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Satoru :

(reflecting on the poem, then focussing on his friends) That poem
isn’t just dark; it felt scorched! | imagine the writer is looking
forward to a dystopian oblivion.

Dmiritri : (grinning faintly, pupils weirdly dilated) Maybe that’s the point. Art

Ying :

Frida :

isn’t obliged to give comfort. Sometimes it exists to slice veils
open and reveal harsh truths. A little apocalypse keeps our from
going numb and docile.

(crossing her arms skeptically, voice edged with static) What value

is despair without some positive direction? If suffering doesn’t lead

somewhere, it just spirals. It becomes a weak yelp echoing in a
hollow chamber. It doesn’t heal, but merely whimpers.

(speaking softly, fingers tracing stains on the table) In many ways
you're both right. Looking around us: the stupidity of our species
is too apparent. At times | wonder whether our civilization
represents an unexpected glitch, a passing anomaly in the cosmic
OS. At this stage of history, many patterns have become set in
motion. The damage we’ve done can’t be undone in our lifespans.
I'm afraid, We've blindly crossed some ecological thresholds, so

a dirge like this seems natural... this lament is grim, but honest.

- T Newfields
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