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1 write this now as vapor from a cloud. Not long after we met, I drified my way slowly down stream
and spent some time circling in an eddy: [ expected to be drawn back into the river and pulled
toward the sea. We are all slaves to gravity and gravity always gets his way! Instead, I ended up in
the stomach of a yearling doe as part of her quenching drink. Hours later, I was passed on a south-
Jacing scree slope high on the mountain and soon evaporated to become sky again. The rest of the
droplets and I all are waiting for the dew point to rise. When it does, we will bond, grow heavy and
ride the rain roller-coaster back to earth. 1t's our favorite thing to do! Most likely; I'll fall in a place
Jar from where you roam. But, who knows? As you folks say; “Stranger things have happened” and
1've lived a strange life.

1 was born in the forging heat of a distant star’s molten core and set space-ward when my planet
mother went supernova. I roamed the universe, single and seeking, for almost a billion years until [
ran into a couple of crazy hydrogen molecules who d been hanging out together since the Big Bang.
FEverything in our lives changed once we hooked up to wed into one. I hitched a ride here on an
astroid when earth was still barren. E'ver since, I have been on the water cycle, peddling around
and around the planet for millions of years. I 've seen mountains rise and oceans fill, been locked up
in glaciers and buried deep in aquifers, lived in living things more times than [ care to recall and

have been a rain drop so many times I could have filled one of the lesser Great Lakes!
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