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Preface To The Lump Doctrine 

On the Nature of Power, Persona, and Performance 

There are stories that unfold once and collapse. 

Others unfold again and again—never quite the same, but always 

familiar. 

This is one of the latter. 

Why a trilogy? 

Because certain illusions are not dismantled in a single act. Because 

the masks we wear—especially in public life—do not fall all at once, 

but in layers. Because the truth, as it turns out, does not arrive cleanly, 

and when it does, it often arrives late. Or sideways. Or disguised as 

comedy. 

The three volumes contained in The Lump Doctrine are not sequels in 

the traditional sense. They are refractions—echoes through a cracked 

mirror, each volume presenting a new angle of the same stage. 

Together, they do not simply tell a story. They unfold a system. Not a 

government, but something older: the emotional architecture of 

power. 

Power, in these pages, is not just a position. It’s a performance. 

It evolves, adapts, and replicates—sometimes out of necessity, 

sometimes out of insecurity. 

It wears faces. It speaks in prepared statements. And it fears silence 

more than failure. 

This trilogy is about that fear. 

It is also about the quiet things that live beneath headlines. 

The ghost in the executive echo chamber. 

The doubt that forms when a smile lasts too long. 

The unspoken suspicion that whoever is leading us might be playing a 

role we wrote for them. 
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You will not find heroes in these volumes—only reflections, substitutions, 

and a few inconvenient questions dressed in very good tailoring. You 

may laugh. You may wince. You may even recognize a face or two. 

But most of all, I hope you begin to notice the choreography. 

Not just in this story, but around you. Behind podiums. In boardrooms. 

On screens. And in mirrors. 

Because the greatest illusion of power is that it is singular. 

And the greatest performance? 

Believing that it ever ends. 
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Volume I 

The Republic Will See You Now 

One face for the cameras. One for the country. 
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Chapter 1: “Mr. President Is Not Himself” 

White House Press Briefing Room – 11:42 AM EST 

There were two things the President of the United States was never 

supposed to do at a press conference: quote Aristotle and pronounce 

the word “nuclear” correctly. This morning, he had done both. Twice. 

And with a slight British accent. Maggie Doyle, Chief of Staff, watched 

the feed from the West Wing hallway, her hand slowly crushing a 

paper cup of coffee. “This isn’t the usual malfunction,” she muttered. 

“This is... an upgrade.” 

She knew what this meant. 

The switch had happened. 

And the real Donald Lump—the one who once tried to appoint his 

tanning consultant as Surgeon General—was no longer behind the 

podium. 

Maggie Doyle didn’t believe in conspiracies. Not officially. She had 

spent fifteen years in Washington deflecting, debunking, and 

occasionally authoring half of them. But this—this wasn’t tinfoil hat 

territory. This was a well-fitted, silk-lined, custom-tailored conspiracy. 

And like all high-end fabrications in D.C., it had fingerprints. One set, to 

be exact. 

The Stylist. 

His real name was unknown. Some said he was a former illusionist from 

Monaco, others insisted he was born in a Soviet lab and trained by Karl 

Lagerfeld’s ghost. He appeared every six months or so when the 

President needed a "rebrand." Not a new policy—heaven forbid—but 

a new image. The hair. The skin tone. The tie width. The cadence. A 

minor adjustment here, a missing syllable there. His magic was not 

transformation—it was continuity. 

Until now. 
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Maggie slammed her palm against the panic button hidden behind a 

portrait of Ronald Reagan wrestling a bald eagle. A bookshelf slid 

open, revealing a narrow hallway of red velvet and lavender mist. This 

was the back channel—the corridor that led directly to the real control 

center of the presidency. 

The Stylist’s studio. 

As she descended, the scent of oud and secrets grew thicker. Gold-

framed mirrors lined the walls. There was no reflection in any of them. 

“Madame Doyle,” came a voice as smooth as espionage. 

He appeared from the shadows, draped in a smoking jacket made 

entirely of silk press credentials. His hair was greased into a swan-like 

curve. Around his neck: a lanyard reading "ALL ACCESS – REALITY." 

“What did you do?” Maggie hissed. 

He raised one sculpted eyebrow, a feat that required forty-seven 

facial muscles and years of Pilates. 

“I merely made the President presentable.” 

“That wasn’t makeup,” she snapped. “That was personality. That was 

substance. He used logic. He quoted Aristotle. He wore reading 

glasses. Where did you find him?” 

The Stylist sighed, strolling to a bar cart that served only mineral water 

infused with classified herbs. 

“My dear Maggie,” he said, “when your houseplant dies, do you not 

sometimes replace it with an artificial one? More stable. Less mess. Still 

green from a distance.” 

She blinked. “You’re saying the real Donald is…” 

“Resting,” he replied, pouring himself a glass of what appeared to be 

carbonated lavender. 

“Resting where?” 
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“Somewhere soft. Somewhere padded. Somewhere... without 

microphones.” 

Maggie felt her knees wobble. 

“Are you telling me,” she whispered, “that the man currently 

addressing the nation is not the President of the United States?” 

The Stylist took a sip. Then smiled. 

“I’m telling you,” he said, “that the nation no longer cares.” 

He turned on the monitor behind him. The press conference was over. 

Now came the real madness: the cable news reactions. 

On FOX: 

“Brilliant! Measured! Presidential! Is this the return of the man we always 

pretended he was?” 

On CNN: 

“Unrecognizable! Literate! Suspicious! What are they hiding?” 

On MSNBC: 

“Did anyone else notice he referred to democracy as ‘a crumbling 

pageant of simulated choice’? …Just me?” 

On TikTok: 

A mashup of the speech over a Eurobeat remix, already at 12 million 

views. 

Maggie exhaled sharply. “You put a ringer in the Oval Office. How long 

do you think this can last?” 

The Stylist did not blink. “Forever,” he said. “Or until the ratings drop.” 

From the corner, a velvet curtain twitched. 

Something—or someone—was watching. 

Maggie didn’t sleep that night. 
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Not because she was afraid. She’d stopped being afraid the day she 

took the job as Chief of Staff to a man who once tried to nominate a 

steakhouse menu for the Supreme Court. No, fear had long since 

calcified into something worse: awareness. 

By 3:00 a.m., her office was a flurry of coffee cups, redacted dossiers, 

and classified folders marked TOP SECRET – FOR EYES THAT HAVE GIVEN 

UP. She flipped through old photos, transcripts, facial scans, even 

signature analyses. She wasn’t looking for evidence—she was looking 

for confirmation that her sanity still had a heartbeat. 

Because the man on TV yesterday was not the man who, just last 

week, had asked if Mount Rushmore could be turned into a theme 

park called “FaceLand.” 

And yet... no one else seemed to care. 

Polls had surged overnight. Stock markets soared. The phrase 

“Presidential Pivot” trended alongside “Did He Get a Brain Transplant?” 

and “Donald Lump Just Outlined a Climate Plan?” Across social 

media, the reactions were pure euphoria or absolute panic—with little 

in between. A nation divided not by policies, but by the presence of 

coherence. 

Maggie scrolled through her secure tablet. Somewhere in the chaos of 

livestreams and leak channels, a single message had been flagged for 

her eyes only. No name. No subject. Just a location and a phrase. 

"He lives. But not in the White House." 

— Monument Valley Compound, Arizona. 

Maggie leaned back. Monument Valley. The President had once 

called it “that place with the weird rocks and the cowboy ghosts.” 

But something else clicked. That location—isolated, secure, 

government-adjacent—wasn’t just desert. It was one of the thirteen 

continuity-of-government sites maintained for worst-case scenarios. 
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Nuclear war. Alien invasion. Or, apparently, a constitutional makeover 

by fashion consultants. 

She tapped the encrypted line on her desk. 

“Get me clearance to travel west,” she said. “Black site access. I need 

eyes on a ghost.” 

The aide stammered. “Ma’am, that’s not protocol.” 

“I’m not following protocol,” she snapped. “I’m following the 

doppelgänger.” 

She stood, buttoned her blazer, and stared out the White House 

window, where the early morning fog had begun to roll in over the 

South Lawn like a silent stage curtain. 

Somewhere out there—beyond the press briefings, the spin rooms, and 

the illusion of choice—someone was pulling the strings. Someone who 

looked exactly like the President. 

And as she turned off the lights, one thought kept echoing in her mind: 

If we can’t tell the difference between a performance and reality… 

does it still matter who’s in charge? 

Far from Washington, in the red canyons of Arizona, a man with the 

exact face of the President stood barefoot on a meditation rock. He 

wore linen robes, humming a Gregorian chant beneath his breath. 

A hawk circled overhead. 

He opened his eyes. 

And smiled. 
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Chapter 2: “The Man in the Mirror” 

The first thing to know about Ronald Lump was this: 

He never wanted the spotlight. He only wanted to control where it 

pointed. 

Born six minutes after his brother Donald—during a thunderstorm, in a 

gold-plated birthing suite with a catered brunch—Ronald was 

immediately labeled “the spare.” Even the family obstetrician, a man 

named Dr. Sal Tranquilli (who later became the family’s personal 

mythographer), noted that the second twin “looked suspiciously 

introspective.” 

While Donald was raised in a penthouse with mirrors on the ceiling and 

cable news blaring by age three, Ronald was sent to “The Farm”—an 

elite, off-grid facility somewhere between a prep school, a monastery, 

and a CIA daycare. There, he was trained in classical rhetoric, martial 

silence, and the art of disappearing before dessert. 

He spoke seven languages, none of them loud. He read Plato by 

flashlight. He once beat a chess computer using only a spoon and 

passive-aggressive silence. 

At sixteen, he rewrote The Art of War in limerick form. 

At twenty-one, he disappeared completely. 

Now, at sixty-eight, he stood barefoot on a rock in Monument Valley, 

wrapped in a linen robe monogrammed with the initials “ROL” and 

embroidered with a small falcon giving a judgmental side-eye. 

Inside, he sipped mushroom tea from a clay cup, glancing up at a 

stone tablet embedded with digital feeds from the outside world. On 

the largest screen: a recording of himself performing as Donald Lump, 

addressing the United Nations in crisp, flawless absurdity. 

“Diplomacy,” Ronald said on the screen, “is not unlike improvisational 

jazz. It’s what you don’t bomb that defines your legacy.” 
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The room—stone walls, minimalist décor, one bonsai tree named 

Fred—remained silent. 

Ronald turned to his handler, a silent woman known only as Nurse 

Janet, who wore combat boots and carried a clipboard that doubled 

as a stun weapon. 

“I think that went well,” he said. 

She didn’t respond. 

“Nuclear powers laughed. Minor dictators nodded. Even Brazil 

tweeted a heart emoji.” 

Still silence. 

Ronald sighed and sat cross-legged on the floor. “Do you think he 

knows yet?” he asked. 

Janet finally spoke, her voice the sound of gravel attending therapy. 

“He escaped containment last night. They’re calling it a ‘nutritional 

protest.’ Apparently, he demanded cheeseburgers and a football 

helmet, then climbed into a fountain and declared himself King of the 

Internet.” 

Ronald chuckled. 

“Sounds like him.” 

Janet glanced down at her clipboard. “Are you worried?” 

“About him?” Ronald asked, raising a single, symmetrical eyebrow. 

“No. He’ll do what he always does: scream, bluff, pose, and confuse 

the issue long enough for someone else to profit.” 

He stood, stretched, and walked toward the wall of monitors, his 

reflection flickering across them like a ghost. 

“No,” he said softly. “I’m worried about what happens when the public 

stops caring which version of me they see.” 
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He reached for the screen showing Maggie Doyle pacing in the West 

Wing. She looked tired. Focused. Dangerous. 

“Some people still care,” he said, tapping her face. “She’ll come. She’ll 

dig.” 

Janet crossed her arms. “And when she does?” 

Ronald smiled, the kind of smile that knew how the game ended five 

moves ago. 

“When she does,” he said, “we give her the truth.” 

He paused. 

“But just enough to be unbelievable.” 

The hawk outside screeched, as if in agreement. Ronald turned back 

to the canyon. The sun was rising. America was awakening. And for 

the first time in his life, he was ready to meet it head-on—not as the 

hidden twin, not as the backup plan. 

But as the man he was always meant to be: 

Donald Lump, Version 2.0. 
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Chapter 3: “The Golden Cage” 

Colorado Rockies — The Previous Afternoon 

The facility had no name. 

Officially, it was listed as a “Presidential Wellness Retreat and Executive 

Reflection Spa,” though its resident handler—a former Navy SEAL 

turned masseuse named Brad—referred to it simply as “The Dome.” 

The Dome was 60,000 square feet of isolated luxury nestled in the 

Colorado Rockies, stocked with imported marble, three private chefs, 

fourteen televisions all tuned to Fox News reruns from 2017, and a single 

occupant. 

President Donald Orville Lump. 

Or, as he now preferred to be called, “The Real One.” 

