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Science is the art of listening to the world,
without rushing to answer it.
It kneels before reality, measures, weighs, tests, discards –
and starts again.
Its heart beats to the rhythm of the question.

But it is not a cold instrument.
It is an act of humility:
The admission that truth is greater than our opinion of it.

The mind organizes, the ego differentiates, the self seeks integration –
but the soul asks:
What does this mean for life?

Science can explain why the heart beats.
But not why it breaks.
It can map the neural correlates of love,
but not the tear that glistens in parting.
And yet –
when it matures, it transforms.

Then knowledge becomes responsibility.
Method becomes mindfulness.
Analysis becomes wonder.

In its greatest moments, science touches the mystery,
without owning it.
It stands at the edge of the measurable and senses:
This is not where nothing begins –
but depth.

Perhaps true science is not a possession of truth, 
but a participation in becoming.
A co-researching of the cosmos into itself.

Then the mind becomes transparent,
the ego permeable,
the self expansive –
and the soul breathes.

Not because everything is explained.
But because we learn to dwell in the unexplained without fleeing.
Science, understood in this way, is not a counterforce to mysticism.
It is its awake brother.

Both inquire.
Both marvel.
Both serve –
the illumination of a consciousness that recognizes itself in the other.
 

