
Perseid 
 
The weatherman said just look up  
and there it will be … somewhere in the dark night sky, 
flecks of meteoroids shooting across the inky black 
with spasmic disorder, like shiny silver orbs 
in a dayglo pinball machine pinging left to right. 
Or at least, that's how I heard it.  
My science teacher friends  
will point out all the inaccuracies of my recollection. 
They'll insist there's logic and order to the randomness, 
a consistency that comes with the steady showers of Swift Tuttle. 
But I like the idea of these shorn off particles drifting  
around the mesosphere, wandering free after 
being held tight for so long -  
each dusty afterthought makes its dazzling debut  
to the earthlings below, who hike up eventide mountains 
with their Mexican blankets and mulled cider 
for this kind of spectacle, praying for new moons 
and cloudless nights to backdrop the radiant light show. 
Every August, a celestial summer night cap. 
 
I think of the Perseid sky as the first days of the new school year. 
Each student a pinch of cosmic debris zigzagging the hallways  
with no clear path - lost in the dark maze of classrooms  
and lunch tables and upperclassmen. They, too, are little pinballs  
bouncing and banging against their new schedules. 
My science teacher friends  
will say there's an order to this chaos -   
flock mentality - no one knows where they're going  
but they'll all get there nevertheless. 
But I prefer to think they're comet dust in a wide open sky,  
mingling in a new galaxy, hoping that their light won't burn out 
too soon. 
 

 
~Emily Kenney, 8 September 2019 


