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The innocence of childhood is too often lost and lead astray by the lure of evil temptation.

Flowering fields of paradise abound with its unseen beauty hidden beneath the shadows by the darker side of nature.

Children playing in winter, lying on their backs making snow angels while their imaginations run wild with the untainted pleasures of purity, unaware of man’s corruption.

So are thus the many things of man, some good, some bad, where the youth and old alike shone by virtue or clouded by fear are given display by the patterns in the virgin snow.

Oh joyful life made weary by gloom if hidden light goes unseen beyond the walls of discontent made thus by shallow ignorance and empty disillusionment. 

It does not have to be thus but for a positive outlook on the obstacles and challenges of a life made exciting and rewarding with fulfillment of active and happy spirit.

Weep at the foolishly given woes with passionate eyes of wisdom and elation, for life is of reality lived in by either truth or falsehood, timeless and imprinted by the patterns in the virgin snow. 

Virgin snow, virgin snow, once so very white and pure, dirtied by the chaotic noise of evil only to be overcome by the purifying warmth and kindness of a fresh layer of compassionate snow, unwanting of another disturbance.

Behold human life by nature pure but for the choice of darkness, forever exposed and dissolved by the light of goodness and truth.

Who but the fool plays the fool’s card of sin, yet may he see and come to understand the deck is not stacked against him, for the joker is wild in unlimited potential.

Thus the whole of human life within the framework of existence poses colorful markings in the void of eternal space in the form of both natural and misguided events, which from source to destination, known or unknown, are forever expressed by the patterns in the virgin snow.
