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Scripture: Psalm 1:1-3 

 Blessed is the man who walks not in the counsel of the wicked, nor stands in the way of   

 sinners, nor sits in the seat of scoffers; but his delight is in the law of the Lord, and on 

 his law he meditates day and night.  He is like a tree planted by streams of water, that 

 yields its fruit in its season, and its leaf does not wither.  In all that he does, he prospers. 

   

We cannot help but rejoice in the beauty of fall, with splashed of bright color everywhere in 

nature, even though we are fully aware that soon the beauty will fade and the bleakness of winter 

will set in.  We can enjoy autumn because we also know that winter is not the last word—that 

beyond its barrenness is the promise of spring. 

 

Sometimes we feel the coming of winter in our souls.  We feel the branches of our spirit being 

stripped of their last remaining colorful leaves.  We experience the falling of the last ones with 

great sadness because all we can anticipate is a bleak, colorless inner life.  There is no hint that 

springtime will follow, nothing to reassure us that this coming winter will ever end. 

 

Mother Nature’s promise to the trees is not enough for us.  What we need is a very personal word 

from God, an individual promise that we can hear in our minds and feel in our hearts.  What we 

need is a very personal reassurance from God of a springtime in our souls. 

 

God has that promise for us and wants more than anything for us to experience it. He wants us to 

experience it as the tree does.  Just as in the roots of a tree, new life lies deep within us, yearning 

to rise like the tree sap when the time is right. 

 

The tree has aligned itself with Mother Nature and automatically seems to know that sap must 

descend in order to rise, that winter is essential for spring.  The tree automatically seems to know 

that winter provides something essential for its life.  It seems to know by instinct that the sap—

its life blood-must descend into its roots in order to become revitalized. 

 

Just as the potential for new life lies in the roots of a tree, ready to rise with the time is right, so 

there is that same kind of life deep within us that yearns to permeate our being as a kind of 

eternal springtime.  What is true for the tree is also true for us.  Our own descent into the winter 

in our souls is absolutely essential as a prerequisite to our spiritual springtime. 

 

We don’t automatically know this about ourselves as does the tree, so we try all the ways we can 

think of in order to revitalize ourselves.  And God allows us to try every means we can think of 

to fix what needs fixing in us, giving us the freedom to choose whatever ways we will, hoping 

that eventually we will follow our town taproot downward. 

 

The tree knows where its source of life is—and so will you after you have tried all the other 

possibilities and there is only one left—down inside  yourself.  Down inside our discontent, the 



last place we’d think to look, is where we will find our own personal promise of the springtime 

for our souls that we most want. 

 

What you will find as you explore your inner self—confront your own colorless inner being and 

ask what it requires of you, is the obedience of surrender to a process beyond your control.  What 

you will find as you choose the inward, downward path is just what the tree finds.  The same 

thing is required of both:  a giving up, a surrender to the natural process. The difference is that 

God waits for our permission to finish the natural process in us. 

 

I encourage you to have a tree experience this fall.  I have a special friend who, when she feels 

life draining out of her, travels to a campus where she studied as a graduate student and hugs a 

tree in a grove there.  If hugging a tree does not appeal to you, take paper and pencil and 

meditate on a tree of your choice.  Concentrate on being a tree.  Go down where your sap used to 

rise from and find out what needs to happen in order for it to rise again. 

 

Listen once more to a verse from Psalm 1: 

 He is like a tree planted by streams of water, that yields its fruit in its season, and 

 its leaf does not wither. 

 

The leaves on the fruit trees that we know do wither and die, so the writer must have been talking 

about something else.  That something else is a kind of experience God intends for us to have so 

that the leaves on our inner spiritual tree will always be green and alive. 


