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Frida :  (tilting her head, lips parted slightly, her gaze fixed on the kinetic image as its
colors flicker across her face) What in the world does Brownian wave motion
have to do with world peace? It feels like we're grasping at virtual straws just
to find global meanings.

Satoru :

(stepping closer to the artwork, running his hand across his head as if ordering
his thoughts) Ah, chaos always carries its own hidden grammar. There is an
elegant mathematics woven inside every stochastic process. (pausing with a

thin, professorial smile) This logic applies to all all material phenomena,

including socio-economic processes.



Dmiritri :

Ying :

Dmiritri -

Frida :

(adjusting his eyeglasses, his expression contemplative while pausing) Perhaps.
It seems our knowledge remains forever tragically incomplete. We navigate a
world of probabilities, never certainties. Governments, markets, alliances...
they all behave more like quantum fields than stable structures.

(leaning against a marble column, arms crossed, her tone cutting through the
murmur of the gallery) Exactly! Over the long timescales, it’s not too difficult to
discern general patterns and to chart trends in the rise and fall events. But
zoom in, and everything quivers. Borders blur. Institutions wobble. Beneath
every “solid” state is a swarm of unsettled motion like those pixels swirling on
that canvas. Nothing is fixed. Nothing is safe. In short, we are dancing with
Shiva whether we know it or not.

(turns to the group, his tone tightening as the flicker of the artwork catching in
his eyes) An important thing to recognise is how antitheitical poles feed off each
other. This artwork hints at this: ying invites yang and left summons right. The
dialectics spin on. Every sphere is a battlefield of competing motions. The

world is alive with hidden forces, each tugging us toward a new, unstable
equilibriums.

(stepping away from the artwork and facing Dmitri head-on; her voice loaded with
restrained anger) You speak of elegance, of dialectics and systems. But listen to
yourself—You sound like a narrator perched safely above the simulation,
untouched by what happens inside it. But you sound like you’re narrating a
simulation from a place safely above it all. Are you merely pretending to be
detached - or do you feel nothing? Where, Dmiritri, is your heart in all of this?
Do you feel anything for the people who get crushed under the waves you

analyze so beautifully?
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