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					It begins with a single,

					freezing drop— a soft tap against my bedroom windowpane.

					While others sigh and reach for heavy umbrellas, I press my forehead to the cool, fogged glass.

					The world outside is turning a

					shimmering silver,

					washing away the dust of yesterday.

					I am waiting for the gentle rain. The kind that hums a secret lullaby against the roof, promising that even the darkest skies hold something bright.
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					My cozy bedroom becomes a quiet,

					floating island whenever the sky turns a heavy, deep gray.

					I sit for hours by the window, resting my chin against the cool, deliciously fogged glass... just waiting patiently for the bruised, rolling clouds to finally swell up and break apart.

					The air before a storm always smells so

					specific—like wet earth, hidden secrets,

					and crackling electricity.
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					Most people pull their coat collars up

					tight and hurry inside their dry, brightly lit houses.

					They complain loudly about their ruined canvas sneakers and their damp, messy hair.

					But they do not see the wonderful

					things I see hiding right inside the

					rolling storm— they do not notice the

					invisible magic falling straight from the

					sky to the street.
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					Every single falling raindrop holds a

					tiny, shimmering silver thread tucked inside of it.

					It pulses and glows like a little, fragile heartbeat the moment it hits the solid ground. I like to call it the rain’s secret voice, a special, quiet song meant entirely for me.

					It brings a bright, beautiful splash of

					color to what is usually a terribly dull,

					gray town.
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					I eagerly slip on my favorite yellow

					boots, which are as bright as a captured summer sunbeam.

					The heavy front door clicks shut behind me, completely swallowing all the normal house sounds.

					Out here on the sidewalk, the world

					belongs entirely to the rushing wind and

					the falling water.

					Out here, wrapped up in the misty gray, I feel like I am exactly where I am supposed to be.
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					I step boldly onto the cracked concrete

					and slowly, happily close both of my eyes.

					The very first freezing drop lands right on the tip of my nose with a tiny, soft splash.

					It is wonderfully cold and absolutely

					perfect, sending a lovely shiver racing

					down my spine.

					The silver thread sparks warmly against my skin, whispering a gentle, familiar hello.
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					Soon, the neighborhood pavement

					becomes a gorgeous patchwork of shallow, shivering mirrors.

					I splash carefully from puddle to puddle, watching the delicate ripples stretch and grow wider.

					Tap-tap-hiss, goes the steady,

					comforting rhythm of the breezy

					afternoon shower.

					I hum along softly under my breath, matching my own heartbeat to the rising, magical beat.
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