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    For the people who look at the chaos around them and refuse to be overwhelmed.

The ones who keep pushing back—sometimes with courage, sometimes with stubbornness, and sometimes with nothing more than laughter behind a closed door.

Fascists hate to be mocked.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Authoritarians hate being laughed at. Fear they can manage. But ridicule? That's fatal."

- Not George Carlin, though it should be
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Don’t Miss the First Three Volumes
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The American Dumpster Fire Volume One

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

The American Dumpster Fire Volume Two: Sh#t’s Still Burning

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

The American Dumpster Fire Volume Three: This is Normal Now

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

Buy them wherever banned books are sold.

Preferably before someone outlaws them.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


⚠️ 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.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction


Or: The Show Must Go On
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IF YOU’RE HOLDING VOLUME Four, one of three things has happened.

You’ve been here since the first match struck and you’re too stubborn to look away now. You skipped ahead because someone said, “It escalates.” Or you’re reading this with your jaw tight because some part of you suspects you helped build the stage.

In all cases—welcome back.

The fire is still burning.

But now there are cameras.

Volume One was shock. Volume Two was realization. Volume Three was normalization. That was the phase where cruelty put on a tie, learned to speak in bullet points, and filed itself under “policy.” The flames got a logo. The smoke got a spokesperson.

Volume Four is different.

This is the part where the system stops explaining itself and starts performing.

Not chaos. Not incompetence. Not even the cold procedural tone of “working as intended.”

This is spectacle.

Raids during wildfires. Troops on city streets where crime is already falling. Redactions delivered like a drumroll. Bills branded like safety while families are fed to the gears.

The emergency isn’t solved—it’s leveraged. The disaster isn’t responded to—it’s repurposed. The goal isn’t safety. It’s theater. You’re meant to see the handcuffs. You’re meant to see the uniforms. You’re meant to see the message.

“Anywhere. Anytime. To anyone.”

That’s not governance. That’s choreography.

By the time we reached Volume Three, the fire had learned to sign forms. It had learned to cite precedent. It had learned to smile while explaining why the harm was necessary.

Now it has a stage crew.

Now it has lighting.

Now it has a script.

And the script says the spectacle is the point.

This is the phase where public service becomes a checkpoint. Where law enforcement becomes branding. Where emergency powers are less about crisis and more about rehearsal. Where democracy isn’t dismantled in a blaze of glory, but quietly repositioned as the villain of the story.

The flames aren’t higher.

They’re directed. Contained in just the right places. Released in others. Always with an audience.

You don’t need to have read the earlier volumes. Collapse doesn’t care about continuity. Each chapter stands alone because each chapter happened anyway. Together, they form something more uncomfortable than outrage: a pattern. A rhythm. A country that isn’t falling apart so much as reorganizing itself around force and optics.

Read this however you need to. As satire. As documentation. As a transcript of the show you were told was normal. As proof that someone was still watching the wires behind the curtain.

And if you recognize yourself here—if you hear your own talking points echoing back from these pages—I have the same good news and bad news.

Good news: history remembers spectacle.

Bad news: it remembers who applauded.

Welcome back to the Almanac.

The fire isn’t spreading.

It’s performing.

Adam Gaffen

Trinidad, CO

Still shouting. Still watching.
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🎤 “America, 2025: We Put a Man on the Moon, and Now We’re Afraid of a Scanner.”
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⚠️ SNARKY DISCLAIMER:  If you think elections are only “rigged” when your guy loses, if you believe Sharpies are secure but scanners are suspect, or if your idea of democracy involves screaming at voting machines until Fox News pays another settlement—sit down. The rest of you? Time to talk about the toddler-in-chief trying to ban the toys he keeps losing with.

Trump’s at it again. This morning’s post: Ban the machines! Not the slot machines, not the claw machines at Chuck E. Cheese—no, the voting machines. Because in his mind, every election is a casino he’s destined to lose, and the only way out is to torch the house.

Here’s the con: He lost in 2020. He knows it. The courts know it. Hell, even the Cybersecurity and Infrastructure Security Agency—HIS OWN PEOPLE—said it was the most secure election in American history. So how do you keep the “stolen election” cult alive five years later? Easy. You keep moving the goalposts until they’re stapled to the parking lot.

