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The Snow 
It falls 
It falls as I open the car door, the trunk, the bags, the walkway, the door. 
It falls as I enter the cabin, the refuge, the home away from home, the abode. 
At this moment, I see -  
I do not know.  
Grey carpet on blue carpet, a duffel bag on the snowy floor, a wood burning stove on the right,  
sunken down three steps. 
 
Here, 
This world,  
It is all so familiar; so inviting; so welcoming.  
Here,  
This time,  
It is all so serene; so idyllic; so blissful. 
My next two days exist for the mountain, and the mountain only- 
This I am sure of.  
 
I am not sure of much.  
I am sure of my age, my name, that I procrastinate too much, & study too little,  
But what’s more than this, I am unsure, 
But the unknown does not scare me.  
 
In hindsight, I do now realize that I am rarely, if ever anxious.  
For many, the unknown is an Abyss, a Void, 
A Void that swallows all who do not come prepared. 
But, once more, I am not scared.  
 
In fact, I also know that I have no idea how the weeks ahead will look. 
I am but a child, and nothing is ever certain. 



My future has yet to be decided, it is the Abyss. 
But when I look into my Abyss, 
I am not scared. 
I am not timid. 
I am not unsure. 
In fact, I am certain of my future. 
That I will do what is necessary is not an unknown, but a fact. 
This, I am sure of. 
 
But at this moment, these thoughts do not exist.  
At this moment, I am existing in the cabin; the refuge; the home away from home; the abode. 
I see the duffel bags, and the snowy carpet, 
And as the snow falls on the Mountain, 
I know, in fact, that this is bliss.  
 


