Meteorite

She is the falling star

that you wish upon late at night.
She is Iron-core cool,

molten surface

-- A fireball in the sky.

Watch the fireworks

as she enters the atmosphere.

She hits the ground hard

And digs in deep.

Dissect her if you wish.

Study her Widmanstatten structure,
Count lamellae.

You still won’t know her planet —
The one that exploded long ago
Hurling her out into space.

She is not from mother earth.

She is not like you.



