
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Covfefe & Consequences: A MAGA Memoir

        

        
        
          Genevieve Evergreen

        

        
          Published by WriteBooks, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      COVFEFE & CONSEQUENCES: A MAGA MEMOIR

    

    
      First edition. February 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Genevieve Evergreen.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230536727

    

    
    
      Written by Genevieve Evergreen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction: They Stole My Parking Spot and Also the Election
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At this point, I should be able to breathe easy. Trump lost in 2020, he had his chance to slink off into obscurity and spend his twilight years golfing and overcooking steaks at Mar-a-Lago, but no—America, in its infinite wisdom, decided to do it all over again. The man was dragged through more indictments than I can count, publicly fumbled basic words like “anonymous” and “industry,” and still, against all logic and decency, he won in 2024.

And yet, somehow, his supporters are still mad.

It’s baffling. Their guy is in power. Their enemies have been “defeated.” They’ve gotten everything they ever wanted—the Supreme Court of their dreams, a president who speaks directly to them like a drunk uncle on Facebook Live, and an entire media complex dedicated to telling them that they are the single most important people on Earth.

And yet, they are still the angriest people alive.

It really hit me last week in the parking lot of my local Walmart, which—if we’re being honest—is the epicenter of all great American realizations. I was just trying to buy some oat milk, a reasonably priced rotisserie chicken, and maybe one of those candles that smells like “Autumn Woods” but actually just smells like cinnamon and regret. That’s when I pulled into the lot and saw something that made me genuinely consider abandoning society altogether.

A fleet of oversized trucks, each one more obnoxious than the last.

Lift kits. Chrome skull decals. A few strategically placed Punisher stickers that screamed, “I have unresolved anger issues and a pending divorce.” And, of course, a giant Ford F-250 taking up three whole spaces, proudly displaying a Trump 2024: Revenge Tour flag so large it could be seen from space.

Now, let’s pause here. Revenge Tour?

Revenge. For what?

You won. You got your guy back in office. You own the libs. You control the courts. You dominate rural America and Fox News still exists solely to tell you that everything bad in your life is the fault of liberals. So what exactly are you seeking revenge for?

And then it hit me.

MAGA world is not actually designed to win. It is designed to be in a perpetual state of victimhood.

These people don’t want to be happy. They want to be aggrieved. They want to believe they are under attack at all times, even when they hold all the power. It is their entire personality now.

This explains why Trump, the most powerful man in the country (again, Jesus help us), still acts like he’s some kind of underdog, fighting the system instead of literally being the system. It explains why the people who won the election are still crying about election fraud. It explains why the same people who gleefully mocked liberals for being “snowflakes” have somehow spent the last eight years throwing the longest-running temper tantrum in American history.

It’s why nothing in their lives is ever their fault. It’s the government. It’s the woke agenda. It’s BlackRock. It’s George Soros. It’s anyone but them.

It’s why every single problem—whether it’s inflation, student loan forgiveness, or their grandson coming out as nonbinary—becomes a deep state conspiracy instead of, you know, a normal thing that happens in the world. It’s why they think asking them to use a reusable grocery bag is an infringement on their constitutional rights.

It’s why, even when they have everything, they are still whining.

I have never in my life seen a group of people who claim to love their country so much while simultaneously believing that it is constantly on the verge of collapse.

They have a full-blown persecution complex. And the best part?

They think they’re the heroes.

They see themselves as the last true defenders of America, the chosen warriors in a great battle against woke tyranny, when really, they’re just a bunch of dudes with bad WiFi and too much free time, ranting in the comments section of a Fox News Facebook post. They are the only people I know who can listen to country songs about tractors, fried chicken, and Jesus while also believing that they are living through the darkest era of human history.

So if you’re wondering why your conservative relatives are still foaming at the mouth, why your childhood best friend has been posting vaguely threatening messages about “taking back America” on Instagram, or why your coworker won’t shut up about “digital currency” being the first step toward total government mind control, let me tell you this:

They will never, ever, ever be satisfied.

Even if Trump declared himself Dictator for Life, even if they outlawed rainbow flags, even if every single university in America shut down and was replaced by a Bass Pro Shop with an attached gun range, they would still find a reason to cry.

Because deep down, MAGA isn’t really about politics anymore. It’s a religion—a faith built not on hope, but on outrage. They need to believe they are losing, because if they ever admitted they had won, they might have to look around and realize that their lives haven’t actually improved at all.

And that?

That’s a reality they simply can’t accept.

So welcome to the MAGA Cinematic Universe.

Brace yourself—it only gets dumber from here.



1

Make America What Again?

If you spend enough time around a Trumper—whether it’s your uncle at Thanksgiving, the guy ahead of you at the gun store, or any random Facebook user named "PatriotEagle1776"—you’ll eventually hear the phrase: "America used to be great." They say it wistfully, like they’re reminiscing about a lost love, staring off into the distance like a cowboy in a cigarette ad.

If you ask them to be more specific, that’s when things get tricky.

"Back in my day," they’ll start, before launching into some completely unhinged recollection that sounds like a rejected script for Leave It to Beaver. "Kids could ride in the back of pickup trucks without a seatbelt, nobody locked their doors, and men were men."

Sounds nostalgic, right? Simple times. Except for the small detail that none of that is true.

For starters, riding in the back of a pickup truck without a seatbelt wasn’t a sign of freedom; it was just a really good way to launch yourself into oncoming traffic. Nobody locked their doors because there was literally nothing to steal—this was before people had multiple TVs, gaming consoles, or a drawer full of expired takeout soy sauce packets. And as for men being men—what does that even mean? That they repressed their emotions until they died of heart disease at 53? That they could drink a bottle of whiskey and drive home without hitting anyone most of the time?

That’s the thing about MAGA nostalgia—it’s not about an actual time period. It’s about a feeling. A feeling of total dominance, where nobody questioned them, nobody challenged them, and the world looked exactly the way they wanted it to.

They don’t long for a specific decade. They long for a myth—one where America was an all-white, heterosexual, church-going paradise, untouched by the horrors of political correctness, where gas was cheap, and women knew their place.

But reality? Reality was never that simple.



The Good Old Days (That Never Existed)

WHEN EXACTLY WAS AMERICA great? Well, that depends on who you ask.

Some will say the 1950s, because that’s what Fox News tells them. In their heads, it was an era of milkshakes, poodle skirts, and well-behaved children who didn't have pronouns. But they conveniently forget that the ’50s were great if you were a straight white guy who wanted a $10,000 house and a wife who stayed silent. Not so great if you were Black, a woman with ambitions beyond baking meatloaf, or anyone who wanted to use a water fountain without checking if it was labeled "Whites Only."
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