Patio Lanterns
I sat there watching them with my dripping drink in one hand and cigar in the other.  The patio lanterns stood there silently in a straight line seeing everything that happens.  Their plastic black roofs glisten with the raindrops that drove everyone away from my party earlier this evening.  They hang there laughing at me with their not so rainbow like colors that did not comfort me after the rain.  They are blue, red, green, and yellow a strange combination of colors for such a mysterious kind of light.  They remind me of the fireworks festival in the east, which lights up the sky with sparkling colors above the pagodas below. Unlike the fireworks, the lantern’s color is caged in; trapped by a black plastic mesh like a dream catcher catching nightmares before they strike.  

(The garden green cord gives the patio lanterns life, the energy to conjure their colors all together into a mystical rainbow.  It is long and snake like twisting and turning around the bends and up the sides of the deck.  Its slippery green skin is slick and wet from the rain as it waits to be moved or to move itself out of place.  In a flash they are lit and light up as quickly as the lights on a carnival Ferris wheel.  But just as quickly as they are lit to begin their mischief I can quickly snuff them out with one pull of the cord.)  

Their rigid exterior hides the true white light within like some child in a Halloween costume trying to fool their parents.  But this is all part of the lantern’s game.  They don this sheep’s clothing to get close enough to steal your secrets away only to tell them to the next person that passes by.  They do it with great ease and never get caught, oh to be a patio lantern.
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