The Life of a Raindrop
Here I am high in the sky, riding on a big soft pillowy cloud. I float along in the puffy mass, looking down thousands of feet to the green grass below. I will travel many miles across mountains, lakes and plains, until I meet up with other fluffy clouds and gather for a violent explosion. As I burst away I begin my fall to the earth. I feel the wind and air blowing by me as I freely drop at accelerating speed. The ground grows closer and greets me as I stop suddenly on the dirt below. There I meet up with my other raindrop friends where we collect together and run downhill to the next lowest level. We run along, gathering speed as we reach greater slopes. Our little trail of water now joins a large rushing waterway. We are little swimming droplets - like micro fishes - whirling past rocks and plants buried under the surface. Looking up we see some light from the sun breaking through the clouds. Now, on we ride, on a free adventure with no particular destination. I’ll move along observing all the elements along our journey. Here I’ll stay, running with the flow of the many droplets like me, until much later emptying into the giant sea. Once a little individual drop of water, I am now part of the great big sea. Here I’ll stay in the big abyss, perhaps forever. Or I may reach the ocean’s surface, and, with the warmth of the sun, rise up again, out of the big blue sea, into the air, to become another part of the billowy pillow once again…looking over the marvelous earth below…
Dave Lund

(while flying over Colorado in a small, low-flying jet on June 28th, 2004)
