The Storm


By Albert Stimson

An idle walk on a summer day,

strolling lazily through the pasture.

The gentle droning of bees.

A thick haze covers everything.

It is hot.

Agitated clouds hang waiting,

low over the horizon.

Silence.

The bees no longer buzz;

everything is still.

A breath of cool air wafts gently by;

the stillness is broken—

dark clouds rushing closer, closer,

the slow stalk of the tiger,

closer, ever closer,

the rapid rush of a river,

blotting out the sun.

The gentle rhythm of rain on the grass.

