Lightning’s Bite

Watch out. The lightning might come down

and bite you, my son says, and we look

to the gray, weighted clouds above us

that look like they are carrying heavy sacks

of hail or rain. Or snow, but it is too early for that.

So, we hold out our hands, and look for the droplets
that should come, and there are none.

So, we look to the trees that wave and bend

and to the branches full of big green leaves,

branches that look like the necks of great dragons
twisting and fighting, when all this really is

is wind, and we go home, go inside, and watch

as the lights go out, and we listen to the storm above us.
It is like standing under a bridge as a train goes over.
But this train keeps coming, and rumbling, and my son
puts his hands over his ears. I take him in my arms,
and we do not tremble. We laugh.
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