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The American Dumpster Fire Almanac: Volume Two

A Field Guide to the Flaming Trash Heap Formerly Known as Democracy

Copyright © 2025 by Adam Gaffen. All rights reserved.

Published by Ad Astra Science Fiction & Fantasy, Trinidad, Colorado.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, transmitted in any form, performed dramatically, trained into a machine, photocopied for your next school board witch hunt, or otherwise used without the express written permission of the author—except for brief quotations in reviews, academic criticism, or late-night doomscrolling.

This is a work of original authorship and protected expression. Names, events, and policies portrayed herein reflect public actions, public figures, and public consequences. If you recognize yourself and you’re not a public official... relax. It’s probably not you. If you are a public official and you feel attacked—good. That means it worked.

Unauthorized reproduction isn’t just illegal—it’s a great way to find out how many synonyms for “cease and desist” a lawyer can fit in one sentence.

For permissions or licensing inquiries, contact Ad Astra SFF.

To everyone who keeps saying, “Surely we’ve hit the bottom by now.”

Bless your hearts.

Your optimism is a renewable resource, powered entirely by denial and caffeine.

Consider this book proof that the bottom has a basement, the basement has a crawlspace, and the crawlspace is on fire.

And to the officials, grifters, zealots, and overgrown toddlers masquerading as leaders — your relentless dedication to turning governance into a slapstick tragedy continues to provide ample material.

You remain my unwilling collaborators.

Please, for all our sakes, take a nap.

“If competence were contagious,

our leaders would be immune.”
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⚠️ EXTENDED LEGAL DISCLAIMER (SNARK EDITION) ⚠️
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FOR THE SAKE OF PREVENTING any unfortunate misunderstandings, subpoenas, unplanned vacations at Club Fed, or fashion statements involving government-issued orange, the following must be clearly understood:

This entire book is satire, parody, political commentary, rhetorical exaggeration, and non-actionable opinion offered in the tradition of George Carlin, Lewis Black, and that one loud cousin at Thanksgiving who won’t shut up about the Electoral College.

No part of this performance should be interpreted as:


	a factual allegation against any specific individual,

	an accusation of criminal conduct,

	a statement of literal intent,

	a call for harm,

	legal advice,

	medical advice,

	fiduciary guidance,

	a séance,

	an exorcism,

	or a formal application to join the Secret Service’s watchlist.



Any references to public figures, politicians, officials, or miscellaneous gremlins in the machinery of government are commentary on their public actions, public statements, and public policies, which we are still legally allowed to criticize in this country until further notice.

All hyperbole, metaphors, rhetorical flourishes, and verbal fireballs are for comedic, expressive, and cathartic purposes only.

If you believe any of the jokes herein describe actual crimes, conspiracies, undead pensioners, vampiric advisors, or supernatural policy advisors, please consult your doctor; side effects may include confusion, rage-scrolling, and voting against your interests.

If you are a lawyer:


	Hi.

	This is protected speech under the First Amendment.

	Please unclench.



If you are a politician who somehow read this and feel personally attacked:


	Congratulations!

	That means you recognize yourself in the satire.

	That is not my fault.



No real threats are being made, no incitement is intended, and no one is advocating violence, property damage, or overthrowing anything other than bad ideas and fascist vibes.

Everything you’re about to read is a joke.

Pointed, barbed, occasionally profane — but still a joke.

By continuing to read, you agree that:


	You understand satire,

	You possess at least two functioning brain cells required to distinguish metaphor from motive,

	And you will not sue, indict, arrest, detain, debrief, interrogate, abduct, subpoena, or otherwise inconvenience the author.



If this is unacceptable, please close the tab, hydrate, and reconsider your life choices.



Introduction

Or: Why I Kept Yelling Into the Void Even After It Yelled Back

If you’re picking this up, you already know one of two things:


	You read Volume 1 and thought, “Yeah, that tracks.”


