THE HUNGER
	
long ago, in the aftermath of you
heart like a soup, in the shell of me
melodic bawl, like a cough
drawling on, the call of the bell unleashed
a melodic bawl, like a cough

in the cupboard, handfuls of pistachios
marzipan and melon and caramel and chocolate
in hands, in fists, in grabbing hungry teeth
in the aftermath of you, we (me and this hunger inside me)
we were spritely, we ran to the tree for a leaf

in the pantry, fistfuls of fire to feed the hunger
and crunchy and salty and sweet
marzipan and melon and caramel and chocolate
down into the shell that the cholera hollowed out
liters of tears on our face, tan and a shell, from the cholera that made us a shell

now, in the aftermath of you, with insides growling
a shell to be filled, before the toll of the bell
the knell of hunger, the pang of it all
reaching gasping fingers scratching bloody teeth
and monstrous and desperate for sustenance

in the kitchen, locked and starving
flesh and bones and ringing bells
i would eat his heart in the marketplace
the cough continues, the cholera won’t subside
the love is a wilted leaf, the hunger never dies