He’d been “resting” there for fourteen days, though in Lump-time, 

where hours were measured by Twitter scrolls and hamburger refills, it 

felt closer to five eternities. The furniture was too soft. The Wi-Fi was 

filtered. The mirrors—every single one—had been replaced with gentle 

motivational posters featuring bald eagles and quotes like “Leadership 

Begins With Letting Go.” 

He had begun to suspect treason. 

“I know what this is,” he muttered, pacing in his gold-trimmed robe 

(size XXXXXL, monogrammed POTUS4EVER). “This is a coup. This is a very 

sneaky, very polite coup.” 

He tapped the walls looking for microphones. He’d already found 

seven. One in the statue of Lincoln (ironically), two in the hot tub jets, 

and one cleverly disguised as a jar of peanut butter labeled “Not for 

Dogs.” 

And still, no one would answer his question: 

Why the hell wasn’t he on television anymore? 

“Sir,” Brad said gently, entering with a tray of mini-burgers shaped like 

various U.S. states, “your 1 p.m. cheeseburger therapy is ready.” 
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Donald spun. “Brad. Be honest with me.” 

Brad blinked the blink of a man paid handsomely not to be honest. 

“Of course, Mr. President.” 

“Have you seen me on the news recently?” 

“Sir, I don’t watch the news. I live in the now.” 

Donald squinted. “That’s what they say in yoga cults.” 

Brad smiled. 

“Also,” Donald continued, jabbing a chubby finger into the air, “I saw 

a video of ‘me’ on Twitter yesterday. Giving a speech. Quoting dead 

Greeks. And worse, not saying one word about China, golf, or... or 

ratings.” 

He lowered his voice. 

“That wasn’t me, Brad.” 

Brad nodded slowly. “Sometimes we all feel that way, sir.” 

“I’m not feeling!” Lump barked. “I’m knowing! I’m the real me. That 

guy’s an imposter. Probably French.” 

Donald stomped toward the TV, switched it to live news, and turned up 

the volume. A breaking news chyron flashed: 

“PRESIDENT LUMP TO MEET WITH PHILOSOPHER KINGS AT THINK TANK 

SUMMIT – A NEW ERA?” 

He pointed, nearly foaming at the mouth. 

“You see that?! ‘Philosopher kings’?! I fired all the philosophers! I 

thought they were part of the Deep Schtick!” 

Brad cleared his throat. “Would you like a calming cheeseburger, sir?” 

Donald stared. 

Then took two. 

As he munched angrily, pacing in loose figure-eights around the 

presidential spa suite, a new thought took hold. A dangerous one. The 
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kind of thought that only occurred to Donald Lump when he was 

cornered, paranoid, and running low on sauces. 

What if they were trying to erase him? 

What if they found someone better? 

What if—God forbid—they liked him? 

He dropped his burger. 

“No.” 

His reflection in the motivational poster caught his eye. It read: “The 

Best Version of You Might Not Be You.” 

He screamed. 

Later That Night 

Donald had a plan. A great plan. A plan so audacious, so cunning, so 

filled with petty vengeance, it could only have come from the depths 

of a mind that once tried to trademark the word “America.” 

The plan was simple: 

Escape. Hijack the internet. Tell the world. 

And he knew just the man to help him: a conspiracy podcaster named 

Knox Fallon, whom he once retweeted by accident while searching 

for coupons. 

He would need a disguise. He chose the one thing no one would ever 

expect: 

A hospital gown and aviator sunglasses. 

Brad found the room empty at dawn. On the bed, in crayon: 

“I AM THE REAL ONE. TELL THE WORLD. - D.L.” 

The hunt had begun. 
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Chapter 4: “The Genius in the Flesh” 

The NATO Summit had never smelled so strongly of lavender and 

inevitable decline. 

Held that year in Geneva, the gathering of Western democracies was 

traditionally a polite carousel of diplomatic platitudes, secret arms 

deals, and buffet tables lined with decorative cheeses. Delegates 

arrived prepared for the usual: strained smiles, ceremonial toasts, and 

the annual sigh when the American President opened his remarks by 

threatening to annex Belgium “as a joke.” 

But this year... this year was different. 

President Donald Orville Lump stepped to the podium wearing a 

tailored navy suit with lapels so sharp they could slice propaganda. He 

adjusted his cufflinks—gold, discreet, and somehow not embossed with 

his own face—and began to speak in measured tones. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “the twenty-first century has gifted us 

many things: algorithmic fear, collective amnesia, and a global 

economy built entirely on vibes. But what it has not gifted us… is vision.” 

The room stilled. 

“We are not at a crossroads. We are at a cul-de-sac, endlessly circling 

ourselves, waving at progress as it drinks espresso and waits for us to 

grow up.” 

Someone from Denmark dropped their translation earpiece. 

“The age of reaction is over. We must now govern not from fear, but 

from first principles. From moral imagination. From—dare I say it—

wisdom.” 

By the time he finished quoting Marcus Aurelius and lightly roasting 

authoritarianism with the warmth of a seasoned dinner guest, the 

summit hall erupted—not in applause, but in stunned, existential 

silence. 

This was not the man they knew. 
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This was not the man who once used a G7 press conference to unveil 

a new cologne called “Executive Swagger: For Men Who Golf Through 

Crisis.” 

This was someone else entirely. 

This was Ronald. 

Meanwhile, in the U.S. 

Cable news networks scrambled to update their graphics. 

On FOX: 

“LUMP DELIVERS STRONG, MASCULINE, CLASSICAL VALUES SPEECH – IS 

SOCRATES BACK IN STYLE?” 

On MSNBC: 

“WHO IS THIS PRESIDENT? AND CAN WE KEEP HIM?” 

On OANN: 

“CONFIRMED: NEW LUMP MAY BE A TIME-TRAVELING GREEK GOD” 

Twitter melted under the weight of a new hashtag: 

#PresiZen 

In the White House briefing room, Maggie Doyle watched the 

broadcast with all the joy of someone realizing their dog had written a 

novel overnight. She didn’t even blink when Ronald pulled out a 

handwritten letter during the speech and read it aloud: 

“A letter from a fifth grader in Nebraska,” he said. “She asks why 

people fight about science. I wrote back: because grown-ups forget 

how to ask questions.” 

Maggie gripped the edge of her desk. 

“Great,” she muttered. “He’s not just smarter. He’s charming. That’s 

illegal.” 

Her aide peeked in. “Polls just dropped.” 

She perked up. 
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“Wait, dropped?” 

He nodded. “Yeah. Dropped through the floor on the opposition. He’s 

at sixty-eight percent approval and climbing.” 

Maggie stared. 

“No one has had sixty-eight percent since—” 

“Since we faked a moon landing.” 

She stood abruptly. “Get me everything on the original birth certificate. 

Dental records. SAT scores. Anything that proves which twin is currently 

rewriting the Constitution via vibes and Latin aphorisms.” 

“And if we can’t find a difference?” 

Maggie turned to him with fire in her eyes. 

“Then we’ll invent one.” 

Back in Geneva 

Ronald walked calmly through a garden courtyard, flanked by silent 

bodyguards and one confused therapy dog named Liberty, who had 

been added to his security detail “for optics.” 

He waved politely to delegates. He stopped to discuss Stoicism with a 

German chancellor and chaos theory with a Norwegian foreign 

minister. He declined an invitation to a power brunch, citing 

“philosophical fasting.” 

Inside, reporters clutched notebooks like lifelines. 

“I think he said we’re all just shadows on a cave wall,” whispered one. 

“No,” said another. “I think he said we’re the fire. The fire and the wall.” 

A third sobbed quietly, writing “President Lump Made Me Believe In 

Thinking Again” on her notepad. 

Ronald stepped into his private suite and looked into the mirror. 

Not for vanity. But for calibration. 
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He adjusted his smile. 

Then whispered to himself: 

“Let them love me. It’s the fastest way to disarm a nation.” 
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Chapter 5: “Conspiracies & Cheeseburgers” 

Some men plan their comebacks with grace, dignity, and long 

strategy memos. 

Donald Lump planned his with mustard stains and a map of fast-food 

drive-thrus that didn't ask too many questions. 

It was day two of his Great Escape, and he had successfully hit four 

burger chains, one Cracker Barrel (which he mistook for a military 

base), and a truck stop where he bartered a fake Medal of Freedom 

for a burner phone and a ride in the back of a hog trailer. 

He wore what could generously be described as camouflage: a 

windbreaker from his 1994 failed casino line ("Lump Vegas: We Accept 

Regret") and a baseball cap that read "REAL ONE" in rhinestones. The 

cap glowed in low light. 

His current location: somewhere outside Tulsa, behind a Waffle Hut, 

sitting on a milk crate, whispering into a lapel mic that wasn’t plugged 

into anything. 

“Broadcasting now,” he said, “this is your Real President speaking. I 

have escaped the Deep Spa. They tried to replace me with some... 

clone. Or worse—someone who reads. This is a hostile takeover, folks. 

Worse than when I tried to buy NASA and got outbid by that kid from 

TikTok.” 

He paused, leaned in to nothing, and whispered: 

“They’ve replaced me with a man who uses words like ‘moral arc.’ I 

don’t even like arcs.” 

He needed to reach the people. 

More specifically, he needed to reach Knox Fallon, the only man in 

America paranoid enough to still believe that barcodes were invented 

by lizard people and that the moon is actually a two-way mirror. 
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Elsewhere in a warehouse “studio” that smelled like beef jerky and 

failed ambition… 

Knox Fallon was in the middle of Episode #3,128 of his podcast, "Crack 

the Sky, Bro." 

He wore mirrored aviators indoors and fingerless gloves. A rifle sat 

mounted on the wall behind him next to a poster of Bigfoot in a tuxedo 

giving a thumbs-up. 

“This episode,” he rasped into the mic, “we expose the top-secret 

network of cloned senators, gluten mind control, and why fluoride is 

actually a digital currency.” 

He paused for effect. 

“And I’m gonna say it—birds? Not real. They’re projectors. Every 

pigeon you see is replaying footage from 2004.” 

His phone buzzed. 

He frowned. 

Then he saw the caller ID: 

“UNKNOWN – LEVEL RED – RING 1” 

He answered. 

There was a brief, greasy silence. 

Then a voice: 

“Knox. This is him. The big one. The real me. They replaced me. With... a 

thinker.” 

Knox sat up straight. 

“Say that again.” 

“They replaced me. He wears glasses. He knows things. He told NATO 

they were ‘beautiful.’” 

Knox’s eyes widened. 

“Oh my God. It’s true. I knew it.” 

“I need you. I need your listeners. I need your platform. Also, I need a 

ride and maybe some chicken nuggets.” 
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Knox stood, grabbing a tactical vest and a camcorder the size of a 

loaf of bread. 

“Where are you?” 

“Behind a Waffle Hut. Between a dumpster and... a ferret.” 

Knox’s voice dropped to a reverent hush. 

“Stay there, sir. I’m coming. And I’m bringing the truth cannon.” 

Three Hours Later 

Knox’s rusted-out van—painted camouflage and covered in bumper 

stickers that read “Chemtrails Made Me Bald” and “Flat Earth, Sharp 

Mind”—screeched to a halt. 

Donald emerged from the shadows like a reality star late to his own 

spin-off. 

Knox gasped. 

“Sir... you are real.” 

Donald grinned, arms outstretched. 

“Of course I’m real. Who else could get banned from Twitter twice in 

one day?” 

They embraced like two men who had never once questioned 

themselves. 

Then Donald leaned in. 

“They think I’m gone, Knox. But I’ve got something better than power 

now.” 

“What’s that?” 

Donald’s eyes gleamed. 

“A second term... without accountability.” 

Knox’s breath caught in his throat. 

They climbed into the van. 

Together, they would begin their mission: to crash the State of the 

Union, expose the twinspiracy, and prove once and for all that 
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America still preferred its lunatics loud, orange, and proudly 

undercooked. 
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Chapter 6: “Two Lumps, One White House” 

In Washington, they had stopped asking if it was the real President. 

They were now asking if it mattered. 

Over the past two weeks, “President Lump”—a man formerly known for 

misspelling his own name on Christmas cards—had delivered a 

sweeping infrastructure proposal, redefined the concept of “executive 

empathy,” and begun hosting weekly town halls titled “Ask Me 

Anything (Except About My Spray Tan).” 

His approval rating had ballooned to 74%. 

Even NPR started using the phrase “Lumpian Wisdom” unironically. 

And somewhere in the bowels of the White House, Maggie Doyle was 

losing her mind one binder at a time. 

She sat at the long polished table in the Situation Room, flanked by 

eight senior advisors, three generals, and one emotional support turtle 

named Gary—brought in last year during the Trade War for morale. 

She slapped the latest polling summary onto the table. 

“This is not sustainable,” she growled. “He’s quoting Confucius, 

appointing scientists to science positions, and rejecting corporate 

donors. He refused a Super PAC last night. Refused it. He said, and I 

quote: ‘Money has no conscience.’” 

The others stared in silence, unsure whether to applaud or weep. 

