
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


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


✦  ✦  ✦

For everyone who has loved beyond reason,

waited beyond certainty,

and still found language for the ache.

✦  ✦  ✦

Preface

––––––––
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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.
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