Hunger
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[ did met know it was sinful to exis

[ am a waoll. Moy '|r.11'i-'. hias ||.r:|1;_._f_ since abandoned me. and [ have

had 1o move Forward without them.

My childhood was built on hunger, an ache made its home in
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to hunt Lo voung. Mow | honor and am thankful for amy bite

[ can haw N and take great i 2 in 1'a!ir|E. There are the II|'|.'1.I

don't k > af lullness herause ‘I'l"."-' have never known

When the moon was high | came upon a strange sharp bush
that was thin with branches vou could see through. It ran long,
aml |1i,:.:||. Ui the other side was a feast, what must have been
hundreds 11l's.|'|1.'1.']1, cach |1|:|n1]r with meat. My mouih salivat-

ed, the ache that lived in my stomach ma lr.'inE tisell known.

Andren Morales Mendiza




