Snowflake
It’s design unique, formed by nature’s way,

Cascading from winter’s cold, gray sky.

Silent crystals floating down to ground they lay  

Piling flake on flake amazingly quite high.  

Shovelling’s no fun, but sliding down the hill

Exciting child-like pleasures in us all,

Nordic style or skiing mountain a thrill

And snowman building’s fun as throwing ball.

Winter, dreary without blankets of white

Capping tree, roof, ice sickles growing down.

The snowflake is wondrous to child’s delight,

To Christmas - winter’s hallowed crown.
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