
Hunger for Tropical Things  

She wakes up, acorda, with an intense necessity to devour tropical things. “In winter, the 

search for the sun is insana,” he says, finding it important to explain everything with 

statistics. “It is the foreigner’s syndrome,” he concludes, the paper in his hands. I don’t 

understand what you are saying. “If someone likes fruits, it is normal to miss pineapples,” 

she replies, “simple like that.” I feel much closer to myself when I have this conviction.  

 

 