	You didn’t read Volume 1 and figured, “Screw it, how bad could it be?”




In either case—welcome. Strap in. The fire never went out. It just found new fuel.

The short version of how we got here is simple: I started shouting because too many people couldn’t safely raise their voices. And then I kept shouting because the country kept offering me fresh reasons.

That’s the summary.

The long version—well, that lived in Volume 1. You can absolutely go back and read it if you want the full origin story, but you don’t have to. This volume stands on its own, because unfortunately, the chaos does too.

See, when I kicked off this whole Almanac project, the world was already skidding sideways. Writers were canceling appearances not because of deadlines, but because border agents had started treating marginalized identities like contraband. Free expression felt less like a right and more like a dare. And I thought: Fine. If the universe insists on being absurd, the least I can do is document it. Loudly.

And then the universe said, “Hold my beer.”

Because the Crazy Years didn’t slow down. They grew legs, got a gym membership, and started sprinting. Every time you thought we’d hit the outer limit of ridiculousness, some elected jackass emerged from a press conference with a new proposal that made satire lean forward and whisper, “...Seriously?”

So yes, I kept yelling.

Not because it was noble.

Not because it was healthy.

Not even because it was particularly good for my blood pressure.

I kept yelling because silence started to sound too much like surrender.

These rants—this second volume—came from the months when every day felt like a new episode in a series nobody remembered greenlighting. A year where you checked the news not for information, but to confirm whether reality still existed. A year that demanded gallows humor just to stay functional.

If Volume 1 was me lighting a match, Volume 2 is me realizing the fire has opinions.

You’re welcome to laugh, sigh, rage, or pour a stiff drink as you read. You’re welcome to jump in without the prequel. You’re welcome to treat this as a warning, a time capsule, or a therapeutic scream into paper.

Whatever brings you here, I’m glad you showed up.

And if you’re one of the people whose decisions helped inspire these pages—I have good news and bad news.

Good news: you’re famous. 

Bad news: this is why.

Welcome back to the Almanac. The flames are higher now. Take a breath, take a seat, take a long look.

We’re not done yet.

Adam Gaffen

Trinidad, CO

Come and fucking get me.
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🎥 Record a Cop, Get a Felony 
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⚠️ LEGAL DISCLAIMER: This is a satirical rant in the voice of George Carlin. If you're in favor of criminalizing protest, filming cops, or generally telling people to sit down and shut up, this one’s probably gonna feel personal.

Let’s talk about Texas Senate Bill 1208 and its evil twin, HB 3565.

On the surface?

“Interference with public duties.”

Sounds reasonable, right?

But then you read the fine print.

They want to upgrade that “interference” from a misdemeanor to a state jail felony.

That’s right.

You film a cop. You raise your voice at a city council meeting. You ask a question too loudly at a protest—and BOOM.

Congratulations, you’re a felon.

You know what this is?

It’s authoritarianism with Lone Star branding.

It’s saying, “We don’t want to stop abuse of power—we want to stop you from seeing it.”

Let’s say you’re out walking your dog. You see a cop slam a teenager into the pavement for jaywalking. You take out your phone. You hit record.

Now you’re interfering.

Enjoy your felony.

Try explaining that to your future landlord.

“What’s this on your background check?”

“Oh, that’s from when I tried to make sure a kid didn’t get murdered.”

This is what happens when the government stops representing the people and starts protecting itself from the people.

You don’t pass laws like this to preserve order.

You pass them to silence criticism.

To make sure the next time someone like George Floyd is gasping for air, no one dares hold up a phone.

And the irony?

These same politicians love to talk about “freedom.”

They wave flags, wear crosses, chant about rights, then turn around and say, “If you question the police, we’ll put you in a cage.”

Freedom of speech?

Not if it inconveniences an officer.

Right to protest?

Only if you do it quietly, in a corner, with a permit, and your hands behind your back.

