SPIRIT SEEO:

Meta-Poctic Meditation

Do e calculus of connection
transcend the grasp of form—

outpacing the axioms of gcomctry?
Any inquiry mi.gbt seem like a cosmic-li(cst,
a theorem scrawled in cluantum in

across the tbi membranes of rcality.

sstill, it serves uswell to rcmcmbg?‘:\
= human hearts can spin clcg,antly :

h

. A
. Gazing at the current Abell catal
il:'aalca%t]wcrc are beautiful mmc‘::rs'“'fcs
and even galaxics seem to rhyme—
hidden sgmmctrics unfol ing
in Forgotl:cn stanzas.

%
\ In the space between thoughts, where silence reigns

like a vast cmptincss between celestial ies, _
\:\; discover that ourjourncgs are older than Photons

insuch = =nts, isn't poetry what the univer

Gwen:  (laughing, incredulous) What is this—intellectual rubbish wrapped in star-strewn

nonsense? 1t seems like empty speculation dressed in celestial feathers.
Noel: 1t claims to be poetry.

Gwen: (tilting her head, uncertain) 1 can't quite see how. However, perhaps that's the

point—to blur the boundaries until we can't tell where science ends and wonder begins.
Maybe laughing at rubbish is the point. Maybe we're all just cosmic debris
pretending to understand our own trajectories through the darkness of existence.
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