
Spring is the Death of Winter 

. 

Diffugere nives, redeunt iam gramina campis 

arboribusque comae; 

mutat terra vices et decrescentia ripas 

flumina praetereunt. [Hor. carm. 4,7] 

. 

The snow melts, the blades of grass return already to the fields 

and the leaves return to the trees; 

the earth changes in alternation and the diminished rivers 

flow along the riverbanks. [Schaumann] 

. 

 

Imagine you are strolling along a field in the middle of winter. Your path is slightly higher, so you have 

a wide view of the whole countryside. Everything – the fields, the bushes, the leafless trees – is covered 

with a thick blanket of soft snow. No one has been here since the last snowfall and you have a feeling 

of eternity. You step forward, away from the shovelled sand trail and onto the fallow field, and you hear 

the crunch of snow under your feet and step back again, admiring your lonely footprint in this vastness 

of white. Walking on snow that nobody else has walked on before, makes you feel special and powerful, 

like you’re the chosen one or the only person left in the world. A row of trees stands on the other side 

of the field and because they have no foliage, you are able to detect a river flowing behind the trees and 

through this beautiful picture, its icy, clear water splashing evenly over the rocks downstream. It still 

has miles to go before it can sleep, miles to go until it reaches its destination, the sea, and mingles with 

the other waters, all becoming one, embarking soon on a new journey.  

 It is silent, no wind, no rustling or bustling, absolute silence, and like the earth that is resting under 

your feet, you feel calm and peaceful, and for the first time in a long while, you are able to breathe freely 

and deeply again. At no other time than in winter does the air feel so clear and soothing, giving you the 

sentiment that everything will be alright. “It is the life of the crystal, the architect of the flake, the fire 

of the frost, the soul of the sunbeam. This crisp winter air is full of it.1” And when these sunbeams fall 

onto the earth, the crystals of the snow glitter like diamonds, a field ready to be harvested, and every 

blade of grass is covered with glittering frost, reminding you of green-striped candy canes. Your 

ordinary, boring world is suddenly transformed into a magic realm from a fantasy novel, so much so 

that you expect Jack Frost to appear before your eyes. At the same time, the sun doesn’t feel hot on your 

cheeks, so you have the possibility to finally appreciate its glow and warmth, for in summer the sun has 

the tendency to be too much, to annoy us, to even hurt our eyes and skin, though it is the source of our 

lives. But now the sky is full of light grey clouds and you know that soon it will snow again. You are 

looking forward to it since every snowfall is magical, especially the first which has the ability to cast its 

spell onto the world to make it the most special place to enjoy. It is this first snowfall which makes 

children jump towards the window in the middle of their play and look outside with wide, sparkling 
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eyes, hoping for more snow so they can go outside and have fun. And if you have a look at every 

individual snowflake that floats from the sky, you will soon realise that none is like the other, every core 

and structure has its different form, all unique. And what beautiful crystals they are, as if an angel has 

painted each and every one of them in their studio in the clouds, and the idea of a Creator doesn’t seem 

so absurd to you anymore. 

 You continue your walk and stroll into a pine forest. The trees are covered in snow as well and you 

are reminded by something Lewis Carroll once wrote: “I wonder if the snow loves the trees and fields 

that it kisses them so gently? And then it covers them up snug, you know, with a white quilt; and perhaps 

it says, 'Go to sleep, darlings, till the summer comes again.’” It is quiet here also, no birds, no squirrels, 

no wind rustles in the treetops, just silence. The animals need the snow and cold to sleep and regain their 

strengths for another eventful year of falling in love and raising a family. The earth needs its rest for 

another blooming year of growth and flowers and fruits. It’s all part of the circle of life, winter being 

the most fascinating of the four seasons. And again, peace warms your heart.  

 You leave the forest on the other side and your path takes you towards the small town you live in. 

On the outskirts of the town, children enjoy the snow. Some are ice-skating on a frozen pond, others 

riding their sleighs down a hill or skiing, a few lie in the snow to make beautiful angels, but most of 

them engage in a friendly competition of building the biggest but most handsome snowman, or throwing 

snowballs at each other, two teams behind their respective protective walls. Joyous laughter and shouts 

drift over the entire area: the children have never seemed happier, their cheeks rosy red, their eyes 

glistening with merit, and their parents converse with each other, mugs of steaming tea or mulled wine 

in their hands.  

 You enter your town with a content smile and admire the icicles that hang from the rain pipes like 

stalactites in an ancient cave, and the frost patterns on the windows. Some look like flowers, others like 

fern, and there are some that remind you of the thorn forest from Sleeping Beauty. When you were a 

child, you remember staring at these traceries on a frosted window for hours, imagining different worlds 

and going on adventures in your mind. All the snow that is covering the roofs and streets make your 

town appear more wondrous than the rest of the year.  

 After a while, you reach the marketplace in the middle of the town and you witness some adults 

working on their ice sculptures, their foreheads frowned in focus. The whole town is looking forward to 

the Festival of Ice with the ice sculpture competition next week, and there is no better opportunity for 

the community to come together and bond. While striding over the marketplace, you can already identify 

a mermaid, a butterfly with the body of a woman, and a hippogriff. They all stand around a giant 

Christmas tree that has been affectionately decorated by the town’s people a few weeks ago. When the 

sun sets, the colourful lights shine over the whole plaza and the silver star on the top of the fir tree seems 

like another star over Bethlehem.  

 Finally, you reach your home, a modest stone house with icicles and ice patterns as well, where 

smoke spirals through the chimney. You open the door and find your family spending time together in 



harmony. Your favourite relative is baking Christmas biscuits while another relative reads a story to the 

children, the rest knits or plays or draws or embroiders or reads. For a moment you stand still and wish 

you were a great painter so that you had the possibility to capture this lovely scene on canvas forever. 

This is paradise, you realise with a swelling heart, not a tropical island or the Niagara Falls, not even 

Eden, but this quiet, harmonious moment with your family. And only in winter can everyone come 

together and enjoy their time with each other, only in winter when there is no field work or business 

trips to make, when we humans like the earth and animals outside need time to relax and gather new 

strength. This is the time to imagine stories, be creative, sing, play an instrument, paint a masterpiece, 

the time to contemplate our lives and the events of the world, be grateful for what we have, make plans 

about the future, but not forget our neighbours and those who have it worse than you. This is the time 

where no stress or hecticness is in our way to knowledge and wisdom and insight, but the time for 

comfort and warmth, a friendly hand and snuggling in front of the fire – it is the time for home. 

 You step inside and close the door behind you. Only a few steps in, you watch with horror how the 

snow on your boots melts away in the heat of the fireplace. You look out of the window, through the ice 

patterns and onto the lively scene of the town in winter. Soon all of this will be gone. When the spring 

comes, it melts the snow, every beautiful crystal will be destroyed, every snowman will die. The children 

have to sit inside, bored with having nothing to do, waiting for warm, dry days outside to go play again, 

for without snow what else is there to do outside? Spring means no more rest, no more contemplation, 

but having to work again, being constantly active in our hectic lives, fearing for heart-attacks from all 

this stress.  

 You give out a long, sad sigh – and suddenly you’re awake. You look around to find your modern-

style bedroom, on your nightstand your smartphone’s little light indicates a new message. And you 

realise that the last winter has been decades ago and that your children don’t know what snow is 

anymore. Spring has captured every winter, the warmth has destroyed every last glorious aspect of this 

season, modern technology has taken away the magic. Humankind has never learnt to treat nature 

carefully – and now it is too late.  
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