Israel because of our faith in Yeshua, we experienced a real Canadian Prairie 
spring snowstorm.  It was a real shock, but it inspired me to write this devotion on faith in May 
2003. 
 

 

 

Spring has Sprung  

Suddenly, spring has sprung.  Grass is sprouting where previously it lay buried by snow; the shining 
sun has left puddles everywhere which meant a trip to the store to buy rubber boots. The weather 
warmed to the point where we kidded ourselves into believing that we could run outside without a 
coat on (until the still pre-season chilliness of the air sent us scurrying back to the house for a jacket 
or sweater). 

 The birds’ singing their sweet songs announced that spring had arrived. I even checked my calendar 
and noted that yes, the official first day of spring had come and gone and we were officially and 
legally in the blessed season of spring after a long, hard, dreary, miserably cold winter. 1 

When it seemed as if I could not bear to suit up one more child one more time in all their winter gear 
just to poke their noses outside for a few minutes before it threatened to freeze right off their face; 
when it seemed that I couldn’t stand one more Donut Man video played for the thousandth time 
because it was just too darn cold to go out, (no offense, Donut Man – they’re great videos, but ….); 
just when it seemed almost too good to be true, too much to hope for…. finally, finally, spring 
brought blessed relief from the cabin fever claustrophobia and depression of winter.  

                                                           
1 This article was written originally in April 2003; later updated in May 2008 



And how very welcome this season seems especially this year, after our first winter back in Canada.  
Even though I grew up in this prairie climate and my hardy grandparents pioneered in the Peace 
River Country in Northern Alberta, living in a little log cabin they had built with their own two 
hands, I had grown accustomed to the mild winter seasons in Israel which rarely saw snow.   

In fact, a snowfall in Jerusalem became an occasion for celebration and hilarity as people would 
fashion various snowmen on the backs of their cars and drive around with them until they melted.  
How grateful I felt for the buds, the birds, the grass, the first signs of green, of new life, of baby 
bunnies, especially for the light of the sun and the ability and desire to walk and play outside. I could 
feel, with every cell in my body, the delicious sense of spring – of new beginnings and new hope.  

Only a few days after this breakthrough in the warmer spring weather, however, a snowstorm 
dumped its heavy load back upon us. Gone was the warmth, the sunshine, the singing birds and 
carefree spring in my steps. It was back to snowsuits and boots and hats and mitts and gloves and 
scarves and arrhhh!! Where is that mitt anyways? And Avi, stop that screaming when I put on your 
snowsuit before I lose my mind! And keep that hat on your head! It’s cold outside. 

 

 I felt myself sinking back into the grey, winter gloom. But through this experience, God gave me a 
beautiful word picture and strengthened my faith. I felt Him ask me if it was still spring? I had to 
stop and think for a moment. “Well, yes, technically it is still spring,” I answered. How did I know it 
was spring? Because we had crossed the line from winter into the season of spring on a certain date 
and since we were still past that date, it was still spring.  



Walking by Faith & not by Sight 

The Holy Spirit then asked me, “Is it as much spring now that you are in the midst of a snowstorm 
as a few days ago when the sun was shining?” I had to admit that yes, officially and legally and by 
the calendar, it was still spring. None of what my five senses could discern would tell me it was 
spring. Nothing I could see with my natural eyes or hear with my ears or feel with my body or my 
emotions told me it was spring but the truth I knew that I knew that I knew deep inside was that it 
was truly spring.  

This then, is our experience of faith. When our world is crashing in around us; when we feel that no 
one loves us; when we have lost everything or simply lost our way in a maze of confusion, we may 
still stand upon the truth of God’s Word. 

 When we feel defeated; we may know that we are still more than conquerors through Him who 
loves us. When we fail, we may trust and believe that He will always lead us in triumph through the 
Messiah Yeshua. When we are sick and in pain, we can stand on the legal truth that by His stripes 
we are healed. When we don’t have enough to pay our bills and the rent is due and creditors are 
waking us up in the morning with their harassing phone calls, we not only can but we must stand on 
the truth of God’s word that He will meet all of our need according to His riches by the Messiah 
Yeshua.  