First, it was the mail-in ballots. Too easy to cheat, he said. Then it was the drop boxes. Too stuffed with “mystery votes.” Then it was dead people voting. (Spoiler: the only dead folks voting were his arguments, over and over.) Now it’s the machines. “They can’t be trusted!” Except... they can. They’re audited. They’re backed up with paper. They’ve been proven reliable in red states, blue states, purple states—and the only fraud we’ve seen was Trump and his cronies pretending otherwise.

But banning them isn’t about security. It’s about control. Hand-counting 150 million ballots? That’s chaos. That’s three years of recounts, screaming matches, and “oops we lost that box.” And chaos, my friends, is the fertilizer this man’s lies grow in. The longer it takes to count, the easier it is to scream “fraud!” on loop until his followers start sharpening pitchforks.

And let’s not forget: banning machines screws the disabled, the elderly, the folks who need accessible voting systems by law. Does he care? Hell no. The only “access” he cares about is his access to power.

Meanwhile, Dominion has already bled Newsmax and Fox dry in billion-dollar settlements. Courts laughed Sidney Powell out of the room. But Trump? He doubles down. Because for him, it’s not about truth—it’s about merch. He’s already selling “Ban the Machines” hats, bumper stickers, probably gold-plated staplers by Christmas.

And in the background? The cult eats it up. Because if you keep them convinced the system is broken, they’ll stop trusting any result but his. That’s the whole scam. “Stop the Steal” was never about 2020—it’s about every election from now on.

So let’s be clear: it’s not the machines that are busted. It’s not the ballots. It’s not the process.

It’s the man. The same man who’s been caught cheating at golf, lying in court, and filing bankruptcy like it’s a hobby. If Monopoly had machines, he’d ban those too.

And here’s the punchline: America’s not being hacked by China, Venezuela, or Dominion. It’s being hacked by a 79-year-old felon in a golf cart who can’t stand losing fair and square.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Tariffs or Bust—Or Maybe Bust First
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⚠️ SATIRE ALERT: THIS is not a balanced trade analysis. It’s a George Carlin–style roast of America’s latest economic self-immolation. If you think tariffs are magic patriot taxes that punish foreigners while you sip domestic beer and watch the Dow rise, prepare for disappointment—and profanity.

Well folks, it’s official: we’re living in the world’s dumbest episode of Shark Tank, and Trade War Barbie just got her own spin-off.

Donald Trump has done it again.

New tariffs. Everywhere. On everything.

Because if your policies already cost people their jobs, their savings, and their sanity—why not tax the ever-loving hell out of everything that’s left?

📦 “Welcome to Liberation Day—Now Bend Over”

So we’re calling this round ‘Liberation Day’ tariffs.

Because nothing says “freedom” like a 50% tax on stuff you used to buy for half the price last week.

Imports from India? 50%.

Switzerland? 35%.

Brazil? 25%.

Japan and Korea? Slammed.

China? Oh baby, they’re getting the full tariff kamasutra.

And here’s the best part: these aren’t targeted tariffs.

No strategic nuance.

No precision.

Just a national game of “fuck your supply chain” played with a flamethrower.

🧻 “Because the Last Depression Was So Much Fun”

The average U.S. import tax is now 18.3%.

Let me repeat that in case you were using your ears to block out reality: Eighteen-point-fucking-three percent.

The last time it was that high, movies didn’t have sound and Hoover was still pretending everything was fine.

We are speedrunning the Smoot-Hawley Act with bonus racism and worse haircuts.

💸 “Economic Patriotism Means Paying $1,300 More to Exist”

Here’s what those “America First” taxes get you. A projected $2.7 TRILLION in new revenue over the next decade.

Sounds great, right?

Yeah, until you realize the economic damage causes a $466 billion DROP in actual tax revenue.

It’s like torching your house to save money on air conditioning.

And meanwhile, every American household gets to pay an extra $1,300 a year for the privilege of waving a flag at a Walmart full of empty shelves.

💻 “Semiconductors or Sovereignty, Pick One”

Oh, and Trump wants a 100% tariff on computer chips.

You know, those little things that run everything, like your car, your phone, your insulin pump, and even your vibrator. 

“Build them here,” he says. Sure. Because semiconductor fabs are easy to build, cheap to run, and only take 8 years to break ground.

In the meantime, we’ll be bartering for processors like it’s Fallout: Silicon Valley.

✈️ “Bitcoin Miners Are Chartering Boeing 777s”

Yes.

This is real.

Bitcoin bros are now renting commercial jets—full cargo haulers—to smuggle hardware in before the tariffs hit.

This isn’t free market capitalism.

