
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

WHAT WE CRAVE 
 

fires turn within us but who can 

smell the smoke? rivers steam 

through us but who can recite their 

names? voices prowl our bones but 

who can hear them whisper? 

baptized by fire, water, and air, we 

crave the soulless towers to lean 

over us. we crave the earth. 
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