The days had past desire.  The point was reached just these past few hours where every soul had a similar longing, a truly burning desire under the tropical sun, quenching water.  It surpassed all higher thoughts and baser ones too.  

The stench of bodies crammed and sweating was no longer a concern, no thought of the better life ahead, not even of the nubile youths who appeared so bright and beautiful when this began, nor the unborn carried, not even food.
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