The slumbering ones�cocooned in their solitude�in their empty chambers�in their blank mood�encased safely in their shells�and not one ever ever ever their secret tells��But one awoke as I was strolling by�and spoke in an unbearable cry�and told me of their dream:��The starving souls forever hunger�for something more�something longer�something stronger�anything farther from this place�forever reaching into space�always trying to embrace�thin air.�





