Angela Sullivan
Rolling Thunder

A low throbbing pulses all around and the ground begins to vibrate with the noise.
A flock of raucous birds suddenly take flight and flee from the rumble.
Closer and closer the noise comes, gradually building to a roar.
In the distance, light flashes off metal specks in a rainbow of colors.
The tiny specks loom larger until I can finally make them out.
The shiny motorcycles, all flying flags, carry one, and sometimes two, passengers.
They continue on, in tight formation, as they approach where I stand.
The earlier roar of the crowd around me is drowned out as, one by one, the cycles pass.
Flags are waved by many as this impromptu parade passes by.
Others, however, stand in silence and salute.
