
I know the "aurora borealis" 

From before I knew there were nights without them 

Gazing up at them 

Alone in the backseat November highway 

All the way home 

The cold I was wrapped against 

Tingling cheeks 

Nose cold 

The Northern Lights 

A veil 

Draped 

In lifting fingers of wind 

Thundering the high air 

Way over the howling at the window I sit by 

 


