TERID TEA

A Lament of Luxurious Lethargy
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(leaning back, tapping her fingers against the mahogany table thoughtfully) | like this poem, but |
can't help feeling it’s a bit... vague. What exactly is the author so upset about? Without more context,
this is just beautiful suffering—art for art's sake.

(running his calloused thumb along his coffee cup's rim with a half-smile, as if the answer is obvious)
Oh, there’s plenty to be upset about. Take your pick from this century's buffet of atrocities. You could
start with Israel's brutal campaign in Palestine—a genocide unfolding in excruciating slow motion.
And Russia, waging a barbaric illegal war in Ukraine. Then there's Trump—tearing democracy apart
piece by piece while ranting in front of television cameras.

(laughing bitterly, shaking his head) This poem is far too wimpy! Why isn't the author doing more
sighing on his pillow? If you narrate a problem, why not take action? Poetry without action is just
emotional tourism. March. Fight. Scream. Do something constructive - don’t whimper in a cozy cave.

(laughing bitterly, shaking his head) This poem is far too wimpy! Why isn't the author doing more
sighing on his pillow? If you narrate a problem, why not take action? Poetry without action is just
emotional tourism. March. Fight. Scream. Do something constructive - don’'t whimper in a cozy cave.
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