
Hungry 

 

  A monster overcomes my stomach. It cries out for food, for water. A sharp pain hits my gut, with the 

force of an axe. 

 

Cold, cold, so cold. My ratty shorts and baggy t-shirt can only do so much to give me warmth. I wander 

through the city delirious with hunger.  

 

It matters not which city I wander in. It may be your city. It may be a city in the distance where the 

lights illuminate a landscape you have never seen. Whatever city I am in, it is a city of pangs of longing, fear, 

and most of all, hunger.  

 

It was not my fault. I was to be special. At least that’s what they told me when I was young. But life 

happens. Houses burn in this world, you know. Parents, brothers, and sisters die. Foster care homes become 

prisons. People roam the streets asking for food.  

 

Food, oh gosh, I would eat anything right now. Just a scrap. Your leftover Big Mac, a single French fry, 

or a single chicken nugget-it does not matter to me.  

 

You might have passed me by. You might not have passed me by. But I can guarantee you passed by 

someone just like me. You probably ignored me too, averted your eyes. You may have even yelled at me, 

maybe cursed me or slapped me. 

 

This morning I was struck in the back of the head repeatedly by thugs. It did not hurt as much as the 

hunger pangs that plague me for all hours of the day. I was out for two hours. 

 

After a nice lunch that didn’t happen, I set up on the corner of Main Street with a plastic bag and a top 

hat for the few coins I might be able to find on the sidewalk.  

 

Now, however, I wander the streets, searching for food from someone, anyone. But, how can I hope for 

food, while people will not even look at me? They pass by me as if I am of no consequence.  

 

I am just another part of the background. I am a street sign. I am a passing car. I am a dull sewer-cover. 

 

Nothing important.  

 

But a street sign does not feel hunger. It does not feel pain. It does not long for a morsel, and it has no 

stomach to fill with the warm comfort of a meal.  

 

Though, at least people pay attention to a street sign. They read it, heed its instructions, its cautions. I 

would accept any look at all. A disdainful frowning expression is better than ignoring me entirely.   

 

Maybe it is my greasy hair. Maybe it is my crooked smile. Maybe it’s my dilapidated Wal-mart brand 

shoes. Do not ask me. I could never be sure. Maybe it’s all three. Maybe the answer is not any of the above. 

Give it time I was counseled.  

 

Give it time and you will get back on your feet, a stranger told me long ago. I tried. I truly did. There is 

just something about me that seems to repel even the most accepting minds.  

 

Hope is slowly fading. Hope in kindness and goodness. I have more hope than food, though. It has been 

four days since I last ate so much as a candy bar.  

 

Suddenly, hope strolls down the street, wearing a striped rugby shirt and khakis. He waltzes right up to 

the corner on which I stand. He is holding a plain white take-out box. He opens it. Inside sits sustenance. A 

hamburger. Large French fries. In his hand sits a large plastic water bottle. Wordlessly, hope hands me the box 

and the water bottle, and continues on his way as if nothing has just occurred.  

 

Thank you, I mouth to him. Hope has quenched my hunger.  
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