When we are weak we say we are strong in Him and His grace is sufficient for us each day. When 
we feel upset, nervous and frantic, we say we are seated in heavenly places with the Messiah and 
have entered into His rest. When everything is going wrong it seems, we can be assured that all 
things work together for good for those who love God, to those who are called according to His 
purposes. When everyone seems against us, we can say that if God is for us, who can be against 
us. When we have fallen so low that we think even God could not love us now, we proclaim that 
nothing can separate us from the love of God which is in Messiah Yeshua Adoneinu (our Lord).  

We cannot trust our eyes, our ears, our sense of smell, and especially not our emotions. For the just 
shall live by faith. It is what is unseen that is more real than the seen. What we experience here on 
this earth is only temporary; there is an eternal reality that we hope for. If we could see it, we 
wouldn’t call it hope.  

“…but hope that is seen is not hope; for why does one still hope for what he sees? But if we 
hope for what we do not see, we eagerly wait for it with perseverance.” (Romans 8:24-25)  

So may we not lose heart when we thought it was finally spring, and then suddenly a winter storm 
dumps its icy load on us again. Remember, despite what we see, hear and feel, it is still spring. No 
matter the trials and storms we face in life, the promises of God are still yes and Amen. 

“Therefore we do not lose heart…while we do not look at the things which are seen, but at the 
things which are not seen. For the things which are seen are temporary, but the things which 
are not seen are eternal.”  (2 Cor. 4:16 -18)   

When we go through a difficult ‘season’ of our lives, we can lose heart and become discouraged, but 



the changing of the seasons in nature gives us reason to hope continually in the mercies of God.  
Everything else in our lives is subject to change; but God is the Rock, the unchangeable, stable, 
solid, eternal, everlasting and forever God.   

Recently, I came across this beautiful poem of unknown authorship giving us a life lesson from the 
changing of seasons.  It showed the exact same scene in nature at the four different seasons of the 
year.  How different it looked in spring, summer, fall and winter!  How different our life can appear 
in the different seasons we go through as well.  

Lessons of Life  
 
There was a man who had four sons. He wanted his sons to learn not to judge things too quickly. So 
he sent them each on a quest, in turn, to go and look at a pear tree that was a great distance away. 
 
The first son went in the winter, the second in the spring, the third in summer, and the youngest 
son in the fall.   

When they had all gone and come back, he called them together to describe what they had seen.  
   
The first son said that the tree was ugly, bent, and twisted. The second son said no it was covered 
with green buds and full of promise. The third son disagreed; he said it was laden with blossoms 
that smelled so sweet and looked so beautiful, it was the most graceful thing he had ever seen.   

The last son disagreed with all of them; he said it was ripe and drooping with fruit, full of life and 
fulfillment.     
The man then explained to his sons that they were all right, because they had each seen but only 
one season in the tree's life.  He told them that you cannot judge a tree, or a person, by only one 
season, and that the essence of who they are and the pleasure, joy, and love that come  from that 
life can only be measured at the end, when all the seasons  are up.  
 
If you give up when it's winter, you will miss the promise of your spring, the beauty of your 
summer, fulfillment of your fall. 
 
Moral: 
Don't let the pain of one season destroy the joy of all the rest.   
Don't  judge life by one difficult season.   
Persevere through the difficult patches  
and better times are sure to come some time   sooner  or later  

Just Trust in Yeshua , He is our Only answer. 



 

Prayer: Dear Lord, sometimes what I experience does not line up with the truth of Your Word, but I 
choose to believe that Your Word is the truth and I hold to the reality of what Your Word tells me 
rather than trusting in the information that my five senses and my emotions are telling me. 

 Thank you for the hope that I have in You and for the truth of Your Word. Help me to persevere 
through the winter storms, the bitter cold and the barrenness, with hope that as I wait upon Your 
timing, the season will change, Aviv (spring) will arrive, and the season of singing will come. 
 Thank you Adonai that it is already completed in Yeshua the Messiah. May the hope we have in 
You always fill us with joy and peace. 

Amen.    

So let us not lose heart; 
For we shall reap 
In due season 
If we don’t give up. 
 
(Gal. 6:9) 
 
Happy Passover! 
 
Written by Hannah Nesher  
www.voiceforisrael.net 
 

 
 
 

 

This article is a chapter from my new book, 

Devotionals for the Animal Lover’s Heart.  

Now available on our website. Order your copy today!   

 

https://www.voiceforisrael.net/product-page/devotionals-for-
an-animal-lovers-heart-colour 

 

 

 
 

Liat and Avi shoveling ‘spring snow’ 
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