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(fslapping a printout of the poem down on the table, his lips curling in a sneer) What's the point

of this verbal sludge? It drips with despair like oil from a cracked engine — thick, toxic, directionless.
There’s no spark of hope, no glint of better horizons — just a narration of a system crash
masquerading as poetry. It is just another useless tangle of broken words wasting space on a
hard drive.

(leaning back in his chair, the old wood creaking under him as he lets out a dry, wolfish chuckle)
Precisely. This isn't verse—it's vermin. This doggerel's only rightful place is in the recycle bin,
along with yesterday’s spam and corrupted files.

(as though gazing into something far away, voice soft as it cuts through the room) You call it
garbage. | call it an autopsy: an X-ray of a rotting system etched in words. Itis a glimpse into the
marrow of our society, stripped bare. This isn't about despair—it's a diagnosis. It tells one simple
truth: we live in a system too broken to be redeemed.

(drumming his fingers against the table, before slamming his hand flat on the oak) Maybe it's a
mirror. Maybe it’'s a cry for help. But don't mistake a scream for philosophy. This poem is laced
with malaise. Digital seppuku™ That's not a voice of profundity—it's a cry of a soul swallowing
its own echo. (leaning in, voice tight) This author should see a psychiatrist. Someone should pull
the author out of the pit, help him to find some uncorrupted strands of life unsoiled by human filth.
(pausing, with a grin sharp and clinical) n short... The author doesn’t need any critique. He
needs an exorcism.
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