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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: The Fire Learned to Sign Forms

If you’re holding this, one of three things has happened:

You read Volumes 1 and 2 and thought, “Okay, this is worse than last time.”

You skipped ahead because someone told you, “You might want to see where this goes.”

Or you are hate-reading this because deep down, you recognize your fingerprints on the match.

In all cases—welcome back. The fire is still burning. It’s just more organized now.

By the time we reached Volume 2, the shouting was no longer optional. The absurdity had gone from sporadic to scheduled. Outrage arrived on a timetable. The news cycle stopped asking if something unhinged would happen and started asking what time.

And I yelled anyway.

Not because I thought it would stop anything. Not because yelling fixes systems designed to ignore it. But because by then, the silence had started filling out paperwork.

Volume 3 comes from the stretch where the chaos stopped pretending to be accidental. This is the era where cruelty wasn’t a byproduct—it was the point. Where the language got cleaner, the press releases got smoother, and the harm got more procedural. Nobody was screaming anymore. They were smiling. They were explaining. They were calling it “policy.”

That’s when things got dangerous.

Because it’s one thing to fight a dumpster fire. It’s another thing when the dumpster fire gets a logo, a budget line, and bipartisan talking points.

These pieces were written during the months when the worst impulses of power stopped tripping over themselves and started walking in step. When disasters weren’t just mishandled—they were leveraged. When suffering wasn’t denied—it was reframed as discipline. When empathy became suspicious, and kindness got treated like a regulatory loophole.

If Volume 1 was lighting the match, and Volume 2 was realizing the fire could talk, Volume 3 is the moment you notice it’s taking notes.

This isn’t the loud panic phase. This is the calm voice telling you this is “for your own good.” This is the paperwork phase of the apocalypse.

You don’t need to have read the earlier volumes. The system doesn’t care about continuity, and neither does collapse. Each chapter stands alone because each one happened anyway. But together, they form a record of how a country doesn’t fall apart in one dramatic explosion—it just gets very comfortable stepping over the damage.

Read this however you need to. As satire. As documentation. As a reminder that you’re not imagining it. As proof that someone else was paying attention.

And if you’re one of the people who recognizes yourself here, I have the same good news and bad news as before.

Good news: history remembers you.

Bad news: not kindly.

Welcome back to the Almanac. The flames aren’t higher anymore.

They’re contained. Which should worry you more.

Adam Gaffen

Trinidad, CO

Still yelling. Still watching.
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Crushing the Minority, Exposing the Fraud
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⚠️ SATIRE DISCLAIMER (NOW WITH EXTRA DEMOCRACY!): This is stand-up satire in a Carlin voice. If you think democracy can be stolen with 49%, disillusionment is optional—context is mandatory. 

“RCV—The Democracy Kryptonite Republicans Fear”

So here’s what’s happening: New York City drops its mayoral primary under Ranked Choice Voting, and what do we get? Zohran Mamdani—the outsider, the socialist, the left-field challenger—leads with 44% after round one. Cuomo? He’s stuck at 36%, and bows out knowing he’ll lose votes in the second round. That’s not democracy; that’s depth democracy. 

In Maine, they asked the people: “Do you want plurality fraud, or majority rule?” They voted right—solidifying RCV in case after case. Because when the system demands over 50%, you gotta actually earn it, not just sneak in with 45% while everyone else splinters .

But here’s the part that’ll make your scalp tingle:

The GOP HATES this.

They know RCV blows up their game. They tremble at the thought of minority votes masked as mandates, like FOTUS pulling “win” off 44% of Republicans—while the majority said “no thanks.” RCV would rip that apart, making every win a real win—or no win at all.

Suddenly, spoiler candidates don’t matter. Turd candidates don’t let you sneak through. You gotta be worth it. They can’t divide and conquer. They can’t rig with half the party, because the system gives the people the full picture.

That’s right: RCV isn’t just votes; it’s heritage-level civil rights. It’s the veto to minority hegemony.

Maine saw it. Alaska saw it. NYC just lived it. And now, every corrupt GOP senator or strategist who counted on fractional support is twisting in its wake.

Because RCV says: if you're not majority—or can't build a broader coalition—you don’t deserve power.

And they hate it.

They hate losing the loopholes, the plurality scams, the manipulated primaries. They hate a system that demands majority—not their majority.

If democracy is a ship, plurality’s a dinghy. RCV is the freaking anchor. And every time the GOP tries to toss it overboard—state bans, manipulative referenda—it proves they’re terrified of being outvoted properly.

