SEEO FORGE:

Meditations on Human Potential

A garden flanking Orapan's home had frayed into gold, the crisp, late-autumn air whispering of the coming frost.
Orapan and Tara sat bound to a low stone bench, shadowed by skeletal remains of @ hydrangea bed.
Without warning, Tara drew smiled at Orapan and then drew out her phone and let a poem drift into the cooling air:

Is heaven Folded fxco a hydrargea =
rucked bermeen ics lagered, lavesder ears,
pacienT as a SeCReT?

Ooes bliss come burstis from the blozing mouths of azaleas—
those reckless, burtirg corches of ordisiary goards?

Whart elystum watcs, uhurried asd umnomed,
fi che lon, wike-dork pactence of the amoranch —
chat aucten, iron-willed bloom

reedints From the hukgry ecrch before
e came To exisc?

Whart Rom, URRULY €CSTASY
scirs i the burctermeeds —
those solden so-called weeds
spliccirs chrough CONCRETE
wich che casual, carascrophic conpidence
oF somechisrg that was uever told
fc masi'c allowed to §row?

OF cnisweRs, I Ruioun MoThig,
I have pressed my ear to the velvet of maxy petals
anid heard omly wwd,
OR The hum OF & MYSTERY
oo larse auid too quiet
o be mamed.

Or this I am certaii hoWEVeRs
each Of us are vessels
with countcless seeds.

(Nost are matchirg,

FORr the ritght rads,

FOR the right lighc,

FOR @ RIPE MOMENT
TO SPROUL.



The silence that followed that poem was almost tangible. Orapan's eyes lingered on the fads eas, on the
horizon blurred by possibilities and loss. " ¥y Juding pieng

“Many seeds, indeed,” she said, not to Tara but to the air itself — to give her thought a little breathing room. Her
voiumnﬁdamndcﬁzlgﬁltmﬂwughoﬂwsalm,sﬁumsﬁmdwiﬂﬁnm

Tara slipped her phone away. “Well, my dear, never take poctry too seriously,” she said lightly — the voice of one
who has chosen calm over fire. “It's just ¢ on a balance beam, words doing somersaults for the joy of the leap.”

Orapan turned to her, curious rather than “Then what do you take seriously?” she asked, her tone clear,
e reproachful. Y by?

Alone hydrangea petal — thin as memory, pale as bone — released itself and drifted toward the stones below.

"Only the knowledge,” Tara said finally, watching it land, "that all things pass.” She paused. "Nothing dlse.”

The garden enfolded them in its slow, amber light. Behind the fence, a lawnmower stuttered into life, then dicd. A bee
continued its ancient, rhythmic pilgrimage from bloom to bloom. And deep beneath the soil , the seeds continued their
patient, invisible labor:
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Note: This piece was partially generated using AI tools for styling and ideation; human editing was then applied.