Here’s what George says: If your badge is so fragile that it shatters under public scrutiny, you shouldn’t be holding it.

And if your government is so afraid of its citizens that it has to felonize their voices, then it’s not a republic anymore. It’s a surveillance state in cowboy boots.

Now, these pretentious fuckers caught wind of the protests heading their way and the lawyers salivating over the prospect of juicy First Amendment court battles. 

What did they do?

Withdrew the bills from consideration.

Victory time, right? Wrong!

Because in Texas, they can sneak whole bills in as amendments to bills that don't, you know. Violate civil rights.

They're sneaky like that. 

In the middle of the debate, when only the 'good' bills are left on the table, some cow patty dodging motherfucker is going to submit one of these as an amendment, and it'll get quietly tacked onto a bill that provides eight cents a day extra for the per diem for football players or some shit like that.

And it'll pass.

The moral of the story? Don't take your eyes of these bastards for a second!

And Texas?

You want to lock people up for watching?

Well guess what—we’re all watching now.
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One Big Beautiful Bag of Bullshit
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⚠️ LEGAL DISCLAIMER:  This is a satirical rant in the unmistakable voice of George Carlin. If your ego bruises easily, you may want to leave the room now and go hug a flag.

You know what they should’ve called it?

“The We Don’t Trust You Bill.”

Because that’s what it is.

It’s a 1,100-page hand grenade lobbed straight at democracy by a bunch of sycophants playing lawyer dress-up in the middle of the night.

Let’s take a look at what’s in this legislative landfill:


	
Closing the Department of Education?  Because if you keep Americans dumb enough, they’ll never notice when you rob them blind.


	
25% more logging in national forests, no environmental review?  Great! Turn the trees into paper so you can print more deregulation.


	
Slashing clean energy and EV incentives while handing royalty breaks to oil companies?  Because nothing says “America first” like “planet last.”


	Paris Agreement? Out.

	Student aid? Gutted.

	
Tariffs? Trump gets to play Monopoly with the economy again, except this time he’s the banker and the only player.




And how did it pass committee?

In the dead of night.

Because that's what cowards do.

They wait until everyone's asleep, flip the lights off, and pass a bill so toxic they wouldn't even touch it when people were watching.

And let’s talk about those four Republicans who voted “present.”

You know what “present” means in Congress?

“I’m here, but I left my spine at home.”

They opposed the bill last week when cameras were on, but when the lights dimmed and the press went home, they tucked their principles under the desk and let this bastard through the gate.

This isn't legislation.

It’s a hostile corporate takeover disguised as a policy document.

You don’t write a thousand-page omnibus in secret unless you’re hiding something— or everything.

And what’s this new “Department of Government Efficiency”?

DOGE?

Really?

If you’re naming federal agencies after crypto memes, maybe you shouldn't be writing the Constitution’s eulogy.

You know what George says?

Any government that calls itself “efficient” is probably planning to screw you with military precision.

They’re calling this “reform.”

It’s not reform.

It’s revenge.

It’s retribution for having to share power, listen to facts, or answer to the public.

They don’t want checks and balances.

They want blank checks and zero balance.

And if you’re wondering where your rights went, check under the logging permits.

They’re probably buried next to your pension and your air quality.
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“First They Came for Beyoncé...”
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⚠️ LEGAL DISCLAIMER:  This is satire in the voice of George Carlin. It's angry. It's pointed. It's probably not fit for TV. But it’s also the kind of truth we’re not supposed to say out loud.

So now Donald Trump wants the DOJ to investigate Beyoncé, Oprah, and Springsteen.

You heard that right.

A president demanding criminal investigations into musicians and talk show hosts.

Why?

Because they said nice things about someone else.

You know who used to do that?

Hoover. Nixon. Stalin.

And not the cool kind of Nixon, either. Not the “I will go to China” Nixon. The wiretapping, enemy-list, burn-the-Constitution Nixon.

