
THIRST 

My soul is thirsty. 

I need a river.  With stars.  Without end. 

The thirst is there – after the grant.  After the award.  After the clinic. 

When I wake up.  When I go to sleep. 

I drank water.  The thirst grew. 

I needed to dream. 

To sit still. 

About stars floating in a stream. 

 

         Abby Ortiz 


