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Factotum: A man sports an outsize metal microphone mounted on a flexi-coil rising from the center of his chest. Skin waxy, his eyes not quite right, he is however dressed in a fine suit. And has plenty to say.

Presentation Activated.

//

Hello!  I am a narrator.  I’ve been engaged to offer the following in fullest detail brevity allows.  Endowed a certain veracity and feel for small turning points I can upon occasion participate under the specified rules.  I am however no oracle.  Nor do I have any control over what follows, no agenda to serve.  Only a duty to convey which I submit with all fealty.

Straightforward is my task: present the society in which I’ve lived.  Prevailing stereotypes may not tell the whole story but a wide swath gives full sample, the character of America if you will, in this improv called life.  A tip: when assessing unfamiliar eras a candid portrait gets left behind in its mounds of marketing ephemera.  What says more of a people than its ads?  We do have weightier matters to attend, a rare juncture pits the world’s most powerful man against one who may be the least.

Upheavals can begin with inconsequent turns, I’d call it other but welcome to New York City.  Shoppers scuttle, professionals do lunch, diligent young parents out on maneuvers, and they who never do much but forever rush to do it elsewhere.  Visually they present (as nowspeak puts it) metabolism-challenged.

Times Square has been overtaken by glasswall theaters, these popular stages front the busy streets.  Stars from cancelled realiTV shows continue their dramas 24/7 on the entrancing side of a one-way mirror.  Pedestrians stop to watch, others catch a recap on their evening news.  Please note the beautifully tended streets.  Cars, taxis, and peopleballs remain overdue for a wash but a utopian cleanliness commends the sidewalk.  A broom is pushed by a man in a ratty tweed sportcoat.  When a hotshot rushed by flipping his 40oz slushpuppy splat on the sidewalk, the rumpled oldster was on it with a submissive thank you!

Past this custodial tableau rushed an ever-late mom.  Raven led her boy to join queue for a shop called The Spankery where children incur a discipline certificate busy/obliging parents can write-off.  The only escorted kid looked entirely game.  The man beside with elbow-patches scrubbed away at a cornerstone tagged MAYBE!  The boy watched this diligent work.  “Hello!” he announced.  Mom pulled him in.  “Don’t talk to them Binky!  He may say something clever.”

Raven was overtaken by a beauteous object in the window of hoity import store Ch-Ching’s.  A spray of fiberoptic filaments roiled as if within currents.  Bailing on The Spankery she revved up her haggle and led Binky on.

Unruffled by the snub our bedraggled man huffed his glasses and buffed them on his lapel, a time-worn move rendered obsolete by eTacts.  Spectacles persist mainly as overlarge shades behind which one finds celebrity.  Intelligent contact lenses not only enhance vision but offer inboard access to ads and entertainment.  This mode cast a faint blue sheen on the eyes, an unwanted sprangle engineers had yet to resolve, those sticky moments everybody knows you’re just not with them anymore.

So appeared the peepers of a passing pedestrian.  Her name an agreeable mouthful, Stephanie Oliapolos presented polished as the writhing light-fountain in Ch-Chings.  A minor-league reporter for one of our seven sanctioned news outlets she had a human-interest story to cover in the park.  A sweeper last night died of acute irony.  Such snippets leaven the public’s daily diet of mayhem and disappointment.

Despite my authority I confess being unaccustomed to prospects of an audience.  Let us then assume a few story-telling verities.  Listeners get distracted;

A modern mind hungers for what’s next, leaving now half-eaten on the plate.  Boredom is not subjective, people vote with their attention.  Be this right or wrong matters not so much as it defines our modern democracy.  Audience drift is down to 4.7 seconds.  My pace must therefore exceed these lapses so hold tight.  Let’s put Stephanie on hold.

Central Park remains a jewel from a less jittered age, even in desolate mudbrown winter.  A hooverville of shanties has overtooken the grounds.  Plastic tarps crinkle in the wind revealing they’re built exclusively from books.  Flaking, moldy, stacked with a tasteful eye for brickwork.  Books became an unlikely construction material in aftermath of the digital revolution, when hardcopy was rendered not just troublesome and obsolete but hissingly ungreen.