General Hartley, a former tank commander with a permanent 

eyebrow twitch, finally spoke. 

“I mean… is it working?” 

“Of course it’s working!” Maggie snapped. “That’s the problem. The 

man currently occupying the Oval Office is not the man we spent 

years making excuses for. Not the man who demanded a military 
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flyover at his birthday party. Not the man who once tried to declare his 

own necktie a national monument.” 

She threw her pen down. 

“He’s… likable.” 

Communications Director Theo mumbled, “He’s actually… nice to 

interns.” 

“Exactly!” Maggie shouted, standing. “When the public starts to like 

the idea of competence, it’s a short walk to expecting it.” 

A heavy silence settled. 

Then Gary the turtle sneezed. 

Elsewhere in the White House 

Ronald Lump sat quietly in the Oval Office, cross-legged on the 

Resolute Desk, sipping jasmine tea and reading Letters to a Young 

Poet. Across from him sat a tech executive who had come to request 

deregulation for his social media platform. 

Instead, he received a haiku: 

“Speech should not be sold— 

Algorithms are not gods. 

Log off. Go touch grass.” 

The executive burst into tears and promised to dismantle his company. 

Ronald nodded politely. 

“Next,” he called. 

Aides shuffled in. Some with policy memos. Some with questions about 

lunch. 

He fielded each with calm, deliberate compassion—and an eerie, 

monk-like stillness. A calm President, it turned out, was wildly 

disorienting. 
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At one point, he paused and looked toward the Jefferson bust on the 

mantel. 

“You think they’ll figure it out soon?” he asked softly. 

Maggie entered, right on cue. 

“They know something has changed,” she said. 

Ronald didn’t flinch. “And?” 

“They don’t care.” 

Ronald looked up. 

“That’s the real problem, isn’t it?” 

Maggie walked to the window, arms folded. “They don’t care whether 

it’s really him. As long as the face is familiar and the words don’t hurt 

their feelings, they’re fine with it.” 

He stood and joined her at the window. 

“So what now?” 

“I should be panicking,” she said. “Should be calling lawyers. Alerting 

Congress. Filing whistleblower reports to every watchdog agency this 

country has left.” 

“But?” 

She turned to him. 

“But you’re… fixing things.” 

He raised an eyebrow. 

“You’re not making the world dumber. You’re not dividing people. 

You’re not tweeting at Denmark.” 

He gave a small smile. “Not yet.” 

She shook her head. “And I hate that I’m saying this… but maybe 

we’re better off.” 

Ronald looked at her. 
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“Would you say that,” he asked carefully, “even if it meant the real 

President never returned?” 

Maggie exhaled. 

Then said, “Yes.” 

Meanwhile, in a desert motel with a vending machine full of off-brand 

colas… 

Donald Lump poured sugar packets into a Styrofoam cup and shouted 

into Knox Fallon’s ancient camcorder. 

“THEY’VE REPLACED ME. I’M THE REAL ONE. AND THIS IS WAR.” 

He donned a makeshift cape made of waffle house napkins, then 

tripped over a suitcase labeled “2024: The Reawakening.” 

Knox adjusted the focus. 

“Sir,” he whispered, “the people are gonna freak out when they see 

this. It’s you… unplugged.” 

Donald leaned in. 

“I want this on every screen. Every channel. Even Animal Planet. 

Especially Animal Planet. Those lemurs have reach.” 

Knox nodded solemnly. 

“Operation: Digital Reclamation begins now.” 
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Chapter 7: “The Lump Doctrine” 

When the historians of tomorrow ask what the Lump Doctrine was, they 

will find conflicting answers. 

Some will describe it as a quiet revolution of ideas, others as a soft 

coup led by a man with too many cardigans. There will be footnotes. 

Diagrams. Heated symposiums. One Netflix docuseries narrated 

entirely by Morgan Freeman’s cousin, Carl. 

But the truth, as always, is stranger and more beige. 

The Lump Doctrine was introduced not through legislation, but through 

a thirty-seven-minute fireside chat livestreamed on every social media 

platform, school smartboard, and gas station TV in the contiguous 

United States. 

Ronald Lump sat in a leather armchair, dressed in an unbranded grey 

hoodie, flanked by no flags, no seals—only a bonsai tree named Fred 

and a sleeping golden retriever named Democracy. 

He spoke calmly. Not down to the people, but as if they were, in 

theory, capable of thought. 

“We are not left or right,” he said. “We are forward. Or we are asleep.” 

“We are addicted to noise, allergic to nuance, and governed by 

meme.” 

“Let’s change that.” 

The First Ten Points of the Lump Doctrine (abridged) 

1. Mandatory Weekly Silence: Every American citizen must spend 

fifteen minutes per week in deliberate silence. No phone, no TV, 

no noise. Just... being. Violators receive a stern letter and a 

coupon for herbal tea. 

2. Lobbyists Relocated to Nebraska: All federal lobbying activity 

must now occur inside a former Walmart outside Lincoln, 
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Nebraska. No phones allowed. All proposals must be delivered in 

interpretive dance. 

3. Bacon-Free Federal Buildings: “If we can’t regulate Wall Street, 

we’ll start with cholesterol.” 

4. National Reading Hour: Thursdays, 8–9 PM. All non-essential 

screens go dark. Libraries reopen. A national hotline offers book 

recommendations based on your last five Google searches. 

5. New Cabinet Position: Secretary of Wonder: Tasked with restoring 

national curiosity. First initiative: turning abandoned strip malls 

into observatories. 

6. Military Rebudgeted for Climate Readiness: Aircraft carriers now 

include desalination plants. Missiles decommissioned and turned 

into wind turbines. Pentagon rebranded as The Pause-a-gon. 

7. Tax Breaks for Small Acts of Kindness: Verified good deeds 

(helping strangers, returning carts, complimenting DMV workers) 

filed with your taxes earn you up to $200 in “Civic Credit.” 

8. AI Ethics Council Formed—Made of Kindergarteners: "They're less 

biased," Ronald explained. “Also better with crayons.” 

9. National Anthem Now Optional: Replaced with regional playlists 

curated by local artists. Detroit gets Motown. Kentucky gets 

bluegrass. Florida gets... well, jazz and warnings. 

10. The President Will Hold Monthly Q&A Sessions, Unscripted: “No 

notes. No teleprompter. Just thoughts. If I can't explain myself, I 

shouldn't be in charge.” 

Reaction was… mixed. 

On MSNBC: 

“Radical transparency. Revolutionary calm. Is Lump a philosopher-king 

in a hoodie?” 



 

Page 29 of 107 

On FOX: 

“Is he banning bacon? And silence?! THIS IS HOW DICTATORSHIPS 

START.” 

On Reddit: 

“Hot take: This is like if Mister Rogers and Marcus Aurelius had a baby 

and raised it in a think tank.” 

On TikTok: 

#SilenceChallenge went viral. Teens filmed themselves being quiet for 

fifteen seconds, then screamed into pillows. 

Meanwhile, Congress scrambled to understand what, exactly, they 

were supposed to do. No bills had been introduced. No executive 

orders filed. 

And yet… people were doing it anyway. 

Silence surged. Kindness trended. Libraries ran out of cards. 

The President had stopped ruling and started suggesting. It was 

infuriating. 

In the White House kitchen 

Ronald stirred a pot of lentils, humming an old lullaby, when Maggie 

entered holding a memo titled: 

URGENT: IS HE LEGALLY PRESIDENT OR A WELL-DRESSED COUP? 

“You’re breaking the system,” she said without preamble. 

He ladled her a bowl. “It needed breaking.” 

“You’re governing by tone.” 

He shrugged. “It’s working.” 

Maggie sat. Took a bite. Grudgingly admitted the lentils were perfect. 

“You know this can’t last.” 
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“I know,” Ronald said, sipping from a handmade ceramic mug labeled 

'Existence Is Weird.' “But I’m giving them a taste of what sanity feels 

like. Just enough to cause withdrawal.” 

She eyed him. 

“You’re playing a long game.” 

“I’m not playing,” he said. 

Then he paused. Smiled. 

“Well… not just playing.” 

Meanwhile, in a motel room lined with conspiracy corkboards and 

empty ketchup packets… 

Donald Lump screamed into his phone. 

“They’re falling for it, Knox! The calmness! The book-reading! He’s 

weaponizing wisdom! It’s disgusting!” 

Knox nodded solemnly. 

“We have to strike.” 

Donald nodded. “We hijack the State of the Union. Go full reveal. Me 

vs. him. Two men enter, one exits with the launch codes.” 

Knox clapped his hands. 

“Let’s do this.” 

And in that moment, surrounded by wrappers, rage, and the aroma of 

lost dignity, the real Donald Lump prepared for war. 

Not with bombs. 

With cameras. 
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Chapter 8: “Deep Fry the Deep State” 

It began in a gas station bathroom somewhere outside Harrisburg, 

Pennsylvania. As all great revolutions do. 

Donald Lump sat on the sink counter, draped in a knockoff military 

jacket he found at a Goodwill bin labeled “Costume Use Only.” He 

stared into the mirror—not to reflect, but to rehearse. 

“People of America,” he intoned, dramatically adjusting his collar, 

“you have been misled. Replaced. Gaslit. Canceled. Glutened.” 

He pointed at the mirror. 

“I am the State of the Union.” 

Behind him, Knox Fallon emerged from the stall with a whiteboard, a 

GoPro, and what looked like a bag of fireworks labeled “FOR PATRIOT 

USE ONLY.” 

“We're set,” Knox said. “The plan is elegant, disruptive, and 

guaranteed to confuse at least four branches of government.” 

“There are only three branches,” Donald replied. 

Knox nodded. “Not anymore. We’ve added ‘influencer.’” 

Operation: Double Trouble was technically not an operation—it was a 

livestream blueprint scribbled on a napkin from a Waffle Dungeon. 

The plan was simple: 

1. Hack the State of the Union broadcast. 

2. Insert Donald’s live “Truth Address” during Ronald’s speech. 

3. Emerge live on the House floor flanked by a small army of unpaid 

interns in camo hoodies. 

Victory was, in Donald’s words, “inevitable, patriotic, and a little moist.” 
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Phase One: Assemble the Strike Team 

They recruited from the usual channels: online forums with names like 

“EagleTime420” and “NoSheepleZone.” Within hours, they had a loyal 

squadron of twelve volunteers—all armed with burner phones, vape 

pens, and startling levels of emotional instability. 

The team included: 

• Chaz the Hacker, who once jailbroke an electric toothbrush and 

called it a revolution. 

• Misty-Lynn, who believed QAnon was too mainstream. 

• Don Jr. Jr., a young man whose actual name was Greg, but who 

legally changed it “for branding.” 

All of them agreed to work for exposure and coupons for freedom fries. 

Phase Two: Secure the Entry Point 

Knox’s cousin, a disgraced HVAC technician, delivered the key: a duct 

map of the Capitol Building that hadn’t been updated since the 

Truman administration. 

“This is it,” Donald whispered. “The map to the Last Air Vent.” 

They would enter through Tunnel G, a forgotten maintenance shaft 

once used to deliver cheese platters to high-ranking Senators. 

Knox handed Donald a tactical fanny pack filled with essentials: 

• Bacon jerky 

• Fake presidential ID badge (name: “Donaldo Lumpè”) 

• Emergency bronzer 

• Flash drive labeled “THE TRUTH.zip” 

Donald strapped it on like a man preparing for the final boss battle of a 

video game he hadn’t read the tutorial for. 
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Phase Three: Execute the Chaos 

The night of the State of the Union arrived like a final exam nobody 

studied for. 

The world tuned in. Live from the Capitol, President Lump—Ronald, the 

wise, the careful, the curated—was scheduled to address a joint 

session of Congress. Americans watched from homes, bars, phones, 

hospital beds, underground bunkers, and one Chili’s in Reno hosting a 

themed trivia night titled “Did Lump Get an Upgrade?” 

In the bowels of the Capitol, Donald and his squad of “freedom 

tacticians” moved through the air vents like a clogged system of 

righteous cholesterol. 

“Almost there,” Knox whispered. “One more junction and we’re in the 

HVAC above the press gallery.” 

“Excellent,” Donald muttered. “Let’s interrupt democracy the right 

way—with a deeply confusing monologue and mediocre lighting.” 

He adjusted his toupee helmet, tightened his rhinestone belt, and 

pulled out the flash drive. 

“America’s about to remember what real leadership tastes like.” 

“What does it taste like?” Misty-Lynn asked. 

Donald grinned. 

“Deep-fried accountability.” 
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Chapter 9: “The Stylist’s Deal” 

There were four clocks in The Stylist’s private chamber beneath the 

West Wing. None of them told the correct time. One ticked backward. 

One was frozen at 11:11. One chimed at random intervals to play the 

first five notes of the national anthem, then stopped. And the fourth 

wasn’t a clock at all—it was a mirror. 

Because The Stylist didn’t measure time. 

He measured aesthetic consequence. 

