
Aurora   Borealis   -   Come   See   the   Light   Show 

The   sky   exploded   in   a   myriad   of   hues.   There   were   greens   that   echoed   the   sharp   pines,   and 

purples   as   soft   as   a   bruise.   Charlie   smiled,   the   sight   never   growing   old   to   her   worn   out   eyes.   She   heard 

the   cry   of   an   estranged   child   somewhere   to   her   right.   She   grimaced   at   the   loud   noise,   but   then   relaxed   in 

recognition.   If   she   had   been   a   kid   when   she   had   seen   the   northern   lights   for   the   first   time,   she   probably 

would’ve   had   the   same   reaction.   Her   reaction   as   a   teen   had   been   more   of   a   “Wow,   can   we   go   back   to 

the   car   now   I’m   cold”   type   of   situation.   She   chided   her   past   self   for   not   basking   in   child-like   wonder   for 

a   moment.  

“Mommy   look,   look!   I   can   almost   touch   them!”   the   little   girl   was   jumping   up,   feeling   the   lights 

just   out   of   her   reach.   Her   mother   laughed   at   her,   but   not   a   cruel   laugh   like   a   judge   mocking   the   guilty;   a 

laugh   of   recognition   that   she   had   created   something   pure   and   innocent   that,   for   that   moment,   still   existed 

in   the   world.   Charlie   walked   past   the   shiny   happy   family   with   her   broom   in   hand,   casually   sweeping   up 

cigarettes   and   wrappers   from   ‘Electrifying   Northern   Lights   Sour   Candy’   that   littered   the   ground.   She   felt 

the   magnetism   of   the   spectacle   above   her   head   as   she   did   her   grunt   work.   All   of   the   eyes   of   the 

spectators   were   glued   above   her,   she   was   pretty   sure   she   could’ve   just   taken   someone’s   wallet   and   no 

one   would’ve   noticed.   She   didn’t,   because   she   didn’t   want   to   lose   her   job   with   the   state   that 

unemployment   was   in,   but   she   absolutely   could   have.   Like   the   kid,   she   didn’t   blame   them   for   standing 

with   mouths   gaping,   they   were   seeing   one   of   the   last   remaining   7   Wonders   of   the   Natural   World.   She 

shook   her   head   in   annoyance,   humanity   had   ruined   so   much   in   so   little   time.   Progress   was   flying,   but 

nature   and   morality   had   been   flying   out   the   window.  



“Excuse   me,   how   long   do   the   northern   lights   usually   last?”   a   tired   mom   came   up   to   Charlie   and 

heeded   button   on   her   faded   uniform   that   said   ‘Ask   me   about   the   lights!   I’ll   light   up   your   brain   with   all   my 

knowledge’.  

“Well,   there’s   no   real   answer   to   that   question   ma’am.   They   can   last   anywhere   from   10   minutes 

to   all   night!   It   depends   on   the   magnitude   of   the   solar   wind   and-”   Charlie   was   cut   off   by   the   abrupt   noise 

of   the   shrieking   mom   yelling   at   hyperactive   kids.  

“Alright   thanks.   Kids   we’re   going   home   now!   I’m   not   waiting   for   hours   up   in   northern 

Saskatchewan   just   to   see   the   end   of   these,   you’ve   seen   enough.”   the   mom   yelled   at   a   gaggle   of   children 

who   ran   towards   her   in   annoyance.  

“Hope   you   enjoyed   the   show…”   Charlie   trailed   off.   She   knew   too   much   for   people   to   be 

intrigued,   even   the   most   interested   12   year-old   got   bored   with   her   after   she   started   talking   about   air 

pressure   and   pollution,   they   mostly   wanted   to   hear   about   the   different   colours   and   how   long   the   lights 

were   (they   could   extend   up   to   80   kilometers,   which   kids   didn’t   usually   grasp,   so   they   just   said   ‘woah’), 

and   she   didn’t   blame   them   for   losing   interest.   There   was   so   much   else   out   there   constantly   drawing   on 

their   attention,   fighting   for   it.   Nature   couldn’t   compete   with   corporations   in   the   year   2067.   Huge   bustling 

cities   with   a   mix   of   every   country   at   once,   giant   buildings   with   cities   inside,   indoor   maple   syrup   farms, 

and   new   innovations   plunging   themselves   into   people’s   minds   every   second.   Charlie   couldn’t   even   begin 

to   imagine   what   it   would   be   like   in   50,   or   even   100   years.  

“My   kid   wants   to   buy   light   up   northern   lights   cotton   candy,   where   do   we   buy   that?”   a   rough 

voice   shook   Charlie   out   of   her   mind.  

