
 
 

 

Nova | Supernova 

 

A stellar death – 

I detonate and break into pieces. 

Blinding luminosity – 

You are Sirius.  

 

In the dead of night, 

My naked eyes are a match stick – 

I’m blown out into obscurity. 

I lament, 

 

As Lupus the Wolf curses even the pitiful quarter-moon 

 

 


