
I yearn for a specific 

feeling. 

The morning comes and I forget. 

The following night, the hunger continues. 

Untraceable crumbs seep through the light of the day; 

I remember, briefly, 

then it’s lost, 

as if it never occurred to me. 

The wanting collapses me inwards: 

A building crumbles to dust in war. 

 

The next morning, it stands imposing. 

 


