Dirty Hands
The wet liquid came out icy cold at first, but soon changed to a constant warm temperature as I felt the water with my dirt filled hands.  After working outside in the scorching summer heat all day, I had become quite filthy and sweaty.  The first step to begin the cleaning process was to wash my hands, and then later, before a night of rest, I would take a full-fledged shower.  As my salty perspiration ran down my hot, red face, I pumped the soap dispenser two or three times and soon had a gooey blob of gel in my moist palm.  I began to lather the soap all over my hands and wrists.  Soon I had plenty of soapy bubbles all over my lower arm and fingers, and the blue, granite counter top.  I placed my bubbling hands under the luke-warm water and began to scrub hard.  The dirt followed the stream of water towards the silver-colored drain where it soon disappeared down into the blackness that awaited it.  The soothing liquid that ran over my hands felt so good that I regretted having to end washing them.  But soon I stopped the flow of water from the plastic pipe and reached for the dry towel.  I rubbed the coarse towel through my fingers and over my wrists, allowing it to soak up all the excess water.  Then I suddenly raised my head and looked out the window at the grassy lawn and pure, golden rays of sunlight, and I just had to go.