For over 40 years, we’ve had a simple, fragile, unspoken rule: The President does not order the Justice Department to go after his enemies.

Because once you do that, you don’t have a country.

You have a Goddamn vendetta factory.

But now?

We’re doing investigations by Twitter post.

Sorry—Truth Social.

Where the facts are optional and the font is rage.

Trump says Beyoncé was paid too much to appear at a campaign event.

So now she’s a criminal?

You know what this is?

It’s not about Beyoncé.

It’s not about Oprah.

It’s about making an example.

They want to tell the rest of us: “If we can go after them, imagine what we can do to you.”

You tweet the wrong thing, go to the wrong protest, donate to the wrong campaign—suddenly the IRS wants a word, and the FBI has questions about that Venmo transaction from 2021.

It starts with celebrities.

Because everyone thinks they’re safe from it.

Everyone thinks, “Well, I’m not rich, I’m not famous—they’ll never come for me.”

But here’s the thing: Authoritarianism doesn’t need to knock on every door.

It just needs to knock on a few —loudly.

So the rest of the street gets real quiet.

This isn’t about campaign finance.

It’s about power.

And control.

And the idea that if you dare to speak out— about climate, war, fascism, racism— they can ruin your life.

And you want to know the worst part?

Half the country’s fine with it.

As long as it’s happening to people they don’t like.

As long as the red meat keeps coming.

So here’s what George says: You let a president use the DOJ as a hammer to smash his critics, and pretty soon you’ll be whispering your opinions into a pillow and hoping the algorithms don’t catch it.

And by the way—if they’re listening?

I still think Springsteen kicks ass.

Come at me.
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Voodoo Legislation
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⚠️ LEGAL DISCLAIMER: This is satire in the voice of George Carlin. If you think banning hurricanes with a Bible verse is good governance, you may want to stop reading now and go vote for a storm drain.

So now Republican state legislatures are passing bills to ban weather manipulation.

Let me repeat that: Weather. Manipulation.

Because apparently, droughts, hurricanes, and heatwaves aren’t caused by fossil fuels or a collapsing climate— they’re caused by the Deep State with a fog machine.

These people don’t trust climate scientists.

They don’t trust meteorologists.

But they do trust a guy with a YouTube channel called “SkyTruth420” who swears the clouds are being remote-controlled from Brussels.

And how do they respond?

Not with funding for infrastructure.

Not with climate adaptation.

Nope.

They pass a law that says: “Stop messing with God’s weather!”

You know what that is?

That’s like trying to outlaw gravity because you tripped on a rake.

That’s not policy.

That’s Voodoo Civics.

It’s “make-believe meets legislation,” and suddenly we’re all extras in a sci-fi episode written by Alex Jones.

They’re banning weather control.

Meanwhile, their grid collapses in a heatwave, their reservoirs are drier than a Baptist wedding, and their schools are using textbooks from before Pluto got demoted.

But no worries—the real threat is rain sorcery.

And let’s be honest: This isn’t about science.

It’s about deflection.

It’s about keeping people scared and stupid, so when the crops fail or the sky burns, you can blame globalist cloud demons instead of, you know, ExxonMobil.

Here's what George says: If your state can’t stop wildfires, but it can pass a law banning the Weather Channel from “doing spells,” you don’t have a government.

You have a Facebook comment section with a gavel.

And if you're still worried about weather manipulation, try this ancient ritual:

It’s called “listening to scientists.” If you can find any that haven't been fired, that is.

I know—it’s not as sexy as blaming Beyoncé, but it might keep your town from blowing away.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


GOP to Blue States: Pay More, Cry Less


[image: ]




⚠️ LEGAL DISCLAIMER: This is satire in the voice of George Carlin. It’s angry, profane, and unfortunately, entirely plausible. If you came for comfort, this ain't the monologue for you.

So Trump and the GOP say they won’t lift the SALT cap.

Not because it’s bad economics.

Not because it’s wasteful.

