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Like Figs  

I stand in front of ShopRite at 3 a.m. while my dog waits for me at home. The night wraps its empty 
canvas around my body and  

I turn to the labeled aisles for shelter. 
The light fixtures and uniformed halls expose 
how I once craved definition, belonging — but tonight, 
I crave dark chocolate, the rich blend of Colombian cocoa on my tongue.  

The cashier squats his mammoth frame 
and forces a smile. 
I float from one lane to the next, 
walking past the produce and bakery 
with eyes free of thought, 
perusing through shard-skinned pineapples 
and feel the apple’s firmness as its solid core reminds me of the time I bought figs in southern France,  

how, with no money, 
I left them exposed to the sun, aged and forgotten.  

Tonight my steps rock me like a mother’s cradle 
as my limp body, numb to the fluorescent lights, exists outside of reality’s grasp. Between the labyrinth of 
canned peaches and flour, I reach for the chocolate,  

wrap it around my fingers, 
inhale — I close my eyes, 
exhale — I turn the label 
Oh! There it is again, my wandering hands, yearning for all they can never have.  

 


