Perfect Shower

Glancing up at the sky,

Seeing the full moon.

Peeking her head out,

From behind the clouds.

Just a quick hello,

Before she disappears again.

The clouds cooling us,

Dropping their little blessings.

Wetting our skin slightly,

Inviting us out to play.

Feeling the power of them,

Mixed on this night of nights.

Each drop illuminated,

As it descends upon us.

Splashing on our flesh,

Then gone just as quickly.

Bathing in the moons light,

Feeling like a child again.

Energized beyond explanation,

Weariness gone from our vocabulary.

We dance the dance of bliss,

Twirling and spinning.

Round and round we go,

Ignorant to everything around us.

It is a rare occasion indeed,

Full moon and rain shower at once.

These are the moments,

That we often take for granted.
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