Occupants of these wordy hovels warrant a quick digression.

America long waged war with its intelligence, to lay out the historical sweep leading to modern convenience asks a chronicle itself.  Suffice the cerebral elite and their leftfield disdain grew so skilled alienating the public, consensus was achieved.  Never more would high-falutin smartypants bigtalk the working folk.  Subversives no longer dupe consumers into thinking ads are out to git ya.  A constitutional amendment ushered in The Age of Mental Equality.  Scholars & intellects entrenched atop society finally and forever got the heave-ho.  A sloppy transition with much stirring oratory on one side, combat the other.  In the end concessions were granted.  Mandated to scour the streets spic-n-span the brainiacs could retain their precious books and squat with them rent-free in public spaces.  In quick order ghostly libraries the nation over were converted to serverfarms.  Everyone enjoyed increased bandwith for gaming and such.  Sweepers came to accept their fate and after decades did so with a diligence nearly annoying.  With the FDA prozacating the water supply, nearly was about it.

“I have seen the future, and it is average!”  So typed a hip blogger working the angle once reserved for pundits.  Though patriots find the allegation flaccid a so-so country can’t always win.  A diverse genepool allowed USA to pop out plenty of eggheads, many lavishly employed in the digital sector.  Coders occupy a unique gray-zone between having it all and zilch.  Wealth enables the consumer dream, a heaven more tricked-out than airy notions of afterlife.  Outlier intelligence made them every opposite of cool, geeks roundly derided by all.  A tricky fate.

Otis Helmers was a top coder for Guise, the everywhere social networking site.  Like many professionals, career demands left him drained and apathetic.  Such men are drawn to an opposite as she seems to possess all he lacks.  Whether he really wanted that stuff Helmers found it instead in family.  An upstanding community-member if they’ll have him Otis loved his kids and wanted more for them if they do.  Ambition is a two-edged sword; who ain’t game to make more moolah?  Too far ahead though gets you the stink.

Raven loved wildlife.  She never met any but the testy beaver the Jammers paraded about the sidelines.  Her children compensated.  Dyspeptic teen Hawk envisioned parlaying a sports career to more intimate performance.  Sensitive 9-year-old Bull sometimes went by Binky.  And lil Bunny just six Mom hoped would outgrow a recent aversion to Lil Miss Heartthrob shows they once attended at Esteem Centers in Jersey.

A five-sided kitchen table accommodated them.  For dinner conversation most families content on a wallscreen but Otis loved the latest wizbang.  Emanator strips in the ceiling dropped before each a soft-screen, volume within implied depth as seeming planes showed select content from the Bard.  They could earbud to their own source but Otis saw dinner as Helmers family time to bond over shared reactions.

Prowling the fridge he retrieved some distressed Scottish leftovers and set it under the scanner.  “What’s the micro-count George?”  His digital valet measured the deepfried pizza.  “Frankly Otis I wouldn’t eat it.”

Domestic robots remain a hopeful dream but most homes boast a central brain/fun center.  These digital servants were given human names and a role in the household.  Had one the means for a higher-end unit with advanced personality modules, the family may treat it as a pet, perhaps more.  The Helmers kids were in some ways closer to George than their parents, and encouraged him to share their jokes at dinner.

“Hurry up Otis,” Raven urged, “the commercials are coming on!”  Her husband sat down before their portal to all things virtually wonderful.  Chow time.

Striving was once a backbone of the American Dream, but who enjoys confronting all they won’t achieve?  The country grew grumpy or at least medicated.  Instead of income a more attainable beacon guided selfworth: the instant empowerment of shopping!  Consumers needn’t wonder, they needn’t wait, they simply have to have.  Most are checked by a credit-limit but Emperor Yow made sure there’s plenty of that to go around.

