Holy Water 


This moist drop
Fell into my eyes
A stream
Of God's tears

Warm and heavy
Landing and splashing
Upon my forehead
Running down the bridge of my nose

Extend my arm
Capture each droplet
Forever the feeling
Upon my palm

Like dew on a leaf
Mist rests in my hair
Little crystals
A fragile tiara easily destroyed

A reflection from a puddle
Shows a make-up smeared face
This puddle is a bead
Of shower-water on my fingernail 

