A PERFECT AMERICAN:

Some dystopian thoughts in honor of George Orwell

My brain has become a bleeding, blurring blob,

and mind has turned increasingly dumb.

After hours after hours of hollow screens

my conscience has become numb.

[ work with no vestiges of free will,
as a mediocre clockwork clerk,
without thinking deeply

as life loops runs along a rented rhyme.

Quotas are conquered with expected ease,
and my speech is stitched in sanctioned dress.
I mask all personal motives or doubts,

Lest cold critics come to light.

Was there actually a recent invasion of Syria?
Was the twenty sixteen election of Trump rigged?
Did Libya's leader lost power because Washington willed it?
Such "facts" flicker and fade quickly

or framed as falsehoods against the Official Story.

Though I'm not a perfect citizen yet
Homeland Security informs me I'm progressing:
Soon I'll be exemplary, sleek and sound—

A true-blue patriot, proudly bound,
Ready to obey, without a peep or sound,

Like Pavlov’s pup, profoundly spellbound.
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Terri adjusted her beer mug, her voice breaking the quiet ambient hum of the
room. "George Orwell would love this poem," she said with a chill.

"We're even better at manipulating emotion now than people were in the
twentieth century,” Ted remarked dryly. He tilted a bottle over his cool glass, pouring
himself an amber lager with casual precision.

Sam leaned in, chin propped on stacked hands, brow knotted with a cynic's
patience. "Yeah. Maybe so." He paused a beat. "Isn't human DNA the real problem?
Feels like the flaw was baked deep into our genes."

Across the table, Kris spat sharply onto the floor. Without missing a beat, she
looked at Terri then asked, "Do you think utopia grows from code? From engineered
bodies? From algorithmic roads?"

Silence swelled. Terri shook her head. "I think you're giving governments too
much cred.”

Kris let a sound rip, then laughed. "Maybe so, yet aren't you underestimating the
power of greed?" She then stared into the bottom of her empty mug as if it had a
secret answer.