They’d rather rig primaries, steal elections, suppress votes—whatever it takes—than face an honest majority mandate.

RCV is the cure for that, and they’re running from the cure like it’s the plague.

Final word?

If your candidate can’t survive past the plurality gutter, they don’t deserve to govern.

RCV isn’t some geeky ballot system—it’s the truth serum for democracy.

And Republicans know: when democracy goes unfiltered, their scam shows up in HD.
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TRUMP FREEZES KIDS' FUTURES: HOW TO STARVE A SCHOOL DISTRICT WITHOUT FIRING A SHOT
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⚠️ SNARKY DISCLAIMER: This rant is brought to you by the ghost of George Carlin, who reminds you that when fascists wrap themselves in flags, they tend to forget the part about funding public education. This one’s for the kids they left behind—and the parents they hung out to dry.

You know what’s really patriotic?

Cutting billions in school funding that Congress already approved. Because nothing says “America First” like leaving your nation's children with fewer books, no after-school programs, and a summer filled with jack shit instead of learning.

That’s right, the Trump administration—led by a man who thinks reading is a gateway drug to thinking—just froze nearly $7 billion earmarked for things like after-school programs, English-language instruction, summer learning, and teacher training. You know, the stuff that makes schools... function. Because the FOTUS saw a budget with “migrant education” and “bilingual programming” and said, “Looks suspiciously like helping people. Shut it down.”

Let’s be clear: Congress approved it. The money was obligated. States made plans. Districts hired staff. Kids signed up for programs. And then—SURPRISE!—with all the subtlety of a raccoon in a church, the Trump administration dropped the hammer just hours before the July 1 payout deadline, telling states, “Yeah, about that money... we’re thinking it over.”

They called it a “programmatic review.” Translation: If we don’t like what the program does (like help brown kids or let teachers mention climate change without being tasered), we’ll stall the money until hell freezes over or DeSantis figures out how to read, whichever comes first.

California? Screwed.

Texas? Screwed.

Every rural district that relies on Title I grants to keep the lights on and the reading levels up? Royally. Screwed.

Hell, even adult literacy programs got shafted, because apparently, being able to read the fine print in a scammy timeshare contract is too woke.

But let’s talk about who else this hurts—the working poor.

You kill after-school programs and what happens?

Parents who are already clinging to jobs by their fingernails now have to leave early, pay more, or roll the dice on their kids being latchkey survivors.

(Remember latchkey kids? Ask Gen X how that turned out—if you can find any who aren’t emotionally welded to their trauma and a VHS copy of The Breakfast Club.)

So now Mom’s got to cut her hours to get home before Jimmy microwaves a Hot Pocket into the void, or she’s scrambling to enroll in private care that costs more than her car payment. And if she does get a spot? She needs to work overtime just to afford it—except her hours got cut because she had to pick up Jimmy. Welcome to the poverty loop. Sponsored by Betsy DeVos’s ghost and the modern Republican Party.

And don’t give me the crap about “fiscal responsibility.”

This isn’t about the budget. This is about ideology—a full-frontal assault on public education wrapped in the flag and soaked in the sweat of angry Boomers yelling “Where’s my America!?” while voting against school lunches.

Let me say this loud for the congressional cowards in the back: Withholding funds Congress appropriated is illegal. It’s called impoundment, and there’s an Act for that. Maybe someone at the Department of Education should try reading it—y’know, if they didn’t just defund literacy.

So what are we left with?

Kids with no programs. Teachers with pink slips. Parents screwed six ways from Sunday. And a government willing to torch an entire generation’s future because DEI made them cry.

This isn’t incompetence.

This is deliberate cruelty masquerading as policy.

And the next time they pose in front of a chalkboard for a photo op, I hope it’s got “YOU FAILED US” scrawled in big red crayon across it. Because they did.
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🧷 “OWNER RESPONSIBILITY”: A NICE LITTLE REBRAND FOR SLAVERY
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(Because “plantation economics” didn’t test well with the base)

⚠️ SATIRE WARNING ⚠️: This rant contains heavy sarcasm, historical comparisons, and extremely uncomfortable truths. If you prefer your dystopia with a flag on it and no reading required, now’s your last chance to change the channel.

You know how sometimes you hear something so fucking evil, it sounds like it rolled straight out of a 19th-century plantation ledger?

Well, welcome to “owner responsibility.”

That’s the new immigration plan, folks!

That’s what the president is selling you—an actual, literal system where employers “own” their workers.

