
The Desierto Florida of the Christian’s Tears 

 I find the Atacamba desert fascinating.  Have you heard of it? It is a valley in an arid region of Argentina 

covering many miles.  It rarely rains in this desert, but when it does the southern portion is filled with flowers. In 

Spanish they call this phenomena the Desierto Florida.    About once every 5-7 years it will rain just enough for the 

flowers to germinate, take root, and bloom in a blast of color that can be seen for miles on end.  It is a beautiful 

thing that in God’s providence He remembers this little swath of earth.   

 You might be tempted to think that this kind of thing does not apply to our spiritual lives.  Even now you 

may be thinking that the desert of spiritual woes goes on forever.  Even if we did not have scripture to guide us, all 

you have to do is look at the Desierto Florida. There are always times of refreshing under the sun.  As the Preacher 

says, “for everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven” (Ec 3:1).  If you feel like the desert 

is stretching out endlessly before you, take heart.  This season will not last forever.  Many times in the Psalms we 

read the words of Christians just like you who cry out, “Will you be angry with us forever? Will you prolong your 

anger to all generations?  Will you not revive us again, that your people may rejoice in you?” (Ps 85:5-7).   

 Consider with me for a moment the song of the Sons of Korah.  Listen to what they sang, “Blessed are those 

whose strength is in you, in whose heart are the highways to Zion.  As they go through the Valley of Baca they make 

it a place of springs; the early rain also covers it with pools.  They go from strength to strength; each one appears 

before God in Zion” (Ps 84:5-7).  They had a knack for getting at the bedrock of the thing.   

 Notice what they sang, “in whose heart are the highways to Zion”.  God’s people hold within themselves as 

within a fragile jar the gift of faith in Jesus.  Their faith is their highway to the LORD.  So, no matter their outward 

condition there are always streams of living water bubbling up from their souls.  At the very heart of the Christian is 

the blessed Jesus with whom we have been crucified, “I have been crucified with Christ, it is no longer I who live but 

Christ who lives in me” (Gal 2:20).   

These boys tell us that sometimes you’re going to find yourself in the Valley of Baca.  The word ‘Baca’ refers 

to a type of tree such as the Balsam tree.  On one occasion the Lord commanded King David to attack the Philistines 

from behind where stood the Balsam trees (2 Sam 5:23).  Apparently, either when their leaves shook or his men saw 

from the tops of these trees the enemy marching they were to attack.  At the root of the word is the concept of 

weeping.  Maybe the Balsam tree had a kind of sap that ‘weeped’ from its bark.  I don’t know. But, when these boys 

of the rebel Korah (Num. 26:10) sing about the Valley of Baca, I think it’s safe to assume they are painting a picture 

for us.  What they mean is the valley of weeping.   

When you think about David, the picture at least for me is difficult to ignore.  Maybe it’s a picture for us.  A 

teaching tool: sometimes God won’t give you the victory until He’s taken you through the forest of weeping.  At 

other times it will be the very flowing depths of your faith in Jesus that water the dry world around you.  It may be 

that God will keep you in the desert long enough for your tears to saturate the earth so much that new life 

germinates, takes root, and blooms in an explosion of spiritual vitality even as “the early rain also covers it with 

pools”.   

Take heart; therefore, and press on girded up by the power of His Spirit at work in you as go “from strength 

to strength” in your pilgrimage to the Father in Zion. 

Blessings, 

Tom 


