
THREE NAMES FOR

LONGING

Sehnsucht  ·  Yugen  ·  Hiraeth

Shruti Mishra

A prose-poetry collection

Three Names for Longing

Text © Shruti Mishra

All rights reserved. No part of this manuscript may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles.

This collected edition brings together and refines material originally developed across three companion manuscripts: Sehnsucht, Yugen, and Hiraeth.

First digital edition, 2026


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Three Names For Longing

SEHNSUCHT

Insane Love!

YUGEN

HIRAETH

✦  ✦  ✦

For everyone who has loved beyond reason,

waited beyond certainty,

and still found language for the ache.

✦  ✦  ✦

Preface

––––––––
[image: ]


Some feelings arrive without names. They settle into the body before the mind can catch up — a sudden constriction in the chest when a familiar song plays in an unfamiliar city; the inexplicable grief of watching a door close on a room you will never enter again; the hunger that sharpens rather than diminishes when finally you are close to what you have wanted most.

Language, at its best, is an act of rescue. This collection began as an attempt to rescue three such feelings from the territory of the unspeakable.

Sehnsucht. The German word for a longing so inconsolable it becomes its own kind of home — a reaching toward something the heart recognises before the mind can name it. A yearning not for anything specific but for a quality of being, a warmth, a belonging that seems always just beyond the next horizon.

Yugen. From Japanese aesthetics: the profound awareness of the universe that triggers emotional responses too deep and mysterious for words. The hush that descends when you realise that beauty is not always comfort — that wonder can arrive as magnitude, as astonishment, as the strange intelligence of being undone.

Hiraeth. The Welsh grief-longing for a home, a place, a feeling, a person that may be beyond this plane entirely. Not nostalgia, which is merely sentimental. Hiraeth is structural — a missing built into the architecture of the self.

These three words gave me permission to write what I had been circling for years: the experience of loving intensely in the full knowledge that intensity is not the same as permanence. The pieces in this collection move through desire and devotion, tenderness and hunger, memory and myth. They are not a single love story but they share a single emotional atmosphere — that heightened, vertiginous state in which another person becomes the landscape you inhabit.

The voices here are sometimes one, sometimes two, sometimes the space between. The conversations — the He and the She — are not transcriptions. They are what longing sounds like when it finally speaks aloud.

This is a book for airports and insomnia, for the particular clarity of 3am, for anyone who has ever loved someone and found that ordinary language was insufficient to the task.

Read it as you like. There is no wrong order for ache.

— Shruti Mishra

Frankfurt am Main, 2026
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Origin: German. The inconsolable longing in the human heart for a far, familiar, non-earthly land one can identify as one's home.

The body remembers what the mind cannot keep. These pieces move through fragrance, seasons, touch, and distance to explore longing as both shelter and wound.

SEHNSUCHT I

Sehnsucht I
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He — You are always fragrant. How is that possible? There will be a time when you will reek of sadness, despair and gloom. I will judge you then?

She — Since when has aroma been contained to mere anatomy of physical form. If so, the scent will be chained, and the barriers will be laid down for pheromones.

Let me give you a whiff of Citronella, repelling away the termites of negativity, bugs of bourgeois norms and leeches of lackadaisical moroseness.

Let me give you a whiff of Lavender, calming the tempest of your nerves, soothing the rapids of your thoughts and pacifying the typhoon of your rage.

Let me give you a whiff of Eucalyptus, healing your aching disappointments, curing your bruised ideas and alleviating your swollen intent.

Let me give you a whiff of Sandalwood, glorifying your dazzling achievements, exalting your beaming triumphs and praising your radiating conquests.

Let me give you a whiff of Rose, captivating your wild imagination, imprisoning your untamed fascinations and confining your fierce hunger.

Let me give you a whiff of Lemongrass, putting together the furrows of our skin, rustling the crimps of our ardor, cooking the pleats of our prurience.

Let me give you a whiff of Mogra, blooming the cherubic love, blossoming the infant endearments and thriving the tender intimacy.

Let me give you a whiff of Jasmine, ornamenting those dusky eyes, adorning those twilight gaze and accessorizing that sundown view.

Come closer...

SEHNSUCHT II

Sehnsucht II
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He — Listen, will you love me always? Even when I'll not be around? Will you be lonely in winters? And summers?

She — Can I say something?

I'll love you like a January mist, blinding the vision yet cleansing the nature. My love will spray the elixir of love like the musk perfume you picked up from the old man's shop at the side.

I'll love you like a February bloom, painting the country bright. My love will bring hues of life like the crayon and canvas you picked from the carpenter's studio.

I'll love you like a March harvest, filling your life with abundance. My love will replenish your dreams as much as your desires like the silk scarf you picked from the weaver's handloom.

I'll love you like an April wedding, brimming with hopes and new beginnings. My love will promise you companionship and faith like the rosary you picked from the long-forgotten chapel.

I'll love you like a May holiday, channeling your energies for unexplored avenues and thoughts. My love will devour your senses till you rise again, renewed, like the fresh flowers you bought from the old lady downtown.

I'll love you like a June summer, scorching away the gloom and misery. My love will burn away the mortal woes making enough space for euphoria to set in, like the wine you picked up from a friend's vineyard.

I'll love you like a July rain, washing away your tiredness that collects over the drudgery of time. My love will cleanse and calm you before you pick up that sword again, like the cutlery you bought from the pretty damsel's store.

I'll love you like the August feast, filling you with grandeur and opulence till your life brims with luxury. My love will handpick the gems of wisdom and prudence for safekeeping, like the key you gave to blacksmith for repair.

I'll love you like a September leaf, flying away to a new start. My love will protect you through the murky lanes of disappointed shadows, like the spell you learnt from the Wiccan book.

I'll love you like an October firework, shining bright to celebrate your presence in my life. My love will set the carnival of glee and coition till each nerve is desiccated of the longing for anything else, like the seaweed you picked up from the fisherman's creek.

I'll love you like a November prayer, silent and potent to bind your well-being and prosperity for eons to come. My love will cast a charm to mark you safe and liberated in all terms, through all times, like the kite you picked up, whose strings were entangled to the fence.

I'll love you like a December snowflake, falling like heavenly blessings and covering all in sight. My love will keep you warm like the woolen mittens you picked up from the little urchin around the corner.

I love you, beyond time.

SEHNSUCHT III

Sehnsucht III
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Sometimes when he looked at her, he found her lost in her thoughts — overlooking the city through the glass window. And for an instant he felt like he had trapped a spinning ballerina inside a musical box. He could open the lid and watch her sing and dance, to his heart's content and then let her go back to the confinement. Like a soul sealed inside a compass — always pointing somewhere, never arriving.

Sometimes when he looked at her, he found her digging at her nails — oblivious to the gaze. And for an instant he felt like he could hear her heart shattering at a misery best known to her, like a glass breaking into several pieces, sending out a sharp, unbearable ring. Like a distant wail of an ominous siren.

Sometimes when he looked at her, he found her humming an unknown tune — unaware of his presence. And for an instant he felt like she was the zigzag to his otherwise straight line. Like an absence to his omnipresent adequacies. Like a void to his opulent life.

Sometimes when he looked at her, he found her engrossed peering at her own reflection — judging her non-judgmental self. And for an instant he felt like she was every pebble, every rock, every turn he took when
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