
SPIRIT SEED:
A Meta-Poetic Meditation

Gwen: (laughing, incredulous) What is this—intellectual rubbish  wrapped in  star-strewn 
             nonsense? It seems like empty speculation dressed in celestial feathers.
Noel:   It claims to be poetry.
Gwen:   (tilting her head, uncertain) I 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.
Tara:     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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