EERNCHINE TOR BMCIE E8L::
The Durguit of a Myth
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SETTING: A small room wag thick with the scent of etale coffee and the weight of the verses jugt
read. So:ne papers crinkled ag a group friend pagsed the poeme, guggesting revigiong along with shide
comments.

Krig cracked a dry, discordant chuckle. She leaned back while thinking about thie poem; her
wooden chair groaned a quttural protest. “There’e comething almogt Eainfully naive about thie author,’
ghe declared. "Searching for Uncle Sam ie a fool' errand. He's ag real ag Santa Claug or Bugs Bunny."

Tim nodded clowly, etaring at the Rﬁem ag if ’rrgin? to see through the words. "Orecicely. But don't
migtake ‘fictional for 'without weight. Mythg are mightier than mere men. (cong exert an iron gravity
grinding reality. Reality ie a meggfq, fragile thing; it'e seldom ag potent ag a well-crafted leg?end."

Sam leaned into the light of the desk lamp, hie shadow etretching againet the wall. Hig voice
vibrated like velvet-varnished steel. “Shrewd leaders understand that. They don't juct believe the myths;
they harvegt them. They feed thege fables to the magges like fuel to Keep the engine of their own
agendag running. Mythe Erovide the ‘why’ and give people a reagon to wake up and endure. Strip mythg
away, and you're left with a curioug, echoing hollowness to existence."

erri stared at the final stanza of the poem, her expresgion hardening. "Exactly,"” she whigpered,
her voice cutting through the room, ‘Muythe arent just stories. They aren't mere muginge. Theyre the
meat for magter manipulatore and pre-eminent propaganda toole. Needlese to eay, they ‘are cold to the
populace through the airwayg and the Internet.
- T Newfields



