
New Life 
  
Where a cold and frozen landscape 
Moves towards the spring 
There I know in hiding 
Are flowers to make me sing 
  

Bulbs of many colours 
Will rise above the ground 
Their petals moving in the breeze 
As sunlight falls around 
  

Birds from far; returning 
Are busy building nests 
Up high where leaves reach skyward 
Each parent has no rest 
  

Still and silent branches 
Have borne the winter weight 
Of snow and frost so deathly 
Deep fear they do create … but 
  

In hope we wait for springtime 
In hope we see new life 
In hope we think of Jesus 
Our Lord; for us – who died 
  

For us he gave his life-blood 
To cleanse our sin and save 
For us he suffered pain so deep 
For us, his all, he gave 
  

Within the dark of winter 
Within the frozen ground 
Is life from death; awaiting 
To ‘rise up’ and abound 
  

So, humbly turn to Jesus 
Confess your every sin 
Know his peace and freedom 
And rise to life with Him! 
  
© Jane Rummey, Easter 2010 
 
(Written for those who live in  
the northern hemisphere 
where springtime encompasses  
the celebration of Easter) 
  
  
 

 

I believe there is nothing more humble  
and fragile than a heart that breaks  
because of the highest love of all  

…the love of God... 
made complete in the death and resurrection 

of His One and Only Son; Jesus. 

 

From Jane to whoever reads these words 

 

“In their fright the 
women bowed down 
with their faces to the 
ground, but the men 

said to them, “Why do 
you look for the living 

among the dead? He is 
not here; he has risen! 
Remember how he told 
you, while he was still 

with you in Galilee:  
‘The Son of Man must 

be delivered over to the 
hands of sinners, be 
crucified and on the 
third day be raised 
again.’ ” Then they 

remembered his words.” 
Luke 24:5-8 (NIV) 
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