
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

i see no point in a longing to return home when everything has moved on 
like a storm flashing with lightning and a dry riverbed 

overcome by a wild flood. 
there is only the unfamiliar that happens again. 

 
longing to return home. 
wf.h. 
2018 