“Over   there   sir,   you’re   going   to   see   the   small   cart   with   my   fellow   attendant   Jeremy.   While 

you’re   over   there   please   consider   donating   to   our   ‘Keep   the   Nature   Alive’   fund.   I   have   a   pamphlet   right 



here   actually,”   she   rooted   around   in   her   pocket   “You   could   really   be   helping   a   great   cause.”   Charlie 

realized   once   again,   she   was   speaking   to   herself.   She   let   her   hand   clutching   the   pamphlet   drop,   although 

she   didn’t   let   it   flutter   to   the   ground   like   she   wanted   to,   that   would’ve   just   been   another   thing   for   her   to 

clean   up.   The   father   and   his   mini-me   had   moved   on   from   her   ‘environmentalist   talk’   right   after   she   had 

finished   gesturing   to   the   cart,   and   were   now   paying   for   their   overpriced   snack   food.   The   only   reason 

they   were   able   to   charge   $10   per   cone   of   not   even   that   good   cotton   candy   was   because   they   slapped 

their   northern   lights   logo   on   top.   On   one   hand,   she   was   happy   that   people   had   capitalized   on   the 

northern   lights   because   that   meant   they   got   to   stick   around,   whereas   on   the   other,   she   was   sad.   The 

monetization   meant   that   the   northern   lights   had   lost   their   sense   of   being   natural?   Was   it   really   a   natural 

wonder   of   the   world   if   mankind   had   influenced   it   so   much?   The   little   kid   jumping   up   and   down   and 

screaming   ‘LIGHTS   LIGHTS’   wouldn’t   have   been   as   excited   about   a   vast   forest,   right?   She’d   tried   to 

make   the   world   less   of   a   mess,   but   there   was   only   so   much   she   could   do.   That’s   why   she’d   started 

working   at   the   lights   in   the   first   place,   to   maybe   make   the   world   a   better   place.   Her   job   was   an 

‘environmentalist   informer   and   experience   insurer’,   which   boiled   down   to   telling   people   where   the 

washrooms   were   and   picking   up   maps   that   were   read   once   then   tossed.  

“Could   you   take   a   picture   of   us   in   front   of   the   Lights?”   a   little   girl   tugged   on   Charlie’s   worn   out 

shirt   nervously.   She   gestured   to   her   family,   who   had   clearly   sent   her   over   in   an   attempt   to   cure   childhood 

introversion.   Charlie   noticed   the   girl   had   gotten   her   mother’s   infectious   smile,   and   her   father’s   eyes   that 

sparkled   with   curiosity.  

“Of   course!   Did   you   like   the   lights   young   lady?”   Charlie   bent   down   to   make   the   girl   less   scared, 

her   tall   gangly   frame   tended   to   intimidate,   much   to   her   dismay.  



“Oh   yes   I   did!   I   made   my   parents   drive   alllllll   the   way   out   here   just   to   see   it,   you   see,   I’m   doing 

a   project   in   class   and   we   had   to   pick   the   coolest   thing   we   could   think   of,   so   I   picked   the   Northern 

Lights!   I   found   lotsa   pictures   online   but   I   wanted   to   see   them   for   REAL,   you   know?” 

“I   do   know,   did   you   take   lots   of   notes   for   your   project?”   Charlie   smiled   at   the   girl’s   interest   in 

her   work,   which   was   a   welcome   rarity.  

“Yup!   My   mommy   let   me   borrow   her   pen   and   I   brought   a   whole   bunch   of   paper   and   I   wrote 

about   the   colours   and   the   shape   and   how   its   made   by   like   fights   between   particle   things   which   my   dad 

said   are   really   tiny   like   so   tiny   you   can’t   see   them   and   like   the   colours   are   different   ‘cause   of   the   different 

particles   and…”   the   little   girl   trailed   off,   out   of   breath.  

“Well   it   sounds   like   you   sure   do   know   a   lot   about   the   lights,   maybe   even   enough   to   replace   me 

one   day!”   she   laughed.  

“Oh   I   would   never   wanna   take   away   your   job!   That’d   be   really   mean.   But   maybe   I   could   be   a 

guide   like   you   someday,   and   we   could   work   together   telling   people   ’bout   the   lights!”   the   little   girl 

bounced   up   and   down   with   excitement,   which   seemed   to   produce   more   light   and   energy   than   the   lights 

ever   could’ve. 

“That   sounds   like   a   wonderful   idea.   Hey,   since   you   know   so   much   already   about   the   lights,   why 

don’t   I   make   you   an   honorary   expert?” 

“Woah,   you   can   do   that?”   the   girl’s   mouth   dropped   in   shock   in   the   exaggerated   way   only   a   child 

can   act.  

“I   sure   can,   come   here.”   Charlie   removed   her   cheesy   button   inviting   people   to   ask   her 

questions,   and   pinned   it   on   the   little   girl’s   shirt.   It   took   up   half   of   her   chest   as   it   was   so   unnecessarily 



large,   but   the   little   girl   didn’t   seem   to   care.   “There   you   go!   An   honorary   Northern   Lights   expert.   Now 

let’s   go   over   to   your   family   and   take   the   picture,   huh?” 

“T-thank   you.”   the   little   girl   said,   attempting   to   understand   the   unbelievable   series   of   events   that 

had   just   happened   while   running   back   to   her   mother   gleefully.   She   was   picked   up   and   began   hurriedly 

whispering   the   details   of   her   encounter   to   her   mother,   all   the   while   with   a   luminous   smile   on   her   face. 

Her   father   passed   Charlie   the   camera,   slightly   confused,   but   happy   because   his   daughter   was   happy.  

“Okay   everybody,   squish   together   now,   I   want   to   get   all   of   you   in   the   picture.   Now   say,   ‘Aurora 

Borealis’!” 

“Aurora   Borealis!”   came   the   echo,   muffled   and   half   baked   from   the   adults,   but   excited   and 

energetic   from   the   little   girl,   who   Charlie   noticed   was   the   only   child   in   the   group.   Charlie   handed   back 

the   camera   and   watched   the   family   walk   away,   her   nation’s   future   holding   her   parents   hands   and   raving 

about   the   lights   in   the   sky.  

 