Not because they give two shits about fiscal responsibility.

But because the wrong people would benefit.

You hear that?

Not criminals.

Not scammers.

Just Americans—in the wrong ZIP code.

It’s the most honest thing they’ve said in years: “If you didn’t vote for us, we will actively make your life worse.”

And not even because it helps anyone else!

No, no—this isn’t Robin Hood.

It’s reverse Santa Claus.

They don’t give to the rich.

They just take from the blue.

You want to know how broken things are?

They’re not even hiding it anymore.

They say the quiet part out loud—proudly.

“Why would we help people who vote Democrat?”

Let me rephrase that for clarity: “Why would we govern the whole country when we can govern half and punish the rest?”

This isn’t government.

This is revenge cosplay.

It’s grudge-based governance.

And the fans eat it up!

“Yeah! Own the libs! Tank my deduction and raise my property tax if it’ll make Gavin Newsom frown!”

And here’s the kicker: This kind of thing?

It’s not a glitch.

It’s the fucking model.

Everything is polarized now.

Voting, healthcare, housing, climate, school lunch.

Hell, in a few years they’ll have a partisan stance on oxygen.

“Blue states breathe left. Cut their airflow.”

This is how you cling to power when you’ve run out of ideas.

You don’t govern—you divide.

You don’t serve—you punish.

You don’t build coalitions—you draw battle lines.

And instead of winning more people over, you keep feeding red meat to the base while they gnaw their own arms off in the echo chamber.

And if you’re one of those “base” voters?

Living in a blue state?

Surprise!

You’re getting shafted too.

Because they don’t care if you voted Republican in California.

You’re still in the enemy camp.

You’re acceptable losses in the great war against facts, nuance, and basic decency.

George says: This isn’t governance. This is petty gang warfare in tailored suits.

You want a real tax plan?

How about we tax bullshit at the source?

You’d balance the budget in an hour and drown the Capitol in receipts.

And don’t worry—they’ll come for your refund next.

All in the name of freedom.
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🎤 RFK Jr.: From Conspiracy Candidate to Trump’s Witch Doctor-in-Chief
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⚖️ LEGAL DISCLAIMER: This is a satirical roast, performed in the unmistakable style of the late George Carlin—raging, raw, and immune to lawsuits from people with podcast sponsorships for pine needle supplements. It is not polite. It is not bipartisan. It is Carlin. If you’re clutching pearls, you probably funded a Super PAC called “Moms for Misinformation.”

🎭 Act One: RFK Jr., the Candidate

(aka “The Kennedy Who Should’ve Stayed in the Group Chat”)

Robert F. Kennedy Jr. ran for president like a man on a mission—a mission to take every half-baked internet theory you’ve ever heard in a sauna and turn it into policy.

He showed up with the Kennedy name and a Whole Foods soul, preaching about "toxins" and "chronic disease" while sounding like a consciousness coach who just discovered Google.

He wasn’t just anti-vax. He was anti-medical reality.

He talked about autism like it was a government plot, the CDC like it was Satan’s HR department, and the COVID vaccine like it was brewed in a deep state cauldron with bat wings and Hillary Clinton’s hair.

But it wasn’t enough to be nuts. Oh no.

RFK Jr. had to be useful.

🤝 Act Two: RFK Jr., Secretary of HHS

(aka “Dr. Feelbad Meets President MAGA”)

So what happens next?

He gets handed the entire U.S. Department of Health and Human Services by Donald J. Trump like it’s a fucking birthday gift.

“Here ya go, Bobby. Ruin this, too.”

Now the guy who thinks vaccine schedules are witchcraft and kale cures cancer is in charge of the nation’s health.

You might as well give a wood chipper the nuclear codes.

And what’s the first thing he does?


	Slash research grants

	Defund public health programs

	Consider removing COVID vaccines from childhood schedules

	Lay off scientists like they’re seasonal mall Santas
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