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Rehearsed Echoes Behind Bulletproof Glass
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Four friendg sat in front of an old-fashioned televigion watching the pregident offering his state of the
union addrege. Sam burped, then gaid cyniaa[l?, “Typical. [t's exactly what [ expected—another grand
circus. They're all just puppets reading from a feleprompter while the world burng. Honestly, why do we
even pretend that anything said behind that glase actually mattere?”

Terri ambivalen’rlg?added, "l don’t know, Sam. [ agree that it feele staged, but there’s something tragic
about thig, ien't there’? [+ makee me wonder whether most politiciang are even capable of being honest
anymore. America feele like it'e ctuck in a loop that demandg perfection and eubstance, but we've built a
system that only rewardg only rehearced performances. [t leaves me wondering if the truth’ ie just a
cagualty of being in power."

Ag hedonistic ag ever, Krig commented, "You %ugg are killing my vibe. Who careg if anyone ie lying?
The show wag great and the speech had a golid rhE hm to it. [ don't care about hollow promigee.” Didn't the
ceremony look cool? Did the crowd ceemed posh? [+ wag entertaining performance. That’e enough for
me.

Tim laughed, then caid in a fake southern accent "Y'all are overthinkin' this big time. All them fanc
worde in thig poem? Just counde like gome colle[%e-bogjabberin'. That quy behind the %Iagg? He'q jug
doin’ what he’s told <o he can keep hie fanc&;job. on't matter if it's true or a lie—it's just noige. 'd rather
be out workin' on honest blue-collar labor than sittin' managing a ton of bullcheet at the top. Who gives a
damn about a politician's nerves? They're all the game.”

- T Newfields
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