
Beauty In The Broken

Crystalline jewels, all snow and ice,
With which I laughed and smiled,
Beautiful trees, laden with fluff,

And winter was my friend.

Till one wroth day my heart was crushed,
And winter mocked my pain.

I’d lost one dear that would never come back,
And frost took over my being.

The cruel, cruel sun blazed down on snow,
And hurt my tear-filled eyes,

The cold, cold wind whipped down on me,
And raged my hurt was not.

I screamed with pain and let icicles of hurt
Take hold to pollute my brain,

Waves of grief thundered and crashed,
As captive to cold my heart was held.

No warmth of joy privileged my smile,
I lay in snow and mourned.

And then I realized with trembling fingers, 
That winter was still my friend.

My pain was ever there,
As ever it will be,

I’ll never be the same again,
But knowledge is now my staff.

Sun over icicles sparkle like diamonds,
As a queen of ice I’m crowned.

So I’m learning the art of laughing,
And painting a picture of healing,

Of warmth in frigid pain, and beauty in the broken.