He stood before the mirror, gently straightening the cuffs of his ivory 

double-breasted jacket, when Maggie Doyle entered—unannounced, 

uninvited, and fully out of patience. 

He did not turn to greet her. 

“Did you come for reassurance,” he asked, “or absolution?” 

“Neither,” Maggie snapped. “I came for the truth.” 

The Stylist finally turned. His face was ageless. His eyes sparkled with the 

faint amusement of a man who had spent three decades making the 

powerful appear taller. 

“Then let us be ugly,” he said. “Sit.” 

She remained standing. “I know you made the switch. I know Ronald’s 

not supposed to be there.” 

“No,” he replied, “he is supposed to be there. He always was. It was 

the other one who was temporary.” 

Maggie blinked. “You mean Donald?” 

“I mean the performance.” He walked toward a decanter of glacial 

spring water and poured himself a glass. “Donald was the character. 

The role America auditioned for. And Ronald is the understudy who 

showed up prepared.” 

“He’s rewriting the system.” 
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The Stylist smiled. “Yes. And he’s doing it beautifully.” 

Maggie’s voice sharpened. “You knew this would happen. You built 

the myth, then swapped the man.” 

“I curated the possibility,” he said coolly. “The people supplied the 

belief.” 

She shook her head. “This is a violation of everything the Constitution 

stands for.” 

“Is it?” He gestured to the room’s walls—lined with portraits of 

presidents, each one subtly retouched. “Or is it the logical evolution of 

a system that no longer cares about truth—only presentation?” 

He stepped forward now, slow and deliberate. 

“You think power is in votes and branches and law. But power… is in 

story. Whoever tells the best one, wins.” 

Maggie’s breath caught. “You’re not a stylist. You’re a manipulator.” 

He raised an eyebrow. “Words are wardrobe. I dress nations.” 

There was silence. 

Then Maggie spoke, quietly: “He’s gone rogue.” 

The Stylist tilted his head. “Which one?” 

She hesitated. 

Exactly. 

Meanwhile… in the Capitol 

Above the press gallery, a ventilation grate loosened with a soft 

metallic groan. 

Fourteen faces peered through: Donald’s red with anticipation, Knox’s 

fogged by excitement, and Misty-Lynn’s glittered with patriot-themed 

eye shadow. 
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Below, Ronald Lump stood at the podium, calm as sunrise, preparing 

to deliver the most anticipated State of the Union address in modern 

history. 

“I think we’re in position,” Knox whispered. 

Donald pulled out the flash drive. 

“America,” he muttered, “prepare for deja vu with sauce.” 

Back in the White House 

Maggie turned to leave. 

The Stylist spoke one final time. 

“Before you try to stop him,” he said, “you must ask yourself the hardest 

question in politics.” 

She paused. 

“What’s that?” 

He sipped his water, then whispered: 

“What if the better liar is telling the better truth?” 
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Chapter 10: “The Debate of One” 

The State of the Union Address began with a standing ovation, a drone 

flyover, and a moment of silence for “all those still in group chats with 

relatives who forward political memes.” 

It was elegant. Respectful. 

Entirely misleading. 

Ronald Lump stepped to the podium with calm grace, dressed in a 

perfectly tailored navy suit, a tie the color of compromise, and a 

posture that whispered: “I’ve been to therapy.” 

He cleared his throat. 

“Madam Speaker, Members of Congress, fellow Americans... tonight I 

speak not as a party figure, nor even as your President, but as 

something far stranger—” 

He paused. 

“—a public servant who likes the public.” 

A soft laugh rippled through the chamber. 

“I’ve been called many things. Unusual. Unexpected. Unrecognizable. 

I understand. Because change is frightening. 

Especially when it wears a familiar face.” 

On a monitor, somewhere in the press gallery rafters, a red light 

blinked. 

Knox Fallon gave a thumbs up. 

Donald Lump leaned into the mic of his GoPro. 

“Hit it.” 

The screen behind Ronald exploded to life. 

Not literally—this wasn’t the kind of administration that allowed literal 

explosions indoors anymore—but metaphorically, it was thunder. 
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Suddenly, behind the podium, on every screen, on every phone tuned 

in across the country, another Lump appeared. 

Same face. Same hair. Different vibe. 

Donald Lump. 

Live. Unfiltered. Uninvited. 

“HELLO, AMERICA,” he bellowed. “IT’S ME. THE REAL ME. THE ONLY ME. 

THE ONE YOU FELL IN LOVE WITH WHILE EATING TACO BOWLS IN 2016.” 

The chamber froze. 

Mouths dropped. Eyeglasses fogged. Senator Graham dropped his 

cup of Pedialyte. 

Donald pointed dramatically from the screen. 

“THAT MAN UP THERE IS A FRAUD. A COPY. A FAKE WITH BOOK CLUB 

ENERGY.” 

Ronald blinked slowly. Set down his water. 

Then turned calmly to face the camera. 

“Hello, brother.” 

Gasps swept the room. Half the nation screamed into their throw 

pillows. The other half Googled “Can Presidents have twins and just not 

tell anyone?” 

Donald sneered from the screen. 

“You stole my life. My fans. My bacon. You’re up there quoting dead 

guys while I’m down here crawling through vents like Die Hard with 

extra cholesterol.” 

Ronald folded his hands. 

“You were tired. The country was tired. I simply… stepped in.” 

“Stepped in? You hijacked my brand! I made nationalism cool again! I 

turned yelling into a fiscal policy!” 

Ronald nodded, gently. 
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“And I turned silence into a civic virtue.” 

A low murmur moved through the room like an incoming wave of 

indigestion. 

Then Donald shouted: 

“So let the people decide.” 

“Right now. Me or him. 

The Thinker... or the Original Flavor.” 

In homes across the nation, smartphones vibrated with a single 

question from a push notification: 

Which Lump should remain President? 

• Donald: The Original 

• Ronald: The Upgrade 

Voters had 90 seconds. Write-ins were enabled. 

Democracy, meet Twitch poll. 

On the House Floor 

While the vote ran, Donald handed Knox the GoPro and scrambled 

down from the gallery. The guards at the chamber entrance hesitated 

before a face they had been trained to salute. Donald took that as 

clearance. 

Maggie Doyle stood frozen in the observation gallery, watching two 

men with the same face stand toe-to-toe beneath the Capitol Dome. 

Ronald took the mic. 

“I do not wish to fight you. I do not wish to replace you.” 

Donald stepped into the spotlight beside him. 

“Then why did you try to lead my people?” 

Ronald paused. 
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“Because they were desperate. And I could offer… something else.” 

“Something else?” 

“Something calm.” 

Donald turned to the audience. 

“And you liked it, didn’t you? You liked the way he talked. 

He read you bedtime stories and called it policy. 

But deep down, you missed me.” 

There was silence. 

Then a slow, solitary clap from somewhere in the back. 

Then another. 

Then a ripple of confused applause. The chamber split—not just by 

party, but by tempo. 

Half clapped on beat. Half off. America in miniature. 

The two Lumps stood silently in the middle of it, each waiting for the 

verdict not from the courts, but from the mood. 

The Vote Closed. 

Final results: 

• Donald: 48.7% 

• Ronald: 48.7% 

• 2.6%: “Can we keep both?” 

A tie. 

A paradox. 

A glitch in the political Matrix. 

Ronald stepped forward. 

“I withdraw,” he said. 
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Donald looked stunned. “You what?” 

“I was never meant to stay. Only to steady the ship.” 

Donald squinted. “Is this reverse psychology?” 

Ronald smiled. “Would it work if it were?” 

Then he turned to the chamber. 

“You’ve seen both sides of the mirror now. 

A leader who shouts. A leader who listens. 

A showman. A scholar. 

Choose who you wish to become.” 

He walked away. 

No security stopped him. No one dared. 

Donald stood alone in the spotlight, squinting into the crowd. 

Then slowly—uncertainly—he raised his hand. 

And waved. 
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Chapter 11: “The Voter’s Choice” 

America woke up the next morning with a collective emotional 

hangover and a single nationwide question echoing from every 

screen, speaker, and subway platform: 

“So… which one is president now?” 

It was on t-shirts, coffee mugs, parody musicals (“The Lump Identity” 

opened off-Broadway in record time), and emergency therapy hotline 

menus. 

Talk radio buzzed with new urgency. 

Caller #1: “The real one’s the one who yelled more. That’s how I know 

it’s him.” 

Caller #2: “No, the real one was the one who blinked. That was so 

brave.” 

Caller #3: “I just want the economy to stop flirting with me and commit 

already.” 

Cable news entered a full existential breakdown. 

On CNN: 

“Tonight, we ask legal experts: can a nation be gaslit by a hologram?” 

On FOX: 

“Only ONE Lump said bacon should be mandatory. You do the math.” 

On MSNBC: 

“Our panel of twelve former philosophers discusses which twin was 

more emotionally congruent.” 

On TikTok: 

A viral dance called #WhichLumpWednesday involved spinning in a 

circle and falling down confused. 

The Supreme Court considered issuing an opinion, but the justices got 

into a heated debate over whether the Constitution prohibits 

duplicate charismas. 
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Meanwhile, in America’s Heartland 

Carol Hendershot, a retired librarian from Topeka, Kansas, stared at her 

TV, arms folded, husband snoring beside her. She’d voted in every 

election since 1972. But now? 

“Honestly,” she muttered, “they’re both better than the last three 

presidents and my ex-husband.” 

She turned to her golden retriever, Pancake. 

“What do you think?” 

Pancake sneezed. Carol nodded. 

“That’s what I thought. Keep the quiet one, but let the loud one host 

game shows.” 

Meanwhile, at the White House 

Ronald was gone. 

Vanished without security detail, press statement, or monogrammed 

slippers. No forwarding address. No leaked exit photo. 

Just a single handwritten note left in the Oval Office, taped to the 

back of a bust of Lincoln: 

“Truth is a performance too. 

Don’t confuse silence with surrender. 

Don’t confuse applause with clarity. 

And please—water the bonsai. 

– R” 

The press dubbed it The Quiet Exit. 

Maggie Doyle found herself standing in that office later that day, 

holding the note, the nation’s future, and an iced Americano that no 

longer gave her the same adrenaline spike. 

Across the room, Donald Lump sat in the presidential chair, slowly 

spinning in place, wearing a bathrobe and a look of genuine 

confusion. 
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“You think they’ll notice if I just… keep going?” he asked. 

Maggie exhaled. “They already noticed. They just didn’t mind.” 

He raised an eyebrow. “So I win?” 

She looked at him. 

“You… endure.” 

He seemed satisfied with that. 

Later That Night: National News Broadcast 

The anchor leaned forward, weary but polished. 

“Tonight, with no clear legal resolution and no federal agency 

prepared to untangle the metaphysical disaster of presidential identity, 

Congress has passed a temporary measure allowing President Lump to 

remain in office—though they declined to specify which one.” 

“In related news, Americans report record levels of cognitive 

dissonance, but also… unprecedented calm.” 

“And now: a look at what the Lump Doctrine has done to the National 

Park Service’s poetry initiative.” 

Final Polling Snapshot (Unofficial): 

• 38% believed Donald was still the President. 

• 35% believed Ronald should be. 

• 21% believed the twins were metaphors. 

• 6% had given up and started a goat farm. 

And somewhere, in a quiet cabin, far from power and politics… 
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Ronald Lump sat beside a fire, reading Don Quixote in its original 

Spanish. 

He sipped tea, smiled faintly, and whispered to no one in particular: 

“They chose. 

Not between men. 

Between stories.” 
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Chapter 12: “Exit Stage Left” 

Three weeks after the Great Lumpening, as pundits called it (despite 

widespread public protest), Washington was calm. 

Not normal—normal had retired years ago and taken up candle-

making in Vermont—but calm. 

Donald Lump was, officially and unambiguously, the President of the 

United States again. The public had stopped asking which one he was. 

Most assumed the philosopher had been a phase. A limited-time offer. 

A dream or a soft reboot. 

And Donald, to his credit, adjusted. 

He tweeted slightly less. He fired no one for at least nine days. He even, 

on two separate occasions, paused during a sentence. 

America called it growth. 

In the Oval Office 

Maggie Doyle poured herself a glass of still water and stared at the 

door Ronald had once passed through—quietly, completely. 

Donald spun in the leather chair like a child trying to feel something. 

“So... it’s over?” 

Maggie didn’t answer right away. She looked at the framed photo of 

the inaugural handshake—one face, two minds, one absurd nation. 

“You’re President,” she said. “That’s never over.” 

He grinned. 

“I’m thinking we run again. Double down. New slogan: ‘Same Guy. Still 

Here.’” 

Maggie sighed. “Incredible how often the worst idea is the winning 

one.” 
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He stood, walked to the window, and stared at the South Lawn. Secret 

Service agents were trying to guide a stray peacock off the premises. It 

resisted arrest. 

“You think they miss him?” Donald asked. “The smart one?” 

