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I V.  

S h a rds o f  Tr u t h

Yes, our knowledge is splintered,

and sight is bent by biased belief

but sometimes, in searing moments of clarity,

we touch the edges of a mysterious verity.

Those orphaned shards, scattered in the chaos,

are breadcrumbs through labyrinths,

offering messages in the cacophony

speaking of not of despair,

but of poise, promise, and possibility.

NOTE:  This piece was partially generated with AI tools; human editing was then applied.

A fa int  l ine of  tens ion etched across Soo’s  face as she frowned, star ing at  the 
prev ious poem before looking up. "Huh? Why does th is  author speak of 
c iv i l i zat ion as trash? Isn ' t  that  over ly  cynica l ?"

E l lesha merely breathed in ca lmly, her gaze dr i f t ing past  the room toward an 
unseen hor izon. " I t ’s  a l l  about perspect ive , Soo" she murmured. "Zoom out far 
enough, and ever yth ing—cathedra ls , c ircu i ts , dreams—crumbles to dust . "  After a 
contemplat ive pause , she added soft ly, "There 's  no need for d ismay: th is  i s  the 
beaut i fu l  and bruta l  rhythm of  l i fe . Alpha eventua l ly  k isses Omega. Ash transmutes 
into c lay. We a lways come fu l l -c irc le . The universe doesn’t  mourn; i t  merely 
reshapes ."

Across the room, Andrei  sat  thought fu l ly, h is  hands rest ing quiet ly  on the scarred 
surface of  an old mahogany tab le . "Don't  we hunger for meanings that  out last 
decay?"  he broke in , h is  voice low and measured. "We invent narrat ives to sur v ive 
entropy. Aren't  we desperate for a  golden thread to c lutch whi le  stumbl ing 
through chaos?  Isn ' t  that  why humans constant ly  forge myths?  We're stor yte l l ing 
an imals  trapped in a  universe that  may te l l  no stor y at  a l l . "