This is chaos capitalism with frequent flyer miles.

🛠️ “Hey, Remember Mexico and Canada? We Pissed Them Off Too”

Oh yeah, remember USMCA? That cute little trade agreement we almost respected for five minutes? The one FOTUS negotiated his first term to replace NAFTA? Well now we’re banning steel, copper, and cars from Mexico and Canada unless they meet new MAGA purity standards.

Not 100%. Not 95%.

Eighty-five to ninety percent compliance.

Because nothing says "trustworthy trading partner" like moving the goalposts mid-game and screaming about betrayal.

📈 “But the Market’s Up!”

Yeah, for five minutes.

Because Apple and Nvidia stocks ticked up on rumors of tariff waivers.

That’s where we are: the rumor of not setting your entire economy on fire is enough to spike the NASDAQ.

💣 MIC DROP

This isn’t trade policy.

This isn’t economic strategy.

This is a temper tantrum in the global marketplace.

We didn’t build walls—we built tariff towers to box ourselves in.

We didn’t win independence—we declared war on efficiency, reason, and the concept of math.

Congratulations, America.

You’re paying more, getting less, and smiling while they call it freedom.

This isn’t a trade war.

It’s a goddamn suicide pact with receipts.

And we’re all footing the bill.

Mic drop.

Port closed.

Wallet empty.
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From Serfs to Subscribers: Volkswagen Invents Feudalism on Wheels
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⚠️ SNARKY DISCLAIMER: This rant is certified 100% Carlin-esque, GMO-free, gluten-packed, and guaranteed to piss off billionaires who think a “subscription model” is the same thing as an economy. If you think ownership is overrated and landlords are just misunderstood philanthropists, strap in. This one’s for you.

So, Volkswagen’s got a new trick.

You buy a car. You pay full price. You sign papers, shake hands, drive it off the lot—and guess what? You don’t actually own the horsepower. Nope. That’s a feature. That’s a service. That’s a subscription.

Two hundred horses under the hood? You only get 201 unless you fork over $20 a month. They put the damn horses in the barn, then padlock the stall until you slide your credit card under the door.

And people say, “Oh, it’s just a car thing.” No, it’s not. It’s the billionaire class running the same con on every square inch of your life.

They don’t want you to own. They want you to rent. Everything. Forever.

Your house? Mortgage is just rent with paperwork. Miss a payment? Bank owns it. But at least you have a chance, after 30 years, to own something. That's getting rare.

Your phone? You lease it from Apple until the next one drops.

Your apps? Subscriptions.

Your music? Subscriptions.

Your movies? Subscriptions.

Now? Your goddamn car.

It’s not capitalism. It’s feudalism with Wi-Fi. They’re the lords, you’re the serf, and instead of crops, you pay in monthly autopay deductions.

And here’s the kicker—once you don’t own anything, you’ve got no power. No leverage. When you’re just a renter in every corner of life, they can jack up the rent, cut the features, repossess your stuff, flip a switch and turn off the horsepower, the heat, the lights, the Wi-Fi.

Ownership is freedom. Renting is control.

That’s the plan. Make you a renter from your roof down to your brake horsepower. So you never get the wheel. You just ride along, month to month, praying the algorithm doesn’t decide you’ve been downgraded.

And one day, you’ll wake up, the car won’t start, the fridge won’t cool, the door won’t open, and the landlord in the sky says: “We regret to inform you your subscription has expired.”

Welcome to the future. Pay-per-view freedom. Rent-to-own existence. Microtransactions for life.

But hey—at least the Wi-Fi will hold.

Because you’ll need it...to pay next month’s bill.
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The Big, Beautiful Olympics Takeover—Authoritarian Edition
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⚠️ SATIRE WARNING: This is not an NBC primetime preview of the 2028 Olympics. This is a George Carlin–style rant, which means sarcasm, profanity, and zero respect for dictators who think the Olympic torch is a branding opportunity. If you came for “inspiring moments of unity,” you’re in the wrong stadium.

So here we are, folks—L.A. 2028. You thought the Olympics were going to be a celebration of sport, unity, and that weird techno music they play during medal ceremonies? Wrong.

The Felon of the United States has decided the Games aren’t just in his backyard—they’re his.

Trump signs an executive order, sets up a federal task force, and—surprise!—he’s the chair. Vice Chair? JD “I’ve Never Met a Boot I Won’t Lick” Vance. The Cabinet’s in on it too: Noem, Bondi, the whole peanut gallery.