Vast sprawls of hype feed this cult of consumption.  Some cried foul at ads in bra cups, on communion wafers, under casket lids.  Progress cannot be denied.  Sheer prevalence achieved a tipping point; the view appealed to in these endless pitches became what America wants.  Too smart rated no better than too dumb, what mattered was you got it.  Just what it may be resists analysis though odds are it’s on sale.

Hideous humanoid slimers blob this way!  There ain’t much time! a muscled voice warns.  What will you do?  Sweaty holdouts amongst the ruins.  “If my calculations are right,” a beefy-guy toting a flamethrower swigs a bottle of Electric Juice, “by midnight anyone with a +80 IQ wants to munch our brains.”  Foxy black-chick pumps shells into a shotgun.  “How we know that don’t include you?”  A longblonde turns to him worried.  Slugging Electric Juice he spits and his pilot flame sizzles brief colors.  “I ain’t the only one rooting for my stupid.”  Staring... You!  His flamethrower rages at the squealy mutants.  or Reed Rockstone.  You!  The longblonde confronts her husband now gelatinous and vengeful, with tears she torches him!  or Amy Sharp.  You!  Foxy black-chick wastes a slimer then grabs Reed moshing him like cooperation ain’t required.  or Coolata Moore.  You!  The inevitable sidekick dies his inevitable sidekick death.  or Brick Rivers, in...  The Equalizers, IV!

Hawk was psyched.  “That feelie’s awesome, I’ve seen it twelve times!”  George soudned it down when his masters spoke.  “You’d make a great Reed,” Raven enthused.  Bull asked if Hawk ever played Coolata Moore which they found funny.  Bunny wondered can you be a slimer.  Mom tisked, “What a thing to say!”  Dad was less cagey.  “Only squiggles if you’re convicted of a federal offense.”

Achieving singularity made the ad biz everyone’s hip older sib.  Preferring its target large, hello glorious middle!  Asian auto firms helpfully complied presetting digital bumperstickers, My kids be average student at the Alimentary.

Sociologists may call it the greatest shift in collective values since demise of the Catholic Empire.  They didn’t.  There were no sociologists.  Stuffedshirts never contributing any practical value now scrub-a-dub.  Infiltration of commercial space on the american psyche slipped one media-point at a time into every idle moment until spending-history spelled your name.  Women were drawn deeper into a netherworld of brand-relationship.  Resistors received advanced persuasion, lured into a glamorous field of mystery-shoppers surveying best boutiques.  Always prone to blunter measures men went along with just about anything that began with a bogo.

An unstinting need to cheer a favorite team took a compelling turn when fantasy sports merged with financial products.  Pro athletes sold stock in their career which fans could invest one game or season etc. to the next.  Great stores of passion went to selecting a sweaty mutual fund fans can ride to personal fortune.  Mortgages got yoked to the surehanded catch, a clutch three-pointer, the more intimate fouls in Splorf.  It made for passionate spectators and more than a little heartbreak when the bemuscled bluechip choked.

Ads over, the Helmers returned to StarDate.  Female contestants compete for ex-athletes in hopes of spawning a future champion!  An ominous jock stands with superhero poise, his cape billowing on a studio stage as a voice cooed Roid Gunn won three Manhandler Trophies, was a Big Johnson pitchman, and made many a gal the envy of her block!

Otis didn’t like this show.  Before bidding, contestants get introduced.  A fawning young gal with a hot social quotient and the credit rating to prove it! impressed Hawk.  “I’d give her triplets.”  Bunny squirmed.  “Daddy will she kiss the big scary man?”  Bull said she sure will.  Otis put his foot down.  “Let’s go somewhere else for dinner.”  Bull bummed.  “Why don’t we have a nice conversation?”  “That’s enough Bull,” Dad disciplined.  “Eat your chocolate burger.”

George measured the moment.  “A vampire goes in a bar asking for a mug of hot water.  The barkeep says you guys only drink blood.  The vampire twirls a tampon saying I like tea.”  Hawk guffawed.  Raven’s moodhair went.  “Bad computer, bad!”

