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Sometimes when the thermometer drops below zero and stiff winds blow, the frost on the 

window forms fascinating designs which look like mountain landscapes. As a boy I liked to imagine 

exploring the steep slopes and hiking through the bizarre trees and forests. 

This adventure became a bit more real one sunny January afternoon, as I poked around in a 

small creek observing the many beautiful ice formations and snow. The running water had frozen over 

part way while at the same time the water level had gradually gone down. The result was a shelf of ice 

which sloped down from the shore and at some points touched the water. 

On the surface, the ice appeared to be quite ordinary, but upon closer inspection one could see 

an intriguing mosaic of fine geometric shapes. I hated to disturb the beauty but could not resist 

breaking a piece to see what lay beneath. After a few sharp knocks, the ice cracked and I lifted it up and 

turned it over. 

To my astonishment I found there a veritable palace of crystal in miniature. Thin walls of clear 

ice had been built up in beautiful symmetry from the plane of ice to form chambers of every shape 

imaginable. Delicate chandeliers sparkled in the sunlight. Tiny pinnacles and diamond studded spires 

rose here and there one inch high with little flags and shining crystals. It was like the frost on a 

window, only now in three dimensions. 

The shimmering masterpiece far surpassed every man-made model I have ever seen. It was far 

more intricate than any ice sculpture carved with deft hands. Thoughts of heavenly mansions came to 

mind as 1 looked more closely trying to keep from breathing on the palace lest the finer details melt 

away. How glorious it would be to live in a house like this! 

Then I noticed a black speck in a chamber. It moved, and then disappeared. Then I saw another 

climbing a glassy staircase and soon a half a dozen more. This palace was inhabited with tiny creatures, 

creatures no bigger than the period at the end of this sentence! Snow fleas! They hopped about from 

chamber to tower and climbed here and there as if the place was home. 

I could hardly believe what I saw! It was bitter cold and here were tiny insects at home in a 

palace of ice. After watching this activity for who knows how long I looked up and saw that this ice 

had formed along the creek as far as I could see before it went around the bend. This palace with its 

inhabitants could go on for miles, I thought. Why would such a lowly insect be so privileged as to 

inhabit such a glorious place? 

Pondering these things I thought of the Proverb which spoke of the spiders living in “kings’ 

palaces” (Proverbs 30:28). The passage speaks of creatures which are small but “exceedingly wise.” 

We too are small and insignificant in ourselves, but when wisdom—Jesus Christ Himself—is placed in 

our heart by the power of the Holy Spirit, we too will one day inhabit a glorious home in which we will 

experience joys unspeakable as we fellowship with our God. Let us be diligent and grow in the 

knowledge and wisdom which we have in Christ Jesus. ❖ 

___________________________________________________________________________________ 

John is a member of Southwest Protestant Reformed Church in Grandville, Michigan. 

 

Originally Published in: 

Vol. 55 No. 4 April 1996 