But don’t worry—it’s not slavery. No, no.

It’s patriotic capitalism.

That’s what they’ll tell you. They say, “We’re just giving the best workers a chance!”

Oh, sure. A chance to live here—as long as they’re good little economic units, tied to a specific job, never complain, never leave, and never, ever ask for citizenship.

Sound familiar?

It’s not immigration reform. It’s indentured servitude with a loyalty clause and no way out.

They’re calling it “bringing the best workers back.” But guess what? You don’t bring people back unless you already threw them out in the first place—or hunted them like animals.

Now they want them back, but only if they’ve got a leash around their necks and a corporate logo stamped on their ass.

And who’s responsible for these workers?

Not the government. Not the system.

Their “owners.”

Oh, I’m sorry, is that too blunt for you?

That’s what they’re saying. “Owners.”

As in: the company is now legally responsible for the human being who picks your strawberries, changes your sheets, or scrubs the fucking urinal at the Hilton.

But don’t worry, they’re not calling it slavery—because there’s a biometric ID and an app involved.

And these “best workers”? They get to work legally—but can’t vote.

Can’t become citizens.

Can’t switch jobs.

Can’t leave without risking deportation.

We’ve seen this before.

It was called “guest worker” programs in the Jim Crow South.

It was called Bracero. It was called convict leasing.

And it always ended the same way: cheap, voiceless labor building a rich man’s empire with no protection, no recourse, and no dignity.

You don’t get to talk about “freedom” while building a labor caste system.

You don’t get to wave the flag while shackling workers to “owners.”

You don’t get to scream about the Constitution while creating a class of people without a goddamn say in the system they serve.

And don’t give me that crap about “jobs Americans won’t do.”

If a job pays poverty wages, offers no healthcare, and treats you like furniture—no shit people won’t do it.

That’s not an immigration problem.

That’s a capitalism problem with a plantation complex.

And let’s talk legality—because I know someone out there’s going, “But it’s legal, George!”

Yeah? So was the Three-Fifths Compromise.

So was the Chinese Exclusion Act.

So was Japanese internment.

And so was slavery, for two hundred and forty-five goddamn years.

Legal isn’t the same as right.

It’s only legal because the bastards who wrote the law designed it to protect themselves.

This isn’t reform. It’s rebranded servitude—wrapped in red, white, and bullshit.

You can slap a barcode on it, call it a “worker ID,” dress it up in Freedom Fries and play Lee Greenwood on a loop—but when a person is owned, even temporarily, you don’t have a democracy. You have a fucking plantation with an HR department.

And if you're okay with that?

Then maybe you’re not the citizen you think you are.

You’re just another “owner” waiting for your cut.
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✡️ SHYLOCK & SHAM: THE PRESIDENT WHO LOVES JEWS LIKE A FOX LOVES HENS
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(When you’re too antisemitic for Shakespeare class but not too antisemitic for the White House)

⚠️ SATIRE WARNING ⚠️: The following rant contains sharp language, historical accuracy, religious slurs used by the president, and more hypocrisy than a televangelist’s bank statement. If you’re offended by the truth, close your eyes and pretend it’s still 1985. Everyone else, grab your popcorn and your barf bag—we’re going in.

So now we’re here. Again.

Again.

Another week, another antisemitic screed from the tangerine-tinted tycoon of grievance.

And this time? Oh baby, he said the quiet part out loud.

"Shylocks."

At a rally. On a mic. To an actual crowd of sentient beings who clapped when he dropped one of the oldest, ugliest, most rancid antisemitic slurs in the English language.

And then, when someone with a brain said, “Hey, you know that’s a slur, right?”—he blinks like a malfunctioning Furby and goes: “I’ve never heard that.” Never heard that. Never heard that.

Listen, unless you were homeschooled by a rock, The Merchant of Venice was assigned reading somewhere between algebra and puberty. And even if you only skimmed it—even if you paid some sweaty kid with Adderall to take the test for you—you probably still remember the part where Shylock wants a literal pound of flesh. It’s the only quote most ninth-graders remember after Hamlet and fart jokes.

But somehow, this guy, this real estate mogul from New York with a billion-dollar debt to Deutsche Bank, has never heard that “Shylock” is a slur.

That’s like a guy running a brothel saying he’s never heard the word “madam.”

Let me put it another way: either he’s antisemitic, or he’s the most ignorant motherfucker ever to crawl out of a prep school diploma mill wearing someone else’s test answers and a name tag that says “Daddy’s Tax Write-off.”