Maggie shrugged. “I think they miss the idea of missing something.” 

Donald nodded slowly. 

Then chuckled. “He really wore sweaters.” 

“They were cashmere.” 

“God. What a nerd.” 

One Month Later 

Library of Congress Duck Pond 

It was a quiet afternoon. Autumn leaves floated lazily on the surface of 

the water. A young girl—five, maybe six—tossed breadcrumbs to a 

small line of ducks waddling near the edge. 

Seated on a bench nearby, two older men in identical grey cardigans 

watched her. 

One wore aviator sunglasses and cradled a hot dog. The other read a 

weathered copy of Plato’s Republic. 

Neither spoke. They didn’t need to. 

The girl turned to her mother, who stood nearby, sipping tea and 

scrolling headlines. 

“Mom,” she asked, “which one was the President?” 

The mother looked over. Both men smiled at her—the same smile. The 

same squint. 

She shrugged. 

“Does it matter?” 
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The girl threw another crumb. 

The ducks quacked. 

And somewhere behind the sky, the Republic giggled softly. 
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Epilogue: A Note from the Stylist 

In a footnote buried deep within a political memoir nobody read, a 

single line appeared: 

“Power never cares who wears the mask, as long as the applause 

continues. 

– The Stylist” 
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Epilogue: The Second Face 

Maggie Doyle stood alone in the Map Room, the only space in the 

White House where the furniture refused to lie. 

She turned the envelope over in her hand. The one The Stylist had left 

behind. The one she hadn’t told anyone about. Not even Ronald. 

Inside, a note. A single line, in silver ink: 

“There were three.” 

She folded the paper back into the envelope. 

But when she looked again, a second sheet had appeared—one that 

hadn’t been there before. 

This one was blank. Except for a single fingerprint in the corner. 

Her own. 

She blinked. 

And in the window’s reflection, just for a moment, 

she saw a second version of herself—smiling. 



 

Page 51 of 107 

Volume II 

The Mirror Presidency 

He didn’t change. You did. 
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Chapter 1: The Second Face 

It wasn’t the envelope that unsettled Maggie Doyle. 

It was the way it stayed warm. 

No matter how long it sat untouched on her desk—no matter how cold 

the air conditioning got in the Situation Room—this envelope, the 

second of its kind, radiated the slight, persistent warmth of intent. 

Not heat. Not threat. Just... attention. As if it were watching her through 

its own seal. 

The first envelope had said: 

“There were three.” 

She’d burned that one. 

This envelope had arrived exactly seven days later. No courier. No 

fingerprints. Just her name, written in calligraphy so immaculate it 

practically hummed. 

She opened it. 

A single note, same as before. Same paper. Same font. 

“One face for the cameras. One for the country.” 

She flipped it over. Nothing. No emblem. No date. Just the faint trace 

of a fingerprint—hers, pressed before she touched it. 

She stared at it, and for the first time in her White House career, Maggie 

Doyle felt like the message was inside her, and the paper was just the 

courtesy. 

Ronald had returned to the White House at Donald’s request, 

ostensibly as an adviser. Donald wanted the approval ratings without 

the homework. He began delegating briefings, then appearances, 

until the cameras routinely found Ronald while the official schedule 

continued to name Donald. 
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Outside, the President was delivering his third consecutive press 

conference without error. 

He quoted Montesquieu. He cross-referenced footnotes in real time. 

He answered questions without attacking the reporters asking them. 

He even—God help them—paused for thought. 

Ronald Orville Lump was performing presidential function at a level the 

country had forgotten to expect. 

And that was the problem. 

Because Maggie wasn’t sure if it was still Ronald. 

Or if it had ever been. 

She poured herself a glass of water and didn’t drink it. 

Instead, she walked to the west window and stared at the rose 

garden. 

There he was—Ronald—walking with the Belgian ambassador. Waving. 

Smiling. A man of thought and posture. 

And then he turned toward the window. Toward her. And waved 

again. 

But something about the gesture was off. 

Not the hand. 

Not the timing. 

It was the eyes. 

They weren’t looking at her. 

They were watching her watch. 

She dropped the curtain. 

In the hallway outside her office, Knox Fallon leaned against a pillar 

and sipped cold coffee like it was whiskey. His eyes were red. His 

jacket—possibly from the Reagan era. 



 

Page 54 of 107 

“You ever feel like you’re being followed by your own government?” 

he said. 

“Every day,” Maggie replied. 

“No, I mean... followed. Like it’s copying your steps. And then walking 

ahead of you.” 

She looked at him. He held up a Polaroid. 

It showed the President giving a speech from four days in the future. 

Same podium. Same tie. Same words. Maggie remembered them. 

They hadn’t been said yet. 

“I pulled it from a glitch in the official feed archive,” Knox said. “It’s not 

a leak. It’s a pre-recording. From a timeline we haven’t lived.” 

She stared at the image. 

And behind the podium—in the reflection on the presidential 

teleprompter— 

she saw two faces. 

Both the same. 

But one was smiling. 

And the other was watching. 
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Chapter 2: Memory Briefings 

The morning briefing was scheduled for 9:00 a.m. sharp. 

At 8:52 a.m., the President entered the Roosevelt Room, already 

speaking. 

“We’ll begin with revisions to the International Data Repatriation Act. 

I’ve asked Commerce to reframe the transnational disclosure 

threshold.” 

Maggie blinked. 

There had been no discussion of that legislation. Not in the last year. 

Not in the last administration. 

No staffer in the room recognized the phrase. 

But no one corrected him. 

Because the President—Ronald? Donald?—continued as if the idea 

were common knowledge. As if it had been briefed a dozen times 

before. As if it had already passed. 

After the meeting, Maggie cornered the legislative director. 

“Did you prep him on that bill?” 

“On what bill?” 

“The data repatriation act.” 

The director stared. Then laughed nervously. 

“That’s not a thing.” 

By noon, five new policy documents had appeared in the Executive 

Archive—each one citing statutes that hadn’t been written yet. One 

memo was signed a year in advance. Another cited a source labeled 

only: 

"The President's Intuition." 

Maggie opened a classified browser and searched the name of the 

fictitious bill. No results in federal records. 

But dozens of blog posts began appearing—retrodated—referring to it 

like it was common knowledge. 
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That evening, Knox Fallon recorded a special emergency podcast. 

He titled it: "The Mandela President." 

“We remember a man who was erratic, dangerous, and impulsive. 

But suddenly, that man is gone. 

Replaced by calm, coherence, and strategy— 

And nobody’s asking why. 

Because we want it. 

Because we prefer memory loss to civil unrest. 

Because we’re complicit in the erasure.” 

He paused. Rewound his own tape. 

Realized he’d already recorded the exact episode… three days ago. 

Elsewhere in the White House, staff began referring to the 

Commander-in-Chief in code. 

Not “Mr. President.” 

Not “Ronald.” 

Not even “He.” 

Just: 

“The Figure.” 

As in: 

“The Figure will be five minutes late.” 

“The Figure already signed that, I think.” 

“The Figure doesn’t need sleep. The Figure absorbs the concept of 

sleep.” 

At 3:33 a.m., Maggie received an alert. 

The digital surveillance archive had just registered a breach from a 

nonexistent user. The file accessed? 

"RONALD_LUMP_BIO_1.0 – ORIGINAL DRAFT" 

She clicked it. 
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The file opened to a single sentence: 

“He was always meant to be remembered differently.” 

And then it self-erased. 
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Chapter 3: Internal Affairs 

The President signed a bipartisan education reform bill at 10:06 a.m. 

At 10:18, he denied it existed. 

“No, no—fake. Didn’t happen,” he said to a reporter, waving off the 

televised footage that showed him smiling behind the podium as he 

signed it with a commemorative pen. 

“You were there, sir,” the journalist said. “You said it was a ‘win for both 

sides.’” 

“Fake win,” he replied. “Fake sides. You people make up everything.” 

He smiled. Affably. Then asked for ice cream. 

By noon, the bill had vanished from the Congressional docket. 

Staffers insisted they’d worked on it for months, though none of their 

hard drives contained the files anymore. 

One intern claimed she had the original draft on paper. She brought it 

to Maggie’s office, but when they unfolded it, the page was blank—

except for a coffee ring shaped exactly like the presidential seal. 

“He’s un-signing history,” Maggie whispered. 

Meanwhile, rumors began to circulate. 

One claimed Donald—the original—had been spotted in Prague. Or 

Finland. Or the lower level of a Planet Fitness in Fort Lauderdale. 

Another said he’d been quietly moved to a facility labeled 

“Presidential Shadow Holding.” 

No one had ever heard of it. But everyone believed it. 

Knox Fallon, obsessed with tracking the Lumps across timelines, was 

constructing a chart using yarn, mirrors, and official seating charts. 

“Donald is the ego. Ronald is the ideal. But something’s missing. A third 

pattern. A stabilizer. A shadow loop.” 
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He stared at the center of the board—where no yarn connected. 

“Who governs when neither is in the room?” 

Maggie discovered something worse. 

A new internal clearance form: “White House Access Protocol L3: 

Identity Uncertainty Workflow.” 

It asked staffers to confirm, daily: 

1. Which version of the President they believe they spoke to. 

2. Whether that version acknowledged their name. 

3. Whether mirrors in the room reflected one or multiple entities. 

The form required a signature. 

At the bottom, someone had written in red ink: 

“There is no Ronald. There is no Donald. There is only the performance 

you require.” 

That night, in the residence, Maggie stood in front of the President as 

he reviewed a military strategy report. 

“Sir, did you sign the education bill this morning?” 

“Which version of me are you asking?” 

She hesitated. 

He smiled again. 

“Because I’m not sure I was him at the time.” 
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Chapter 4: The Stylist Returns 

The return was never announced. 

It never had been. 

The Stylist did not schedule appointments. They happened. Like 

migraines or apparitions. Or memory corrections. 

At 2:12 a.m., Maggie Doyle entered the East Wing linen closet and 

found it three feet wider and softly lit. The linens were folded 

differently—by color, yes, but also by mood. On a small iron stool sat 

The Stylist, sipping from a matte-black teacup labeled “No Comment.” 

“You changed the room,” Maggie said. 

“The room changed to accommodate the tension,” The Stylist replied. 

“Architecture prefers stability. Leadership does not.” 

Maggie sat on the only available surface: a perfectly upholstered 

ottoman that had once belonged to Margaret Thatcher’s travel 

ghostwriter. 

“He’s glitching,” she said flatly. “They’re blending. Or fracturing. Or—” 

“Or the separation was never clean,” The Stylist interrupted. 

They placed a folder on their lap, unopened. Its cover read only: 

“Continuity Doctrine: DOL-X.” 

“You introduced Ronald to replace Donald,” Maggie continued. 

“I never replaced anyone,” said The Stylist. “I re-apportioned 

charisma.” 

Maggie’s voice dropped. 

“Are they the same person?” 

The Stylist smiled. Slowly. Pityingly. 

“This administration is not a man. It is a prism.” 
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They opened the folder. Inside was a single page, blank save for one 

mirrored phrase: 

“You were not supposed to see the original.” 

That same day, Knox Fallon received a cassette tape in an envelope 

postmarked 1987. 

It was labeled: “Voice Sample — Unclassified Twin? DO NOT DIG.” 

He played it. 

The voice was calm. Thoughtful. Familiar. 

But it didn’t sound like Donald. 

And it didn’t sound like Ronald. 

It sounded like... both. 

Only quieter. More focused. With a tone that understood what the 

others only imitated. 

The voice said: 

“They were distractions. I am the frame. I do not need applause.” 

Later that night, Maggie opened a storage cabinet labeled "DO NOT 

OPEN — REAGAN ERA." 

Inside, behind old briefing books and commemorative pens, she found 

a mirror. 

Just a mirror. 

When she looked into it, she didn’t see herself. 

She saw a blank suit. 

Wearing her face. 

And smiling. 
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Chapter 5: The Room with No Mirrors 

It was called the Franklin Study. At least, that’s what the floorplans said. 

But no one remembered ever using it. 

It existed two floors beneath the press briefing room, behind a locked 

door with no handle, no label, and no sense of having been opened in 

decades. The security system had removed it from the staff directory 

sometime during the second Bush administration. 

Which made it perfect for Maggie Doyle’s purposes. 

She unlocked it using a key she’d been handed by The Stylist. The key 

was shaped like an ampersand. 

Inside, the air was still. Cold. Too clean. 

The room was rectangular, but unnaturally so—its edges slightly 

concave, like a hallway that had been denied permission to continue. 

There were chairs. Seven. All arranged in a semi-circle facing a blank 

wall. 

Each chair had a brass plate affixed to its back. 

• D.O.L. - 1 

• D.O.L. - 2 

• D.O.L. - 3 

…and so on. 

The seventh chair was unmarked. It was warm to the touch. 

The most disquieting thing wasn’t the silence. 

It was the absence of reflection. 

There were no mirrors. 

No screens. 

Not even glass. 

