Listen to the Rain

Listen to the rain,

the whisper of the rain,

the slow soft sprinkle,

the drip-drop tinkle,

the first wet whisper of the rain.

Listen to the rain,

the singing of the rain,

the tiptoe pitter-patter,

the splish and splash and splatter,
the steady sound of the rain.

Listen to the rain,

the roaring pouring rain,

the hurly-burly topsy-turvy
lashing gnashing teeth of rain,
the lightning-flashing
thunder-crashing

sounding pounding roaring rain,
leaving all outdoors a muddle,

a mishy mushy muddle puddle.

Listen to the quietude,

the silence and the solitude of after-rain,
the dripping, dripping, dropping,

the slowly, slowly stopping,

the fresh wet silent after-time of rain.
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