Pick one.

You don’t get both ignorance and power without consequences.

But you know it doesn’t stop there. It never does.

This is the same guy who told a room full of Jewish Republicans: “I’m a negotiator like you folks.”

Because apparently the only thing separating Jews from used car salesmen is a yarmulke and a calculator.

This is the guy who tweeted an image of Hillary Clinton over a pile of money with a six-pointed star and then said, “Oh no, no, it’s a sheriff’s badge.”

Sure. And the swastika was originally a windmill. We’ve heard this shit before.

He’s the one who told Jewish voters that if they vote for Democrats, they “hate Israel,” or “hate their own religion.”

Because your political beliefs, apparently, are only valid if they line up with his marketing strategy.

And don’t forget, he told Chuck Schumer he’s “not Jewish anymore” because he criticized Netanyahu. Called him a Palestinian.

Yeah, calling a Jew a Palestinian as an insult—now that’s some next-level gaslighting wrapped in hate speech dipped in ethnic slur fondue.

That’s not just offensive, it’s weaponized ignorance. That’s the kind of thing that turns the Southern Poverty Law Center into a full-time employer.

And who could forget the Mar-a-Lago Holocaust Revival Hour—when he sat down for dinner with Nick Fuentes, full-blown white supremacist and Holocaust denier, and Kanye “Death Con 3 on Jewish People” West.

He said he didn’t know who Fuentes was. Of course he didn’t. He never knows.

The man’s like a haunted Etch-a-Sketch—shake him hard enough and every atrocity just vanishes.

And yet, through all of it, he still positions himself as the greatest friend the Jewish people have ever had.

The big orange Moses, come down from Mar-a-Sinai with a combo platter of tax cuts and MAGA hats.

He thinks planting the embassy in Jerusalem and pretending to love Bibi makes him the Messiah.

But let’s get real: he doesn’t love the Jewish people—he loves corrupt strongmen who remind him of himself.

He loves Bibi because Bibi is just Trump with Hebrew subtitles—a guy who dodges court dates like raindrops and keeps a permanent war running so no one checks the balance sheet.

You remember that, right? Trump actually floated the idea that maybe Bibi’s legal problems were all part of a “witch hunt.”

He said Israel was going after him like America did to Trump.

And then, just to top it off, he mused about possibly pardoning Bibi if Israel ever decided to ship him over here for trial.

That’s not foreign policy. That’s a goddamn mob movie.

It’s The Godfather Part Orange. And every line ends with “tremendous, believe me.”

This has never been about protecting Jews.

It’s about manipulating them.

It’s about creating just enough confusion, just enough loyalty theater, just enough “I moved the embassy for you!” bullshit to keep American Jews from standing up and calling this what it is: a toxic stew of racism, nationalism, and authoritarian grift.

He’s not courting Jewish voters—he’s gaslighting them.

Trying to split them down the middle, wedge them between identity and ideology, so they don’t notice that he’s stealing, lying, burning the Constitution like a used business card—and doing it all in their name.

And here’s the real kicker:

When Trump says he’s the “best president Jews have ever had”?

That’s not praise.

That’s a threat.

Because if this is the best you’ve ever had— what the hell do you think he’ll do to you when you say no?
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🎤 You Can’t Build Shit in America Anymore — and That’s the Point!
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DISCLAIMER: THIS RANT contains high doses of common sense, moderate profanity, and a trace of uncut rage. If you're allergic to logic or get hives at the thought of a bridge being built in under 25 years, consult your nearest libertarian.

You ever try to build something in America?

I don’t mean “start a business” or “launch an app” — I mean physically build a goddamn thing. A train. A wind farm. A school. A factory. A house. Hell, a chicken coop if you’re not zoned for “fowl adjacency.”

Well, good luck, motherfucker.

You’re gonna need:


	14 permits,

	9 environmental reviews,

	3 tribal consultations (for land 80 miles away),

	an economic impact statement,

	a parking study,

	and a fucking crystal ball to predict what some city planner with a clipboard and a superiority complex might decide 18 months from now.



By the time you break ground, your grandkids will be eligible for Medicare — assuming we haven’t means-tested that into oblivion.

And here’s the real kicker: nobody’s happy about it. Not the left. Not the right. Not the MAGA guy who just wants to slap a garage on his house, not the climate activist who wants to plug the country into sunlight, and not the union worker who’s ready to build the damn thing but is waiting on an endangered weed to be cataloged.
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