They control visas, security, transportation, and credentials. You want to sell churros on Olympic Boulevard? Better pass a loyalty test. 

🪖 “Security” or Martial Law Lite?

He’s already hinting about using the National Guard or active-duty troops. Because nothing says “Welcome, World!” like an M1 Abrams parked outside the gymnastics venue.

And remember—this is the same guy who sent troops into Los Angeles two months ago to smack down immigration protests. The precedent’s there. The tanks already have their parking spots picked out.

🧬 Purity Tests, Literally

Now we’ve got the USOPC bending over backwards to please the guy in the Oval Orifice by banning transgender women athletes outright and starting whisper campaigns about bringing back discredited “genetic sex testing” for female Olympians—because authoritarian regimes love themselves a purity standard.

The Olympics used to be about who could run fastest, jump highest, swim farthest. Now it’s about who can pass the state-sanctioned chromosome inspection.

🛂 Visa Games for the Games

Want to come cheer from overseas? Good luck. Trump’s got new visa hoops: higher bonds, tighter vetting, and maybe outright bans depending on your country, your politics, or your melanin content.

Imagine training your whole life to see the Olympics live—and getting turned away because your passport triggers some algorithm labeled “Not White Enough to Wave a Flag Here.”

🏛 History’s Been Here Before

This isn’t new, it’s recycled.

Berlin 1936: Hitler turned the Games into an Aryan photo shoot. Military precision. State propaganda. Oppression backstage.

Moscow 1980: The Soviet Union’s victory lap, complete with security forces on every corner and dissenters in prison.

Beijing 2008: Surveillance, protest zones that were never approved, and those pesky activists getting disappeared before the opening ceremonies.

L.A. 2028? Check, check, and check—with a side of reality-TV smirk and Twitter all-caps.

🏚 Local Costs, Federal Gains

The “No Olympics” folks in L.A. already know the drill:


	Displacement.

	Cost overruns.

	Federal overreach.



Except now it’s not just the IOC squeezing the city—it’s Washington, D.C., using the Games as a domestic propaganda set piece. Imagine Triumph of the Will meets The Apprentice, with better lighting and worse morals.

🥇 The Apolitical Myth Is Dead

The Olympic Charter says no politics. The history books laugh in its face. The 2028 Games are political from torch to closing ceremony. This isn’t “sport as diplomacy”—it’s “sport as propaganda.”

Trump isn’t even hiding it. He’s turning the Olympics into a campaign rally with synchronized swimming. He’ll have troops in the streets, genetic purity tests in the locker rooms, and ICE at the gates checking your voter registration before you can watch table tennis.

💣 FINAL VERDICT:

We’ve gone from Citius, Altius, Fortius—Faster, Higher, Stronger—to Loyal, White, and Approved by the State.

The Games won’t unite the world—they’ll unite the boot with your neck.

So when you watch L.A. 2028, remember, you’re not seeing the Olympics.

You’re seeing the Authoritarian World Championships, and America’s the host, the referee, and the only one allowed to win.

Mic dropped.

Torch extinguished.

Democracy benched for “unsportsmanlike conduct.”
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Crypto in Your 401(k): The Retirement Plan for People Who Hate Themselves
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⚠️ SATIRE WARNING:  This isn’t financial advice. This is George Carlin–style financial heresy—profanity, mockery, and a hard slap to anyone who thinks crypto in your 401(k) is a “freedom dividend.” If you’re ready to YOLO your retirement into a meme coin named after a dog, prepare to be roasted.

So the Felon of the United States—yes, that orange kleptocrat in a red tie—just decided your retirement savings should be a playground for every speculative fever dream that Wall Street and the crypto bros can dream up after three martinis and a bump in the boardroom.

401(k) plans used to have rules. Little things like “prudence,” “loyalty,” and “don’t dump people’s life savings into volatile bullshit.”

Well, fuck that—now we’re opening the floodgates to private equity, real estate schemes, and cryptocurrency. Because nothing says “secure retirement” like putting grandma’s nest egg into Dogecoin derivatives.

📉 “But Crypto’s the Future!”

Yeah, so is death. And both can come faster than you think.

Crypto is the most volatile “asset class” on the planet. It can double overnight and then lose 80% before lunch because Elon Musk tweeted a picture of a raccoon.

A 401(k) is supposed to be boring. Safe. A slow-cooking stew of index funds and bonds.
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