Letter of appreciation to underrepresented dancers: 
The Storm Before the Calm
Sabrina Shaw

Feet strike the Marley floor like lightning bolts waiting to find its next subject to ignite a fire. The sound is sharp and infused with tension. The anticipation builds.
How far is the thunder?  
1...2...3....4... counts pass, it should be approaching. 
You brace yourself as your soul becomes snatched by the vibrations of the rumbling bass bringing about emotions of wonder and excitement. You’re engulfed by the moist leftover air alluding to a hard day’s worth of exertion, sweat, and passion. Ears begin to monitor the environment but become distracted by the surrounding palms clamping and releasing from each other until they’re painted red. Eyes dart around like a bird searching for a nest to perch in comfort, but your gaze becomes shifted, beholding a marvelous sight. 
The curtains wash the air, breaking the misty heat floating from the artificial lights. 
Here comes the thunder.  
The dancers glide across their playing field as if they were being guided by a smooth breeze. The music creates an abundance of motion, sending shock waves through the audience, complimenting the patting and thumping of their angular bodies. Each body is well crafted and perfectly suited to its craft. 
 They take the audience along with a stream of ease and enjoyment. Dancers exude joy and provide the satisfaction that people soak in admiration. Dancers are entertainers, athletes, explorers, and artists. Dancers take on a unique experience that is often undervalued and overlooked, taking on an internal storm that isn’t forecasted.
Many only have the pleasure of seeing what follows the storm. The storm rumbles inside until it has reached its full capacity. Like a cloud waiting to precipitate.  
Like criticism that pierces like lightning. 
Like pain that pounds like thunder.      
Like frustration that pours like God’s tears. 
While the audience sits comfortably in their cushioned seats like a grandmother rocking on the porch, appreciating the calm before the storm. But this is the storm before the calm.
This is the limitless double rainbow that was once a whirlwind of dark clouds. These are the blossomed flowers that were once floating petals mixed with debris.
The storm ends, the dancers vanish, and the lights in the distance remain. 
Another storm is brewing in the field while you wait for the beauty that follows. 

