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Watching the television report,

snow there, snow over there,

blizzard about,

cars getting tossed around,

roads closed while snow plows dig it out,

shovels being used,

snow blowers to.



The clouds are moving across the lands,

leaving rain and snow yonder and about.



Some places the clouds are few and far between,

you can see curtains,

way up in the sky,

red and green, blue and yellow,

weaving a tapestry up in the air,

far up above the snow and

cold covered plains and mountains.



Sometimes the clouds part in one small place,

for just a few minutes,

and if you happen to look in the right direction,

at just the right time,

you can see the aurora borealis moving about,

way up there, above the clouds.



The aurora cares not about the snow,

way down there on the ground,

its dancing, way up there,

up above even where eagles glide.



Oh, I have dreamed about the aurora,

I have even wanted to watch it,

from outer space,

while going over the North Pole,

of Planet Earth,

then the aurora would be far down below,

and I could then see the ring it makes,

around the North Pole,

not a movie,

nor a jaypeg,

but live,

ocean to ocean,

and mountain to frozen landscape,

floating up there in orbit,

far from the maddening crowd.



A bit of green,

down by the equator,

isn't touched by the beauty of the aurora,

but thats okay,

those lands have their own beauty,

mountains and jungles, rivers and clouds,

but no auroras above the condors,

that glide along looking for food.



Could that be the purpose of Machu Pichu ?



In reaction to rumors of fire curtains in the sky ?



Build it up high so they could see it ?



Did a traveler tell them of that glorious sight ?



I know not, for I wasn't there when that place was built,

but I have seen the aurora borealis,

many long years ago,

there were no curtains of shimmering light,

just a red glow coming in from the North.



Not knowing its great height back then,

I tried to reach out and touch it,

and failed.



But I think that on that night,

in the long ago and far away,

that aurora touched me,

as you can plainly see.



[ exeunt ]



