
The vending
machine

Loneliness

a break up. a fight
a disagreement.

a never had.

there are so many
choices in a vending

machine.

Do we know which
we want before we

get there?
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Is it predestined?
Do I pick?

Searching

Or do I
get picked?

Did loneliness choose
for us?

Or did we choose
each other?

We only have but one life to live in this
form. and while others may like this form, only

one gets to have me. By Pete Nguyen
and Tania Martinez


