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What should I do once this story is told? Where should I go? I could go to the police and confess. I could visit a priest and confess. I ate a person. Is that a sin?
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Praise for Hunger

‘A feast for the literary senses.’

Anton Hur, judge of the International Booker Prize

‘Mesmerising. Inject it into my veins again.’

Irenosen Okojie, author of Butterfly Fish

‘Hunger cuts to the heart. Read at your own peril.’

Frances Cha, author of If I Had Your Face

‘A book as slender as it is profound. I was enraptured.’

Ling Ling Huang, author of Natural Beauty

‘A gutting, unforgettable ode to doomed love. Which is to say, all love.’

Henry Hoke, author of Open Throat

‘Hunger will consume you as you consume it.’

Dean Atta, author of The Black Flamingo

‘Hunger glistens with raw and primal romance. I could not put it down.’

Jade Song, author of Chlorine

‘A hefty work of creative genius.’

Barbara Zitwer, author of The Korean Book of Happiness
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Will humanity last another thousand years?

If anyone reads this, I hope it’s a thousand years from the time of writing.
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I must live for an extraordinarily long time, long enough to witness the end of humanity – which is to say, I want to be the last human alive. That is my only wish.
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I wonder what will shock humans in a thousand years. What will they hate, fear, find humiliating? What will they criticise and mock? Who will they label crazy? Which stories will resonate with them? What will they desire? How will they define beauty and ugliness in a millennium? What about good and evil? Will money still rule the world? What will they eat? What will ‘humane’ evolve to mean? I want to believe that in a thousand years, humanity will be unrecognisable. No, I hope that in a thousand years, there will be no one left to read or write. Yes, I wish to be the last. That is how long I must hold out.
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How long ago was the Bible written? It’s been around two thousand years, right? Some are still comforted, moved, even enraptured by these ancient texts. And so they believe. They believe in stories of a child born without sexual intercourse and of a dead man coming back to life, tales that far surpass the wonders of rain falling for forty days or the sea parting in two … Faith is the key to grasping absurdity. The ultimate test happens when you’re faced with something that makes you want to cry out, But that doesn’t make any sense at all!

Have faith, and sense will follow.
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What I need is a resurrection, an immaculate conception. A miracle beyond the bounds of science and ethics. A thousand-year leap through time. I need Armageddon or eternal life. I need to lose my head. I don’t need to be human – I just need you.

Faith is what I need.
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What should I do once this story is told? What could I possibly do? Where should I go? I could go to the police and confess. I could visit a priest and confess. I ate a person. A human being. Is that a sin? They’ll do with me as they see fit. I could say whatever they tell me to say, go wherever they tell me to go.


To tell this story, and to live on: that is all I want.
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Gu died on the street.

He looked no different from a passed-out drunk.

I sat there, cradling him in my arms, waiting for dawn.

The wind carried the scent of new clothes.

My mind tossed and turned like an insomniac in the dead of night.

It’s going to rain.

What do I do?

Rain would be good.

No, not yet …

I stroked Gu’s hair, brittle and unruly down to his collarbones. A clump came loose. I examined it in my hand, rolled it into a ball and swallowed it whole. I couldn’t bear to lose any part of him. The night stretched on without a drop of rain. I did not cry; Gu did not breathe. Even with his lifeless weight in my arms, I couldn’t comprehend that he was truly gone. His physicality and the notion of death seemed to repel each other, like poles of a magnet. Had I imagined it all? Nothing felt real, even weeks after dragging his stiffening body back home.
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I knew you’d come.

I knew you would, and I waited for you. But I couldn’t decide when I wanted you to get here – before or after my end. You always complained that I never knew what I wanted, making you decide for me. And here I was, face to face with death and still figuring myself out.

I decided you shouldn’t have to watch me die. I didn’t want to leave you with a wound more painful and permanent than my absence. Besides, I had nothing more to say. Or so I thought. I convinced myself that, over the years, I had said everything I needed to. Even if I’d missed something, there was no need to speak it now. Some things are better left unsaid. I thought you knew me well enough to understand. But was I right? Had I really said everything I needed to say? No, who am I kidding? You should have been here, by my side. With my last breath, I realised what I had wanted all along.

I wanted to see you.

Not the old, weathered payphone, not some stubborn weed pushing through the grimy pavement. Not a lonesome cross piercing the foggy dusk. You were what I wanted to see. Do you even know that? Or can you not know because I never told you? The thought of you not knowing kills me. I died with thoughts of you, but without glimpsing you one last time. You should’ve come a little sooner. My final vision of this world should’ve been you.

I noticed the light pooled beneath a street lamp at the head of the alley.

I looked at it until my eyes drifted shut.

Dam will be here any moment now.

That light looks so inviting, so warm.

Warm like Dam.
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It’s not that I’d never thought about it before. Gu was always on the run, sometimes disappearing for days at a time. The nights he was with me, Gu collapsed from exhaustion like a withered chrysanthemum. An unspoken question hung in the air.

What if he dies first?

I resolved that, if it came to that, I would follow him. But what would become of our bodies, I wondered. Who would tend to us? A public servant would probably collect and dispose of us without giving a second thought to the kind of lives we led, what we meant to each other, the memories etched into our skin. They’d simply burn us like roadkill. Gone – just like that. I could accept this end for myself, but not for Gu. I would have to hide his body before taking my own life; that was my revised plan.

I refused to dwell on these dark thoughts. Then one day, when we hid in an abandoned house, scarred and split like an old oak struck by lightning, Gu broached the subject of death. Lying on his side, he pulled me close.

— Are you hungry?

I shook my head.

— Are you tired?

I nodded.

— Did you weep at your aunt’s funeral?

I held my tongue.

— Do you want to visit her?

Gu hadn’t been around when she passed away. I resented him for this, but ultimately decided against holding a grudge. Let bygones be bygones, I resolved.

— What will you do when I die?

The question alone made me want to cry. How cruel of him to ask.

— I’ll leave you enough money to cremate or bury me. Turns out even dying’s expensive. But you’ll have to keep it on the down-low, or else the fuckers will sell off my corpse.

I sat up to take a better look at him. His gentle eyes and handsome nose, his cute ears. His dry, flaky skin that I longed to lick clean. His sad pecs, nice bum and rail-thin legs. I caressed him all over. How could I ever burn or bury such a beautiful body? How could I let that happen?

— I won’t be able to do it, so please don’t die before me.

— I feel the same, Dam. But it will happen one day. Should I just disappear and die by myself? Would that be better?

— That’s the worst thing you could do. Why don’t we shelve this conversation and focus on everything we want to do together while we’re still here? Once we’re feeling better, we’ll joke about the morbid stuff and laugh off death like it’s nothing.

As I lay back down, Gu spoke again.

— If you die before me, I will eat you.
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I take back what I said about hiding his body before killing myself. A ridiculous idea that could only make sense while Gu was still alive. Hide him where? I couldn’t even keep him safe in life. And suicide? Idiotic. No, I have a better plan.

I will eat you, Gu.

I will eat you and live for an extraordinarily long time. I will outlive those who treated us as less than human. Even as they grow old, fall ill, die – until they are long forgotten and their bodies disintegrate into nothingness – I will live. I will carry your remains with me to the very end of time. You will die only when I die. I won’t follow you into death; I will have you follow me.

I won’t watch you disappear.

I will live.

I will live to remember you.
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