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There’s a city where people manifested their hope into something else. 
			 
This “something else” came to be known as Hopefuls. 

I gave up my hope today. 

And so, another Hopeful stomped along the herd of others. 

		  I know it exists, happiness, I have dreams about it. 
								        In my dreams I taste it, its sweet 
																	                 soft 
																		                  suppleness.

There are creaks and groans coming from the crying city, 
						      as buildings dig themselves into her, 

									                 just to crumble away. 

The Hopefuls sleep at night while everyone dreams. 
		  But this night, I can’t dream. And so, I walk.

I stumble upon a place 
				    that the Hopefuls haven’t touched.

This city would forever be sleeping, 

				    gracefully, 

peacefully,

 but it grows for me. 

My body creates a whole new city. 

The city of Hopefuls becomes the city for humans. 

Here, 
	 the air moves   s l o w e r, 
					   

				         	  s i n k i n g, 

					       s i n k i n g. 
	

The sleeping city engulfs me, 
tucked under a blanket of earth. 

There became one less Hopeful in the city, and one more whole human. 
	

The perfect city has always been there, 
	 	 I just had to stop searching to find it.

This growing city is nourished by the Hopefuls that  f
															                   a
															                      l 
																                    l 
                                    										           	  from the sky. 

There is a city where the Hopefuls gave up their hope.

 This lost hope came to be known as Humans. 

In the clouds are nightmares. 
		   Clanging and screeching,
				     as the Hopefuls build towers balanced on clouds. 

I want to return, to comfort and ignorance, 
but how can I after witnessing the Hopefuls desires?

			 
											         

They are searching for better, 
 and I want to search with them.  

	 Some moments I am a Hopeful, 
	 wanting to make the city better,

Other times I am content,
blissfully accepting of what 
the city is.
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searching, 

searching, 

searching. 

I move past the grave of Hopefuls, 
looking up to the sky at which they fell, 

searching for hope. 
What is hope? 

I wondered, and so, I searched,

looking up to the sky at which they fell, 
searching for hope.  