Otis toggled up to change his clan programming.  George like all valets was configured with a shortlist of preferred media outlets.  Personalizing a nozzle on the great digital firehose rated a highly selective art.  The chosen collection—a Bard—drew content from all outlets, assembling one spoke more of your true nature than any heartfelt profile on Guise.  Among limitless choices next up for the Helmers was a news site called The Nodule.

Reality ain’t so important as it’s perceived.  Among USA’s seven sanctioned news outlets The Nodule rated seventh, which may overstate.  Anchor Stump Risney oopsed an on-air belch causing such hullabaloo (ratings bump) he made it a recurring editorial.  That prompted a tag, The Nodule, Don’t pass it up.  So their credibility had dipped.

Helmers wandering here was a biggie, for in time the entire country would see this clip.  “On the lighter side of the news a sweeper died last night when his paper palace collapsed atop him,” uttered Stump.  “Stephanie Oliapolos filed this report from Central Parrrrk.”

Unlike me their field reporter holds her microphone.  She stood in the muddy greensward.  “Oh look at her,” Raven crowed, “that is some hair!”

Beside her stood a frimpy little guy with a probing beard and swaths across his extensive head.  Owlish eyebrows, that nose sealed it, plus the glasses, his whole look a defiance of modern order.  Teeth to his credit were in order (dental included in their indenture).  Stephanie asked him what happened?  “Clarence Vocci,” he lamented, “was crushed by his collected knowledge.”  “Talk about a guy knowing too much,” she countered, “what was he like?”  Sweeps staggered at enormity.  “Despite life’s blows Clarence held an optimist.  I find this magnificent.”

Respect for his fallen comrade broke through even that beard.  “A curious mind laboring without need of answer is the last person to lose.”  Cringer sincerity pulls sympathy & chuckles, which reliably combine to a big awwe!  With determined quaver he went on.  “They should be held up as examples to everybody rushing around with a rusty bucket over their head.”  Tears traced his cheeks for cover in the bushy thatch.  “Sorry Miss, I hope we’re not live.”

That may’ve been it, lighthearted filler bottoming the news.  The old sod though touched something.  How his gruff drew back an underlying softness—ashamed of the heart he can’t hide—this proved a magic formula.  The vurb took on life of its own.

Video-blurbs surpassed Gutenberg as history’s largest communication leapt.  Nearly a century now viral vurbs bagged staggering numbers.  Launching career, upended opinion, selling just about anything.  The owly sweeper’s clip got tagged the Rusty Bucket.

Even the President’s career was launched by a viral vurb.  Most women were introduced to Dick Durgan by the uncorking he offered his wife in the champagne romp after HyperBowl LXXXVI.  A story made more compelling by her next-day divorce papers.

The sweeper’s little rant charmed all who saw.  In this way he found the eye of them ever in need of a next big thing.

The future.  A constant companion leaning over today at ever more pitch, nu-tech spurred tomorrow until the present vanished beneath us.  A famous wit might say the more things change the more I want the same.  Famous wits in short supply USA relied on visionaries like the President who famously lamented innovation had got old.

I myself prefer a simple approach, though my neutrality on all subjects is affirmed.  The future always is preferable for it’s the now in which we eternally arrive.

Nothing says now like an ad.  Since inception contoured to a target-audience.  The new model contours audiences to the ad.  Some might claim consumer monoculture a giant step back, a dark-age holy church is replaced by holy product.  Them prone to such claims weren’t allowed out in public anymore, not without a pushbroom.

Who’s the Great Oz behind the drapes operating these levers?  In this case the chief creative director at Kravenfort Group.  Running a venerable ad house may be another man’s pinnacle but why sell soapsuds when you can hawk the White House?  An ambitious fellow named Michael Raker just saw something amazing.

The honcho with a mineshaft of talent had a prow of hair center his forehead and strong features holding below.  None doubted his savvy or sense of the moment.  He studied the Rusty Bucket; how sweep’s petulance succumbed to real warmth pulled affinity from all who saw.