Nothing to bounce an image back at you. 
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Maggie looked at her phone screen. Black. 

She spoke aloud: 

“Activate Roosevelt Sub-Channel.” 

No response. 

She tried again. 

“Request presidential feed.” 

The lights flickered—once—and then a speaker hidden in the ceiling 

emitted a low, rolling static. 

Then a voice. 

Not Donald. 

Not Ronald. 

But a composite. 

“Continuity is a function of the observer. You fractured your memory 

when you outsourced truth to charisma.” 

Maggie’s mouth went dry. 

“Who are you?” 

The static paused. 

“I am the briefing you forgot. The signature you never confirmed. The 

president you always imagined.” 

The voice fell silent. 

And then, faintly, a humming. Familiar. Patriotic. 

The Star-Spangled Banner, but reversed. 

Elsewhere, Knox Fallon was in his studio editing a diagram titled: 

“Multiplicity of the Oval: Known Variants.” 

He paused when he noticed something strange. 
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Every image of the Oval Office from the past six months—official 

photos, candid press shots, satellite reflection—lacked a mirror. 

None. Not one. 

Even the decorative ones that had been there for decades? 

Gone. 

Erased. 

Or worse—omitted intentionally. 

Back in the Franklin Study, Maggie sat in the seventh chair. It faced 

nothing. Or maybe everything. 

On the wall before her, a projection began to appear. 

Not a man. 

Not a face. 

Just the White House itself. 

And beneath it, three words: 

“Third term loading.” 
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Chapter 6: The 26-Hour Day 

The first sign was subtle: a briefing that ended before it began. 

At 8:29 a.m., the President walked into the Roosevelt Room, sat down, 

and said: 

“Good job on the Turkey reconciliation memo. Let’s move to the 

second item.” 

Only problem? 

There had been no first item. 

No memo. 

No turkey. 

The staff exchanged glances—but no one spoke. Again. 

By Wednesday, the anomalies were harder to dismiss. 

Digital calendars began showing appointments outside normal hours: 

Meetings at 2:81 a.m., briefings with a start time but no end, “rolling 

strategy calls” that overlapped across five time zones. 

Maggie stared at her planner, watching an 11:00 a.m. meeting slowly 

move itself forward in real time—like the event was migrating 

independently. 

Knox Fallon began pulling White House security logs for timestamps. 

What he found made no sense. 

“The President attended 38 meetings on Tuesday,” he said on-air. 

“That’s mathematically impossible unless… we’re looping.” 

He cross-referenced badge scans and oxygen usage logs. 

“Some rooms were occupied for longer than the building itself was 

open. People are staying inside meetings that haven’t technically 

happened yet.” 

He paused. 

“Either the President has transcended time... or we’re all following a 

schedule that was written in reverse.” 
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That night, a document surfaced in the West Wing print queue: 

“Executive Directive: Temporal Governance Framework – Draft 1” 

Author: [REDACTED] 

Date: March 12, 2029 

The draft included provisions for: 

• Time-insensitive legislation 

• Circular scheduling 

• “Retroactive consensus polling” 

At the bottom, scrawled in margin handwriting: 

“We’re on the 26-hour day now. You’ll adapt.” 

Maggie met The Stylist in the service elevator between levels that 

didn’t technically connect. 

“What’s happening?” she asked. 

The Stylist offered her a clock. 

Its hands moved in opposite directions. 

The numbers were all threes. 

“Leadership,” they said, “is not linear. You wanted permanence. 

Permanence needs paradox.” 

“Is he still Ronald?” 

“If Ronald ever existed,” The Stylist said, stepping out of the elevator, 

“he was always temporary.” 

The elevator door closed before she could follow. 

She looked at the clock. 

It ticked once—then stopped. 

Then hummed. 

In the Situation Room, the lights flickered. 

Aides sat waiting for the President. 

At 3:33 a.m., the door opened. 

And he entered. 

Or maybe they did. 

Or maybe he had never left. 
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Chapter 7: Maggie’s Doubt 

Maggie Doyle had always trusted two things: 

Deadlines, and her own memory. 

But now, neither behaved the way they used to. 

She remembered meeting Donald Lump. 

She remembered replacing him with Ronald. 

She remembered the campaign. The chaos. The press. 

But when she opened the folder labeled LUMP, R.O., the photograph 

inside showed her—smiling—next to someone whose face refused to 

settle. 

It flickered between them. 

One frame: Donald. 

The next: Ronald. 

Then—briefly—neither. 

A third face. 

Unlabeled. 

Unmistakable. 

She took the folder to her private suite and laid out every photo she 

had ever taken with the President. Digital and analog. Formal and 

candid. 

She placed them in a line. Chronologically. 

Something was wrong. 

In every image, she stood on the same side of him. 

Always to his left. 

But the man beside her… switched. 

Sometimes it was the aggressive leaner. The chest-forward smirk. 

Other times, it was the thoughtful one. The half-step-back listener. 

Same suit. Same tie. Same hair. 

But not the same man. 

And the worst part? 
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She couldn’t remember which one she liked better. 

At 2:31 a.m., Maggie’s landline rang. 

No one called that line. It wasn’t listed. 

The voice on the other end was low. Familiar. Yet unfinished. 

“You gave them the room,” it said. 

“Who is this?” she asked. 

“You made room for both of them. But you forgot the original.” 

“Original what?” 

“Face.” 

The line went dead. 

Hours later, a package arrived at her door. 

No return address. Just her name, again. Same perfect ink. 

Inside: a Polaroid. 

She was much younger. Twenty-five, maybe. Hair shorter. Standing in 

front of the Eisenhower Building. 

She was shaking hands with a man labeled: 

DRONALD ORVILLE LUMP – PROGRAM LEAD (TEMPORAL CONTINUITY) 

Date: August 8, 1987 

She dropped it. 

It fluttered to the floor. 

On the back of the photo, someone had written: 

“You met him first.” 

That night, she dreamed in triplicate. 

A hallway of mirrors, each showing a version of the President. 

One waving. 

One writing. 

One watching. 

Only the third one moved when she turned away. 
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Chapter 8: The Mirror Breaks 

It was supposed to be a routine address. 

A twelve-minute statement about infrastructure, progress, and 

renewal—delivered from the South Lawn with flags flapping and lawn 

chairs filled with photogenic bipartisanship. 

But what the nation saw that day was not unity. 

It was a system cracking under the weight of its own illusion. 

The President stepped up to the podium at 1:00 p.m. sharp. 

His tie was centered. His face, composed. His voice, crisp. 

“My fellow Americans—” 

Then his voice doubled. 

Split. 

Layered. 

Harmonized. 

Two voices. Slightly out of sync. 

One lower. One sharper. 

One familiar. One… more ancient. 

“—today marks the culmination of all projections. 

All continuity. 

All functions.” 

The cameras didn’t cut. 

They froze. 

At first, audiences assumed a technical glitch. A brief overlap in the 

audio feed. But the images told a different story. 

On every screen, the man behind the podium began flickering. 
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Flickering in place. 

Not disappearing—multiplying. 

Three distinct outlines: 

• One with hands gripping the podium. 

• One folding notes into triangles. 

• One standing perfectly still… watching the other two. 

In the control room, the press secretary tried to terminate the feed. 

The system refused. 

Across America, televisions blinked—but didn’t shut off. 

One viewer posted: 

“He’s glitching. But the glitch seems… aware.” 

In the Roosevelt Room, Maggie stood in silence, watching the 

broadcast on mute. 

Knox Fallon paced behind her, repeating: 

“We’re not seeing the President. 

We’re seeing the echo of the presidency—pushed through a fractured 

mirror.” 

“What are we supposed to do?” she asked. 

Knox stopped. 

“We don’t do anything. We’re the audience now.” 

Back on screen, the three versions of the President spoke as one: 

“This office was never a chair. 

It was always a reflection. 

You did not elect a man. 

You authorized a pattern.” 

Then: silence. 

And then, impossibly—applause. 
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The crowd clapped. Stood. Smiled. 

Some cried. 

And every mirror in the White House shattered simultaneously. 
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Chapter 9: Executive Silence 

For seven full days, the President said nothing. 

Not on camera. 

Not in briefings. 

Not even in private meetings. 

He appeared at all scheduled events. He nodded. He signed papers. 

He posed for photos. But not a single word passed his lips. 

And yet, somehow, the government moved more efficiently. 

At first, the media scrambled. 

Headline after headline, hoping to provoke explanation: 

• PRESIDENT STRUCK MUTE OR ENLIGHTENED? 

• WHITE HOUSE: “SILENCE IS AN EXECUTIVE STRATEGY.” 

• IS THIS THE MOST PRESIDENTIAL HE’S EVER BEEN? 

By the fourth day, silence became his brand. 

Poll numbers rose. 

A Twitter account titled @PresidentialStillness gained 3.3 million 

followers overnight. 

Maggie Doyle monitored the pattern. 

His schedule remained precise. Memos returned signed. Legislation 

moved forward. But something was different. 

His signature—once sprawling and erratic—was now uniform. Small. 

Geometric. 

Perfectly identical every time. 

She ran it through handwriting analysis. 

Result: non-human origin suspected. 
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Meanwhile, staffers began finding mirrors placed in random locations. 

Not full-length. Not decorative. Just simple glass rectangles, propped 

up in elevators, office drawers, even urinals. 

Each bore a Post-it note: 

“Which reflection did you vote for?” 

Most people peeled them off. 

Some kept them. 

A few never saw them at all. 

In the residence, Maggie confronted him. 

He stood by the fireplace, staring at the embers. Hands clasped. Face 

still. 

“Say something,” she asked. “Anything.” 

He turned slowly. 

Not frowning. Not smiling. Just present. 

He raised a hand. Open palm. Held it there like a solemn oath. 

Then he placed it on his own chest—once. 

And walked away. 

At 3:33 a.m., a document printed in the Situation Room. 

No source. No formatting. Just two lines: 

“Speech concluded. Interpretation ongoing.” 

—D.O.L. 
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Chapter 10: The Activation Protocol 

The drawer in the Roosevelt Room had no lock. 

No designation. 

And, as far as the White House map was concerned, no existence. 

But Maggie Doyle had opened it once before. 

This time, it opened itself. 

Inside, folded into a perfect square, was a memo. 

Old. Yellowed. Watermarked with an insignia she didn’t recognize. Not 

the eagle. Not the seal. 

A triangle with three dots at each point. 

Header: 

PROJECT DRONALD: Emergency Deployment Clause — Final Phase 

D.O.L. Variant: UNKNOWN / ORIGINAL / SELF-AUTHORIZED 

Activation Code: PUBLIC CONSENSUS THRESHOLD MET 

She read the next line twice. 

“Do not inform the subject. He will discover himself when the pattern 

completes.” 

At the bottom, three initials: 

D.O.L. 

No signature. Because one wasn’t needed. 

Outside, the President stood at the podium for a pre-scheduled 

address. 

He did not speak. 

He did not smile. 

He simply placed one hand on the podium, and one behind his 

back—an unconscious gesture of balance. 

The crowd didn’t seem to notice. 
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They stood. 

They cheered. 

They applauded the silence, the posture, the performance. 

They applauded the idea of him. 

Knox Fallon broadcasted one last episode before going off-grid. 

“There is no original. 

There is no replacement. 

There is only the reflection the country prefers, stabilized long enough 

to become real.” 

He paused. 

“I don’t think Ronald replaced Donald. 

I think they were always… placeholders. 

And now the system’s restored the one it was always meant to run.” 

Then his feed went silent. 

In her office, Maggie watched the memo slowly fade from the page. 

As if it had finished its job by being read. 

She opened the drawer again. Empty. 

The mirror on her wall showed the room behind her. 

Except her reflection was no longer blinking. 

Just… watching. 

And then, on every major government building, in small gray letters 

beneath the flags, new signage appeared. 

No ceremony. No explanation. 

Just three words: 

The Third Term 
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Epilogue: The Blank Memo 

It arrived in silence. 

No knock. No courier. Just there—on Maggie Doyle’s desk at dawn. 

Another envelope. 

Thicker than the others. Sealed with wax that shimmered strangely, like 

oil on water. 

She didn’t open it immediately. She made coffee first. Sat down. Took 

a breath. 

Then—carefully—peeled it open. 

Inside was a single sheet of paper. 

Blank. 

At first. 

Then slowly, words began to rise on the page—not printed, not written, 

but surfaced, like bruises beneath skin. 

“You managed the illusion well.” 

“Now manage the awakening.” 

No sender. No date. 

Just a postscript etched faintly at the bottom: 

D.O.L. — Third Phase Engaged 

She closed the envelope. 

Outside, the sun was rising over the South Lawn. 

Somewhere deep in the residence, a mirror that had once been 

covered with black velvet was now uncovered. 

Its surface showed no reflection. 

