
Rain 
 
 
 
 

Rain, rain, rain  

You are never vain. 
 

You bring everyone joy  

I don’t understand why? 

 

My mom always tells me  

You are always in glee. 
 

You make trees happy  

And your raindrops are droopy. 
 

The most pleasure you give 

And in the cloud you live. 
 

You have your misty gleams 

When the thunder loudly screams. 

 

After rain flowers bloom 

And we see no gloom.  
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