Ode to Baby Bell Cheese

When I peel back the fleshy wax, 
I am overcome with a 
feeling of sheer ecstasy. 
Tearing away the red outside reveals a
soft cheesy moon. 
It’s craters hold a pool of 
salty goodness
It’s curves warm my soul. 

The feeling that this cheese 
invokes in me is similar to the
feeling a small child has on 
Christmas morning.

I only take small bites so as
to savor the tiny cheese
for as long as I can and
when it is gone, it is as though
there is a void; a small moon
shaped hole in my heart and my 
stomach
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