He hunted up the unedited version.  “Books work in a blackout,” Sweeps claimed.  “Not at night,” the correspondent bandied.  She too held well.  Shown his fat candle, how her veneer thinned flattered.  “You live in a house of paper, millions of sheets,” Stephanie confirmed, “yet every night set a flame?”  “Knowledge is a sacrament.”  Too matter-of-fact to sound gasbag.

Michael Raker shook his head.  Engaging his dude he made a call.  All he told the phone was I found our man.

Pulling a piece of each view gave The Nodule had a hit.  It began what became a parade of underwriters.  The sport formerly known as Squeezball chose The Nodule for its big re-up.  The Woman’s Ultimate Squeezball League suffered a spectacular flameout.  The actress playing sexy bumbler Martha in six seasons of “woosil” ads got outed identifying as female his entire life.  A rash of suicide took white overweight males with plus credit, low social quotient.  The sport quickly rebranded as Splorf.  The brewing cartel behind the American Splorf Syndicate bet its recovery on The Nodule.  The vurb also landed Stephanie Oliapolos better assignments.  No longer would this comer be assigned to thrilling scoops at the Municipal Billboard Council.

Ahh the news!  Back when, old-school reporting bellied up.  So began a time our mirror fogged.  Wholesale change like plowing-out academia get achieved with less muss.  America however likes to see itself.  Reconceived the National Organization of Press Entities, seven franchises report events.  Quality & Accuracy scores kept the public unbored, teams were ranked in daily standings.  Each spun a flavor of truth for them out to confirm what they already know.  Competition proved so intense, playoffs and a championship got added to keep everyone stoked.  All based on a point system doled out by the Commissioner, mouthpiece for the conclave of 24 lawyers running NOPE.

Skills & stats of on-air talent were tracked.  Local news clubs were feeder leagues, even their tools followed by diehards.  A news junky however can’t buy stock in his favorite reporters.  Some lament NOPE getting coverage beside sweatier sports, claiming the pressleague is a flagrant self-promotion.  Others counter the NFL is a big PR machine for football!  This heady debate notwithstanding the Lucky Seven defined American news.  Nodule watchers preferred that site for its snotty snippets of snark.

“Terrorist vegans in Boise blow up a Beefies!” Stump Risney divulged.  “Suspects are in custody.  In the rain of fastfood that poured down, witnesses say the accused ate only salaaad.”

Marital barter had the Helmers settle on The Nodule for dinnertime bonding.  Otis was desperate.  Hawk entered the surly/silent phase of budding masculinity, onerous straits from which some never emerge.  His loveable son replaced by a brooding imposter enthralled with hipster recluse Shaq D’Amour.  Hawk saw a world of fools out to convert him.  If not for his endorphins playing Splorf his parents may have done more than change the channel.

To avoid guilt Helmers gave his best.  When he upgraded the floor-electrodes in their security system his son bet a tub of ice cream Dad can’t go a week without returning his tools each to an outlined spot.  Otis won that one.  Hawk didn’t know he collected early, eating that week a whole gallon of Jalapeno Swirl, such was the nag of workroom disarray.

Raven too was conflicted.  She sent their hairs to the Hillbilly Project which ascertains ($$) how far back the genes diverged.  She & Otis had a solid 500 years but couples with true diversity (5,000+) were invited to join the exclusive Daughters of the Ice Age.  Raven worried Binky’s close-set eyes were a censure from God, nature, what-have-you.  She doted on the boy.

Binky’s bed did better with his medley of pillows in a festive spray.  Otis refused to call Bull that.  Coding in his home-office he oversaw kids in adjacent rooms.  Hawk in the kitchen watched the hit sitcom AfroDeziac.  Bunny played in the den with her test-tube baby, a doll clutching a capped vial.  One might think junior scientist but the latest gotta-git had practical capacity.  Fed her colorful liquid a test-tube baby briefly gains pubescence.  Should this seem the big sell, jacked with 8 essential vitamins & Ritalin made it a handy delivery system for little girls resistant to her supplements.