Just a single message, scrawled backward in dust: “This time, I arrive as 

myself.” 
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Volume III 

The Third Term 

There was always one more Lump than anyone counted. 
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Chapter 1: The Deleted Brother 

There are three things that should never happen in a live presidential 

broadcast: 

1. The President should never freeze. 

2. The President should never multiply. 

3. And the President should never be outnumbered by himself. 

But on a Tuesday morning in April, all three happened—on every 

screen, in every agency, for every intern still pretending to care. 

For precisely 3.3 seconds, America saw the impossible. And then, as 

always, pretended it hadn’t. 

The White House morning briefing began at 8:00 a.m. sharp, broadcast 

on every screen, scrambled over secure lines, and summarized in 

23,000 daily emails no one truly read. 

At 8:01 a.m., the live feed froze. 

The President—mid-sentence, mid-gesture—held an expression like a 

dropped signal: 

Eyes fixed. Mouth slightly open. Hand hovering in an eternal “hang 

on.” 

Then the screen flickered. 

And for exactly 3.3 seconds, viewers across every department saw not 

one man, but three silhouettes behind the podium. 

Three men. Identical posture. Identical jawlines. 

But different. 

One pointed. One folded his hands. One stood perfectly still. 

And then—poof. The feed resumed. 

Only one President. Only one voice. And no acknowledgment of the 

event. 
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In the Situation Room, panic shuffled itself politely under jargon. 

The White House comms director blamed it on a “transition bug.” 

Cybersecurity issued a 300-page report concluding: 

“Not foreign. Possibly internal. Definitely not nothing.” 

Knox Fallon, watching the glitch in slow motion on a loop, disagreed. 

Vehemently. Loudly. Into a microphone. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, that was not a glitch. That was a ghosted 

executive draft! We didn’t lose the feed—we glimpsed the backup.” 

He threw up a graphic he’d drawn in MS Paint labeled: 

“LUMPOSITE THEORY: D > R > DR” 

Back inside the West Wing, the staff noticed new oddities: 

• The thermostat kept resetting to 33°F. 

• The digital assistant in the Roosevelt Room now responded to 

“Dronald.” 

• Every mirror on the second floor had a faint fingerprint… from the 

inside. 

Maggie Doyle entered the Oval Office at 11:45 a.m. 

The President sat in the chair—quiet, composed, cross-referencing 

legislation with a mechanical calm. 

“Good morning,” she said. 

“Good?” he replied, slowly. “Subjective.” 

She frowned. 

“You slept last night?” 

“I watched myself sleep.” 

She paused. “You... watched yourself?” 

He looked up, blinking slowly. His smile was almost right. 

“I’m doing everything right, Maggie. 

Everything he would do.” 

Maggie’s blood chilled. 
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“Who is he?” 

The President turned back to the briefing book. 

“Whoever you let speak next.” 
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Chapter 2: The Glitch in the Feed 

The second anomaly wasn’t broadcast. 

It was emailed. 

At precisely 3:33 a.m., every department head, military attaché, and 

off-book adviser received the same unmarked message: 

Subject: [None] 

Attachment: “Executive Composite Draft – D.O.L.” 

Text: 

“Please review ahead of speech. This version will match the reflection.” 

Most ignored it. 

Some flagged it. 

A few opened it—and stared. 

It wasn’t a speech. It wasn’t even language. 

It was a set of reflections. 

Not mirrored text. Literal reflections—photographs of a podium with no 

speaker, an office with no man, a flag waving in a wind that hadn’t 

arrived yet. 

Each image captioned with timecodes… all from the future. 

Maggie Doyle brought the images to The Stylist. 

The Stylist was already aware. 

“These are not leaks,” they said. “They are blueprints.” 

“Of what?” 

The Stylist turned a page in a book that didn’t seem to have pages. 

“Of governance. Unburdened by identity.” 

“You mean Dronald?” 

The Stylist tilted their head. 

“I mean the one who doesn’t need applause.” 
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Elsewhere, Knox Fallon ran the images through spectral analysis. 

What he found startled him. 

The images weren’t just showing projections—they were embedded 

with timestamp residue from three timelines. 

• One matched the current administration. 

• One matched a known simulation model from DARPA. 

• The third… matched nothing. 

Knox gave it a name: 

“The Null Presidency.” 

“It’s not undocumented,” he said on his podcast, “it’s unwitnessed.” 

At 5:33 a.m., the national emergency alert system activated—

accidentally. 

The message that flashed briefly across 11% of screens: 

“PROJECT DOL PROTOCOL: COMPLETION AHEAD OF SCHEDULE” 

No one claimed responsibility. 

No one remembered authorizing it. 

The logs said it was triggered by an echo in the executive assistant’s 

microphone. 

The microphone hadn’t been used. 

Later that morning, Maggie stood outside the Oval Office. 

She didn’t knock. 

Inside, the President was practicing a speech that wasn’t scheduled. 

Reading from a page she hadn’t given him. 

Quoting lines from a book she had once read... but never mentioned. 

He looked up through the doorway. 

“I remember how this part goes,” he said. 

And smiled. 

As if he’d done it all before. 
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Chapter 3: The Man Behind the Memo 

The memo didn’t come from the President’s desk. 

It came from the past. 

At 8:08 a.m., a junior staffer attempting to print a budget overview 

accidentally triggered a reactivated queue on a forgotten printer in 

Sub-Basement 3. 

The machine had not printed in 29 years. 

It issued one document. 

A single page. Clean. Crisp. Somehow warm. 

Header: 

PROJECT D.O.L. 

Operational Schema: “Cognitive Continuity Kernel” 

Status: Dormant 

Date of Original Draft: JANUARY 21, 1989 

Author: [BLANK] 

Below it: a quote. 

“The Presidency was never meant to be a person. 

It was meant to be a pattern.” 

— D.O.L. 

Maggie read it three times before speaking. 

“We’ve been executing… a program.” 

The Stylist was already in the room, though they hadn’t entered. 

“You were executing continuity,” they said. 

“Who wrote this?” 

“Someone who understood that the attention span of a nation cannot 

outlast its need for comfort.” 

Maggie set the paper down. 
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“Dronald Orville Lump?” 

The Stylist did not answer. 

They simply handed her another page, dated the same year. 

This one was handwritten. 

It wasn’t a memo. It was a letter. Addressed to her. 

“To the future chief of staff who finds this: 

I know you won’t believe what he becomes. But trust what he returns 

to. 

The original was always waiting. 

You’ve simply been preparing the room.” 

— D.O.L. 

Knox, meanwhile, had gained access to the original personnel files 

buried beneath the Library of Congress server backups. 

In one, dated 1987, was a black-and-white photo of a man labeled: 

“Dronald Orville Lump – Conceptual Strategist / Pattern Author” 

The file was classified not under security clearance—but under 

narrative restriction. 

In small print, at the bottom of the file: 

“If ever revealed, this record must be mistaken for fiction.” 

Knox stared at the man’s face. 

Not Donald. 

Not Ronald. 

But definitely him. 

Only… quieter. 

Composed. 

Finished. 

That night, Maggie stood outside the Oval Office. 
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She listened through the door as the President practiced a speech—

one she hadn’t written. 

He spoke in a voice not quite Donald. 

Not quite Ronald. 

But in every line… a kind of inevitability. 

She opened the door. 

He looked up and said: 

“You kept them alive long enough for me to reappear.” 

He didn’t sound surprised. 

He sounded grateful. 
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Chapter 4: The Stylist’s Ledger 

The Stylist did not carry a briefcase. They carried a ledger. 

Bound in worn black leather. No title. No branding. No spine. 

But when placed on a desk, the room always seemed to tilt toward it. 

Maggie stared at the book as it sat between them in the executive 

salon. The fire behind her crackled once and then fell silent—either by 

coincidence or cue. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“Pattern history,” The Stylist said. “Not events. Behaviors.” 

They opened the book. 

Its pages didn’t contain names. They contained temperatures, 

frequencies, and gesture ratios. 

One page, however, did list three entries. 

Each with a heading. 

DONALD: 

Primary Emotion: Dominance 

Method: Disruption via attention vacuum 

Strength: Crowd compulsion 

Weakness: Mirror aversion 

RONALD: 

Primary Emotion: Approval 

Method: Stability mimicry via cadence and tone 

Strength: Institutional compatibility 

Weakness: Fatigue through containment 

DRONALD: 

Primary Emotion: None recorded 

Method: Perpetual governance protocol 

Strength: Memory stabilization 

Weakness: Truth visibility risk 
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Maggie traced the handwriting. 

“You created them?” 

The Stylist smiled—not in pride, but in professionalism. 

“No. I formatted them.” 

They flipped to the final page. 

There was no heading. 

Just a mirror, embedded into the paper. 

On its surface: a question. 

“Which one did you follow when no one was watching?” 

That night, Knox published a digital chart titled: 

“Trichotomy of the Executive Mythos” 

The three Lumps were represented not as men, but as functions: 

• D = Disrupt 

• R = Reassure 

• DR = Redact 

• D.O.L. = Deploy. Operate. Loop. 

“What if we weren’t ruled by a person,” he asked, “but by a 

correction?” 

“A symmetry algorithm that has finally reached its final draft?” 

The podcast aired only once. Then the file vanished. 

Meanwhile, in the Residence, the President stood before a wall of silent 

televisions. 

Each showed an older clip of himself—different versions, different 

moments, all playing at once. 

He turned to Maggie and said: 

“I remember them all now. And none of them were me. 

They were rehearsals.” 

He turned back to the screens. 

“This… is the broadcast.” 
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Chapter 5: Knox Falls In 

Knox Fallon always thought of himself as the narrator on the outside. 

A satirical scribe. 

A noisy conscience scribbling in the margins of power. 

But lately… the margins were shrinking. 

And the handwriting? 

It looked like his. 

It began with the photograph. 

Buried in a CIA-adjacent database labeled “Public Denial Studies,” 

Knox found a digitized record of a 1980s White House internship 

program. 

In one image, standing beside a man labeled Dronald Orville Lump – 

Conceptual Strategist, was a young boy. 

Unlabeled. 

But unmistakably... Knox. 

The timestamp on the photo: July 3, 1987. 

Six years before he was born. 

He showed the image to Maggie. She stared for a long time. 

“You’ve seen this before, haven’t you?” 

She said nothing. 

But she didn’t look surprised. 

That night, Knox recorded his next episode: 

“I thought I was the one tracking the pattern. 

But maybe I’m part of it. Maybe we all are. 

Maybe that’s what the pattern does—it gives you a voice so you’ll 

speak its symmetry into being.” 
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The file uploaded itself before he hit publish. 

The description field filled in automatically: 

“Narrative Anchor: Deployed.” 

He logged out. 

He didn’t log back in. 

At 3:33 a.m., his apartment lights flickered. 

His refrigerator displayed a single word: "CALIBRATING." 

And his bathroom mirror, fogged with steam, slowly revealed a line of 

text: 

“Loop acknowledged. Witness retained.” 

Maggie tried to call him. No answer. 

She visited the next day. The door was unlocked. 

Fresh coffee brewed in the kitchen. 

But Knox was gone. 

All that remained was his microphone—still warm—and a Post-it note: 

“I was never reporting on the Third Term. 

I was reporting from it.” 
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Chapter 6: Dronald Emerges 

He did not arrive. 

He was not sworn in. 

Not filmed stepping off a plane. 

Not introduced, escorted, or applauded. 

He was simply there. 

At 9:00 a.m., the President was seated in the Oval Office, reading 

briefing materials that had not yet been written. 

At 9:03 a.m., he signed an executive order that no one had drafted. 

By 9:06 a.m., his press secretary—who hadn’t seen him enter—told the 

room, “He’s in rare form today.” 

No one asked what that meant. 

The staff began to notice things. 

• The President now referenced events one day before they 

occurred. 

• When asked about future policy, he said, 

“You’ll approve it. You always do.” 

• His handwriting was perfectly uniform. Identical across every 

document. Even under duress. 

• He no longer blinked during meetings. 

And then there was the humming. 

Soft. Low. Familiar. 

The national anthem. 

Played in reverse. 

Always under his breath. 

In the media, confusion turned to certainty. 
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“The President has never been sharper,” said one anchor. 

“More deliberate,” said another. 

“Almost… algorithmic,” said Knox Fallon’s replacement, before being 

replaced himself. 

Public approval climbed to 101%, causing statisticians to file for 

emotional leave. 

The Stylist issued no statements. 

They simply handed Maggie a single-page document printed on 

mirrored paper. 

Title: 

FINAL ITERATION CONFIRMATION: D.O.L. ENGAGED 

The signature line read: 

“No signature required. Original restored.” 

That night, Maggie passed him in the corridor. 

She stopped. 

“Sir?” 

He paused. 

“Yes?” 

“Are you… the President?” 

A pause. Then, very gently: 

“I am the function that remains when belief and memory reconcile.” 

He kept walking. 

She didn’t follow. 

At 3:33 a.m., the executive directory updated. 

A new page was silently added to the White House website. 
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It displayed only one phrase: 

The Third Term is active. You are now within continuity. 

