Summer Dance

Sitting in the old chair on the porch,

Watching the storm clouds slowly creep around us.

It was already a cool summer night,

But the temperature is dropping noticeably.

Bare feet feel the fake grass carpet on the floor,

Eyes peer across the front yard, between the two huge trees.

The open field in front of us gives a grand view of the upcoming event.

Glancing ahead I hear the screen door close behind me,

Turning around I see the others join me on the porch.

They all take their seats,

Either in chairs or on the floor.

For some reason we all tend to gather here,

When a storm like this rolls in.

The deep blue night sky gives way to black thunderheads,

But there is a beauty to them.

Within the clouds we can see dancing,

The bright flashes of the heat lightning, its reds and oranges.

I reach down and grab a cold beer, 

Light up a cigarette, and prepare for the show.

Mother Nature is one hell of a host at times like this,

Inviting us into her lair to experience this awesome demonstration.

The wind picks up and the leaves begin rustling,

The branches moaning in protest.

The mighty trees have seen more of these storms than I,

And are still here to tell about it, they have no worries.

Small drops start falling, sporadic at first,

Gently painting the grass and side of the house with spots.

The first indication of the power held within.

We stick our heads out under the canopy,

Glancing at the fullness of the front.

This one is a cold front, coming down off the Great Lakes,

Descending from Canada.

A perfect break to the monotony of summer.

The smoke plumes from my cigarette are whipped around,

Taking a drag and watching them dance for a second.

Then they are gone,

Loosed upon the world by the wind.

The coolness of the beer slinking down my throat,

Satiating my growing thirst.

Now the rain starts to pick up,

Falling with a steady rhythm,

Pounding a beat on the aluminum roofing.

The wind whips around up,

Climbing up our spines causing chills.

The blankets are passed out,

We crowd closer together.

Huddling not out of fear,

But simply for the mere comfort of it.

Listening to the ting-ting of the rain drops,

And the roll of the thunder in the background.

A lightning bolt brightens the dark sky,

Just feet in front of us.

The reverberation is deafening,

It makes the girls jump, and grasp onto us.

For a moment we are blinded and unable to hear,

But we still have the sensation of touch, 

Knowing that all are ok, just stunned.

For hours we sat there, 

Watching the clouds dance with each other.

The lightning their feet moving around each other,

The thunder the beat of the music they move to,

The rain drops perspiration of the lengthy number,

The wind caused by the ferocity with which they move.

A ball of ultimate entertainment,

Put on by nature for the pleasure of all close enough to enjoy it.

 The ground is drenched, slick, and inviting,

We strip off our shirts, and shoes.

Playing in the enormous front yard in just pants or shorts.

The grass caressing our bare feet,

The rain running down our bare skin.

We twirl like children in a playground,

For that is what this is.

The storm has created a playground for us here.

Grabbing each others hands, 

Spinning in circles, until we are dizzy.

Then falling on our backs, letting the rain wash our faces,

Cool our bodies, and ease our minds.

At a time like this, nothing matters.

The only thoughts in our minds,

The enjoyment of the moment.

As we lay there the lightning illuminates,

As far as we can see.

The thunder pulsates the ground we are laying on,

A brief, gentle massage to our bodies.

It is letting up now, moving on south,

We have had our time of bliss.

The monotony broken for a brief period,

And we were taken out of time during this.

The rains slows, then stops,

The thunder grows fainter until it fades out all together.

The temperature remains mild,

A perfect summer night dream.

Sleep will come easily tonight,

Dreams filled with who knows what.

We welcome it,

And drift into the arms of darkness.
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