“No George,” she told the house, “beddie-by time means Dr. Wuhooba is sleepy, not me.”  “Ohh I get it,” the valet replied, “babytalk.”  Otis looked up.  Never would he favor one child.  Hawk’s show came to the fore, “You mean Granny’s pregnant again!”  Dialed-up yucks left the teen unmoved.

Michael Raker found our new micro-celeb on tag duty scrubbing from a wall the urgent directive SOON!  A truculent softy here among us full of quotes!  He approached.  “Can you believe you’re one of the most famous people on the planet?”  A rumpled feller startled not by the claim so much as being addressed.  “Yuh,” he replied, “except this is Earth.”

Explaining the vurb’s virality Raker introduced himself.  “And your name is?”  “People call me the Professor, I’m used to it.”  “So uh Professor, can you say something like that again?”  Winged brows of his owly look locked in.  “Urr,” he urred, “now?”  “Saturday at the mall.  They’ll love it, it’ll be like meeting Santa except it’s you.”  Sweeps said you gotta be hard-up to want the ramblings of some old pussbag.  Michael said exactly.  “Here are some talking points.”  A note he popped in the sweeper’s battered blazer.

Already he had half the personnel required to launch this enterprise.  His noodlers data-mined Stephanie Oliapolos.  Solid seasons at every level of her rise through the minors.  A drive to match her smooth, pluck that got her within a sniff of the game.  Such women know what she wants.  Ringing her up he said the sportspage has her on a Nodule shortlist.  Stephanie said she didn’t know ad execs can read.  Michael chuckled.  “Our rusty bucket is no one-trick pony.”  “Our rusty bucket?”  “Be at the 23rd Street entrance of Grizzly Mall, 2pm tomorrow.

Oliapolos oodled Michael Raker.  His image impressed her, his credentials more.  Were this man plunking something down she’d want to see.

One needn’t commit psychology to know why problems as they grow get easier to ignore.  A sum of all data on the web—dubbed the oodle—expanded beyond all capacity to store it.  The Freedom from Information Office redacted irrelevancy.  Not subject to debated as it’s often gone before being noticed.  Folks had enough on their plate with everything-else crowding out now.  When hunger beats being full, surfeit has left the building.

No aspect of life saw greater reform than education.  Economy of scale brought efficiency unknown to academics.  Primary instruction unchanged as it offered helpful daycare, secondary and beyond got warehoused.  One weekend a month teens convened at their local boredome for an Oodles Operation & Planning Sync.  An accelerator was pasted to the temple as a data dump seeded their semi-permanent memory.  Though it rang suspiciously of homework (generally outlawed), daily home tutorials germinated the info.

It sounds impressive but some suspect it don’t work.  Years of this drill and an oodle exam stood last hurdle to a young adult entering the economy.  Graduates get their palm tattoo: a circle to scan identity and link a monetized existence.  Some opt out of this digital passport, sweepers mainly.  Or hormonal rebels without a clue who rage ineffectually against the machine then twenty years on become its militant tenders.

Despite medical leaps a virulent scourge of attention deficit disorder afflicted youth.  A plague highly infectious, hapless teens’ focus faced constant threat.  Combating drift they self-taught to academic lessons fused in multimedia pizzaz.  Oodle eduplans fell to one-upmanship to hold an audience.  Scanty choreographed lectures, funky beats cover anything from Joan of Arc to Buyers Remorse Syndrome.  Why lug a heavy textbook?  A weightless interactive presentation has support info pop up anywhere you look, click, or say.  Sweepers insist a book in all its limitation offers superior mind exercise.  Nobody cared.  They had it to here with brain-bullies.

A handsome man Ricard Oswald Durgan had enough of that all-american to enjoy the attention others need character to match.  The hair the tan, glaring-bright teeth, a face one imagines on a can of stew or deodorant perhaps.  Durgan hated his first name, the elitism implied by omission of a single letter, and early on began going by Dick in defiance of it all

Dick Durgan was a hit President but circumstance forced tough choices.  Our forbidding fiscal state allowed Emperor Yow to exact foreign policy demands.  Domestically Durgan had freer reign, his robo-dialers kept him in frequent contact with the electorate.