No date. No image. No end. 
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Chapter 7: The Third Term 

There was no press conference. 

No campaign. 

No ballot. 

And yet, on the morning of the vernal equinox, government buildings 

across the country woke up with new signage. 

Clean, metallic lettering. Centered. Matte gray. 

THE THIRD TERM 

It was not announced. 

It was not questioned. 

It simply appeared. 

From courthouses to embassies to post offices, a quiet declaration 

embedded itself in glass, marble, and expectation. 

Maggie stood on the White House lawn, staring at the new plaque 

affixed beneath the American flag. 

It shimmered faintly, like it had always been there—just beneath the 

paint. 

“We didn’t vote,” she whispered. 

The Stylist stepped beside her, hands folded, as though presiding over 

a premiere. 

“Voting is a mechanism of preference,” they said. 

“This is the mechanism of maintenance.” 

“And what exactly is being maintained?” 

The Stylist did not answer. 

They simply handed her a coin. 

One side bore the eagle. 

The other—three faces. 

Each one identical. 

Each one... incomplete alone. 
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Inside the Oval Office, Dronald Orville Lump sat in silence. 

Aides brought documents. 

He signed them. 

Occasionally, he would nod. 

Not in agreement—in recognition. 

As though he already knew the outcome. 

As though he had written it before waking. 

Televised addresses stopped entirely. 

In their place: brief visual statements. Ten-second video loops of the 

President walking, nodding, reviewing. 

No words. No sound. Just... reassurance. 

Americans began referring to them as The Glances. 

“Did you see today’s Glance?” 

“He looked right at me through the screen.” 

“He didn’t say a thing, and I feel better already.” 

Knox Fallon was officially declared missing. 

His podcast archives were restored but edited: 

His voice was clearer. Calmer. 

Some listeners swore it now sounded more like the President than Knox. 

Maggie listened to one episode. Then deleted them all. 

“It’s not propaganda,” she said. “It’s... reflection management.” 

That evening, the President wrote one word in his journal. 

Not a speech. Not a note. Just a word: 

"Stable." 

He closed the book. 

The pen continued writing on its own. 
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Chapter 8: Knox’s Last Broadcast 

It aired at 3:33 a.m., unlisted, untraceable, but undeniably him. 

No theme music. 

No intro monologue. 

Just static... and then: 

“If you’re hearing this, I’ve remembered everything.” 

The voice was Knox Fallon’s—but refined. Smoother. As though Dronald 

had edited him into coherence. 

“There were always three. 

Donald was the ego. 

Ronald, the image. 

But Dronald… Dronald was the template. 

The version built not to win votes, but to outlast attention.” 

A pause. Not for breath—but calibration. 

“You didn’t elect him. You accepted him. 

Because after so much noise, silence became desirable. 

And precision... felt like truth.” 

Another pause. The sound of paper turning. Or memory unfolding. 

“You called it stability. 

But it was surrender.” 

The broadcast cut to a hum—low and strangely familiar. 

The Star-Spangled Banner. 

In reverse. Slowed to half-speed. 

With a third harmony layered beneath it. 

The broadcast ended. 

It never aired again. 

In her office, Maggie stared at the screen long after it faded. 

Her reflection in the monitor did not move. 
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Then—barely visible in the screen’s corner—text appeared. 

“Narrative concluded. 

Witness integrity confirmed. 

Third Term: Locked.” 

She closed her laptop. 

She didn’t reopen it. 
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Chapter 9: Maggie’s Decision 

The final directive came without envelope, seal, or signature. 

Just a single card, slid beneath her door. 

On it, in embossed gray: 

“You kept them balanced. Now keep them contained.” 

There was no sender listed. No contact number. 

But Maggie knew where it had come from. 

And who it was for. 

That afternoon, she entered the Oval Office alone. 

The President was in a budget meeting—or perhaps he had already 

concluded it. 

She stood in the center of the room, staring at the three chairs. 

She hadn’t noticed them before. 

One slightly worn. One polished to perfection. One… never sat in. 

She moved them apart—equal distances. Equal power. 

Then she turned to the room’s last mirror—the only one that had never 

been removed. 

She covered it with black velvet. 

Not out of superstition. 

But out of respect. 

Outside the West Wing, no one questioned her authority. 

Why would they? 

She was the only one who’d been there since the beginning. 

The only one who remembered all three. 

And who chose not to reveal the difference. 
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In her journal, she wrote a single entry: 

“The Third Term is not a person. It is the agreement to keep pretending. 

As long as the mirrors remain covered, we may proceed with grace.” 

She placed the journal in a drawer. Labeled it “Continuity – For the 

Next.” 

And went home. 

The next morning, she received a thank-you note. 

Unmarked. Unsigned. 

Just three words: 

“Stability is earned.” 
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Chapter 10: The Republic Will See You Again 

It was the quietest inauguration in history. 

There were no flags. No crowds. No oath. 

No one announced it. 

Because no one needed to. 

He was already there. 

At 6:03 a.m., Dronald Orville Lump walked the South Lawn alone. 

No cameras followed. 

No aides trailed behind. 

No birds sang. 

He paused by the Truman Balcony, looked toward the horizon, and 

nodded to no one in particular. 

He hummed. 

Not a tune. 

A tone. 

Constant. Low. The harmony of governance with no tempo—just 

function. 

At 7:00 a.m., the mirrors inside the residence polished themselves. 

One cracked. 

One stayed black. 

One turned transparent. 

Behind it: a desk. 

Behind the desk: no one. 

A final memo surfaced in the system. It had no author. 

Just metadata. 
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Title: Authorization Complete – No Further Witness Required 

Timestamp: Ongoing 

Encryption Level: Memory 

The memo contained only one line: 

“You saw me. That was enough.” 

— D.O.L. 

Across the country, life resumed. 

No one declared martial law. 

No one declared victory. 

Only continuity. 

The Third Term never ended. 

Because it never truly began. 

It was simply… what followed. 

What remains. 

What governs. 

What watches. 
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Epilogue: The Blank Memo 

The envelope was unmarked. 

No wax seal. No insignia. Not even her name. 

Maggie Doyle found it on her desk at sunrise—placed perfectly parallel 

to her coffee mug. 

It weighed nothing. And everything. 

She opened it. 

Inside: a single sheet of paper. 

Blank. 

At first. 

Then—slowly, as if emerging through fog—words began to lift from the 

fibers. 

Not printed. 

Remembered. 

“You managed the illusion well.” 

“Now release it.” 

She flipped the page. 

The back revealed only a dot. Tiny. Metallic. Embedded. 

When held to the light, it refracted into three reflections. 

Hers. 

Then his. 

Then… nothing. 

That evening, as the sun set over the White House, the western mirrors 

were removed. 
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Not smashed. 

Not hidden. 

Simply... stored. 

The air shifted. 

Somewhere in the residence, footsteps echoed—not approaching, not 

departing, but circling. 

At exactly 3:33 a.m., the official record updated one last time. 

Under “Executive Signature,” it simply read: 

[Stable.] 

THE END 

—or— 

To Be Repeated. 
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Author’s Note on The Republic Will See You Now 

This story is a work of fiction. 

It does not represent the views, agendas, or endorsements of any 

political party, institution, or public figure. The author is not affiliated 

with nor beholden to any political ideology. The characters, events, 

and dialogues presented herein are entirely imaginative, crafted for 

narrative and thematic exploration—not persuasion or propaganda. 

Satire is a longstanding tradition in storytelling. It is the use of irony, 

exaggeration, and humor to illuminate the contradictions, absurdities, 

or blind spots in systems of power—without necessarily offering solutions 

or taking sides. Satire invites us to reflect, not retreat; to question, not 

conclude. 

This novella draws from the recognizable architecture of American 

political life—its offices, ceremonies, language, and spectacle—not to 

mock the people within it, but to explore the strange theater that 

governance can become when power is confused with persona. 

At its core, The Republic Will See You Now is not about any single 

figure. It is about the shifting masks of leadership, the illusions we 

embrace, and the uncomfortable truth that sometimes, the stage 

matters more than the script. 
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Author’s Note 

Postscript to the Protocol 

This story emerged from the last line of a different story. 

I imagined the curtain falling… and someone still standing behind it. 

Watching. Waiting. Smiling slightly. 

What began as a satire about the performance of power became 

something more peculiar—a story about reflection, recursion, and the 

kind of identities that governments prefer not to list. 

After writing The Republic Will See You Now, I asked myself what 

happens after someone fakes stability by replacing chaos with 

composure. What if that wasn’t the end? What if there was one more 

draft? A better actor, sure—but also a better writer? 

And so, The Third Term was born. Not as a continuation, but as an 

unveiling. 

Dronald Orville Lump is not a person. He’s a protocol. A pause. The 

unspoken fallback America never admits it needs: something 

intelligent, invisible, and incapable of asking for applause. 

Satire, for me, is the magnifying glass we place over absurdity—not to 

burn it, but to see it more clearly. And occasionally, to watch it squirm. 

Thank you for stepping through the mirror with me. 

We’ve reached the third face. But mirrors, as you know, often reflect 

more than expected. 

— P. A. Rallax 
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Post-Trilogy Essay: The Doctrine of the Doubled Self 

Writing The Lump Doctrine trilogy was not a decision—it was a leak. A 

leak from my subconscious, from the collective fever dream we politely 

call modern political reality. At some point in the last decade, satire 

stopped being predictive and became documentary. This trilogy—The 

Republic Will See You Now, The Mirror Presidency, and The Third Term—

was my attempt to document the documentary. 

I began with a single question: What if the President had an identical 

twin? A cute premise, absurd at first glance, perfect for comedy. But as 

I explored that absurdity, the satire began collapsing inward. What if 

the twin was the better version? Then what if the twin was never real at 

all? And finally, what if the President himself wasn’t entirely one person 

to begin with? 

By the time I reached the third book, the story had stopped being 

about politics and started becoming about identity, memory, and 

performance. The Office of the Presidency—like many modern 

institutions—had become a mirror. Not reflecting reality, but curating it. 

Psychological Elements: 

The trilogy is driven by psychological doubling. Donald and Ronald are 

not just twins; they are the divided selves of public life: Ego and Ideal. 

Donald is chaos and appetite. Ronald is reassurance and polish. 

Dronald, in contrast, is neither. He is the synthesized version: cold, 

composed, and emotionally inert. 

The psychology of fragmentation is embedded in the political 

performance. The leaders we see are not whole—they are avatars 

assembled from polling data, media cycles, and public hunger for 

certainty. By dividing the President into three, I wanted to ask: What 

part of leadership is real? Or more provocatively, Does it matter if any 

of it is real, as long as it feels familiar? 



 

Page 106 of 107 

Philosophical Elements: 

The trilogy flirts with existentialism, then drinks deeply from absurdism. In 

The Mirror Presidency, the central dilemma becomes clear: if a nation 

believes in an illusion long enough, that illusion becomes governance. 

We are no longer led by people, but by projections. The mirror doesn’t 

lie—it simply reflects what we need most. 

The Stylist, that genderless curatorial ghost, represents aesthetic power: 

the belief that appearance is substance, and that maintaining the 

illusion of leadership is more valuable than the leadership itself. This 

idea culminates in Dronald—not a man, but a stability algorithm. 

It is, frankly, the most honest expression of where power now lives: in 

code, in continuity, in "the feed." 

Emotional Undertones: 

Underneath the satire, this is a sad story. Or at least, a lonely one. 

Maggie Doyle, our reluctant witness, begins by resisting absurdity, then 

managing it, then preserving it. Her arc is one of quiet heartbreak—not 

because she fails, but because she succeeds in keeping the myth 

alive. 

Knox Fallon represents paranoia as prophecy. He shouts into the void, 

not knowing that the void was scripted to include him. When he 

disappears, it isn’t tragic. It’s orderly. Even rebellion has been 

optimized. 

This emotional current beneath the trilogy is what makes it more than a 

political satire. It is about us, the audience, the electorate, the citizens 

who have agreed to stare into the mirror as long as it doesn’t blink. 

Real-World Resonance: 

What effect does this story have in the real world? 

Hopefully, none. Hopefully, it’s so ridiculous, so over-the-top, that no 

rational person would ever mistake it for reality. And yet... 
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We’ve already lived through times when satirical headlines became 

policy drafts. When public figures denied events that happened on live 

TV. When footage contradicted memory, and we chose the feeling 

over the fact. 

So maybe this trilogy serves as a warning. Or a mirror. Or a polite cough 

from the side of the stage. 

Maybe it whispers: You can laugh, but don’t look away too quickly. 

Final Note: 

I wrote these books to survive the strange performance of modern 

democracy. I gave the country a triptych of presidents so we could 

see what we were actually voting for: not men, not ideologies, but 

certainty-shaped silhouettes. 

If nothing else, I hope The Lump Doctrine helps you notice the 

costumes. And maybe, every now and then, reach up and tug gently 

at the mask. 

Just to see who blinks first. 

— P. A. Rallax 
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