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Falling softly from above, 
I bring fresh whiteness down with love;
On a quiet path I land,
With Christal majesty so grand.
Powered on by winds of life,
On purpose driven through the strife;
I glide with grace past every tree,
To drifts of perfect symmetry.
To heal a wound, to bind all hearts,
With fragile flakes of perfect parts;
To shield from the dark winds of night,
The love that leads to a true light.
Should cold winds ever tear apart,
The Child of Wonder from your heart;
Just catch a snowflake in the morn,
And lo – a lost Child is reborn. 
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