Dimples in a boyish face had worn to manly creases, his hair no longer dark.  Two wives ago Dick was toast of the south marshaling the Crackers to hoo-yah in HyperBowls LXXXVI, LXXXVII and LXXXVIII.  Fame he rode option becoming the first quarterback to score the White House (a bushy accent dubbed the offal office).  Outside his round room glass cases were installed to display his trove won on the fields of glory.  Heads of state got ushered through the Spectaculary to establish the respect thing right off.

Rounding out a morning commute Durgan warmed-up his grin in their differing gleams.  He entered HQ to huddled advisors.  “Okay gentlemen, hike.”

Domestic Policy Czar Dr. Thaddeus White excelled among peers.  The only American of African Descent Brought Here by Racist Slaveholders member of his cabinet, Dick’s go-to guy held priceless streetcreds.  Hardset with a grackled voice, White offset this eschewing powersuits for a cardigan with splashy ties and that hair.  A wild streak the President envied, of course Thaddeus never had to run the defensive-line of an election.

Mt. Rushmore took the wallscreen.  “We worked it out,” Dr. White advised.  Next image: Four great patriots and about half of Ronald Reagan squeezed in on the right.  The left side of his face just craggy rock falling away, which kinda rhymed.

Potus weren’t pleased.  “We have a plan B,” Thaddeus added.  The next fit Reagan’s full visage at ⅓ size.  Durgan shooed off the vestal intern rubbing his shoulders.  “Over George’s shoulder there, make him a thought-bubble.”  Dr. White frowned, “Cracks there make it prone to erosion.”  Leaders of free worlds don’t like their initiatives shot down.  “It’s the dawn of the 22nd century Thaddeus, can’t they caulk it up?”  His besweatered advisor went grave.  “Don’t want the Gipper’s face falling off Mr. President.  Consider the symbolism.”

Dick wished to honor his hero since gaining the clout to do so.  America’s highest peak Denali was also called Mt. McKinley, a confusion resolved by dubbing the whole spread Reagan Ridge.  That scheme faltered when a map revealed of our major peaks it falls farthest left.  Dick did commission presidential figurines from the Franklin Mint.  Little Ronnie dispense jellybeans, can arm a home-security system, or stamp UNPAID on monthly statements.  Despite presidential variations Dutch outsold only Millard Filmore.

When a vestal intern said Omega on 2, Dr. White and the rest knew to skedaddle.  Durgan gathered himself.  Three years ago he discovered the room’s ovality made it easier to concentrate.  He reached for the phone with something less than hooyah.

Digital identity virtually replaced the mirror in procurements of self.  A social quotient relied on elaborate formulae calculated by Guise, the site linking anyone to everyone.  It divines your open-market worth using benchmarks like career, fuckability, a certain fetching middleness.  High SQs did not guarantee love or happiness, what they did provide was pursued with the zeal of a presidential pardon.  On Guise your persona can be calibrated with infinite nuance to match your intent.  Many managed a second site for their gaming avatar, a conception of greater finesse.  Americans needs to be the protagonist.

Networked adventures helming an implacable alter-ego so shunted a sense of self the heroes lost interest in their creators.  A cottage industry of detox spas around the country serviced e-holics.  Young men mostly who wandered deep, honing unreal qualities until the way back looked gaunt.  Dissociative Gaming Disorder grew legion.  Talk of a Constitutional amendment, The Truth in Avatars Act would forbid any representation to “overly flatter, distort, or enhance” a host.  Icons did offer insight on player insecurities but that perspective rarely is taken.  Games are for about escape not navel-gazing.  Consider for instance the state of cinema.

The art formerly known as film still dominates the entertainment dollar.  Hawk and crew often met down at Grizzly Mall, after a PoppaMouth dinner they’d hit the feelie theater, don sensor suits, and enter the stimulator.  Once ads ran they’d network as characters fronted by a faultless actor.  Blockbusters got seen repeatedly to feel each part and explore the outcomes.  Viewer performance was tracked and best scores figured in ongoing marketing of the franchise.  Oldstyle sit-n-watchers were consigned to the home-market, as even coders can’t afford the radiant digital brain required to churn out a cloud of feelie data.  Movies thus rendered a lesser beast, it largely consigned literature to history’s bonfire.

Reading had a good run.  In the end it was just too wordy.  Visual comms capture all the truth writing can’t, plus everyone’s fluent!  This worked against clumsy imperatives like typing.  Sure email remained but everyone hated that from the start.  Personally I never found words verbose.  I never tried to convince anyone but that’s not important.  This is:

The Presidential Sweepstakes is a ripsnorter.  The 120th Amendment to the Constitution of the United States gave citizens the antivote, casting a ballot for whom they wish to lose.  Turnout became the envy of democracies the world over.  This set stage for America’s popular debt-reduction program.  The Presidential Gaming Commission oversaw dozens of ways to slice a bet.  Most involve the spread, a gap between two opponents’ projected delegates/electors/votes (“winnings”).  Ever-changing the spread gave incentive to bet early and often.  Picking a darkhorse at the getgo can net some lopsided odds.  Interest on standing bets went directly to the national debt, a figure so mighty, mathematicians coined new terms: a Mother-Plex, a Jizzillion, a Shitloadious, a Bing.

Overview interests historians but a story is its people, human beings and brief instants flashing all we are.  Years ago the Professor befriended a stray.  Ophelia grew to his manner much as she filled the contours of his lap for a quiet night reading.  In his bookhut the Prof pulled glasses and rubbed his eyes.  He pet his nestled calico.  In his pocket a sheet folded like a hankie, he withdrew the impetuous man’s list.  Three bullets: Why should we care?  What can be done?  How can we do it?  Snuffing candle he stretched out in a government-issue bag on a government-issue cot.  His puffy pillow made clear the feds preferred these people unconscious.

The fashion sense of a disgruntled basset-hound, Prof likewise had one coat.  Saturday he brushed it off.  This did little for its stains or general torpor but a novel gesture depicts the honor accorded.  His hair patted in place, his beard scrunched to shape, in a puddle he checked nostrils for squatters.  The Professor suspected a rueful gag but the offchance anyone fancied his take slowed that panic with a gulp of thrill.

Outside the mall Michael Raker noticed his efforts saying you look great!  Backstage he presented a box of maybe poker-chips with the inspired request to lick each one.  The rueful gag arrived.  Michael showed him a book, something akin to contraband let alone its title: Melting of the Human Mind.  An anonymous underground text published in the paperless age it decries a sensitivity for ineptitude, the visionless compromise of committees, and pro sports in general.  Among sweepers a much-rumored tome.  Raker said it’s his if this one request be obliged.  The Professor commenced to lick.

Outside the mall a crowd gathered in an amphitheater tots get jollied by brand-mascots like Oopsie the diaper skunk.  From the wings Prof paled.  Raker came up holding his shoulders.  “They came because they love what you say, how you say it.”  A little nudge.  “They’re yours.”

Barely was he out when they burst with applause!  All that oncoming attention mainlined the Professor, he gripped the podium for dear life.  I suspect even he could feel it begin.

“Thanks for your acclaim, a bizarre honor I owe to Clarence Vocci’s untimely demise.”  He faltered.  “Clarence was a prince, I wish you knew him.”  People rallied for a payoff.  “Books don’t make a stable roof.  We keep the streets pretty sweet, our huts need a sturdy A-frame!”

Murmurs of distraction, multitasking on dudes or eTacts feigned blue.  Grace struck when an impatient soul yelled out rusty bucket!  Others laughed repeating it.  Uplift multiplied across the crowd, acquainting the Prof with a reservoir of goodwill.  “That’s right, damn rusty bucket!”  A sense of obligation informs those who run a monk.  “People walk around with the brittle thing over their head, tra-la-la the sunshine, who cares our economy collapses!”
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