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About the Book


TRUMP: The Prison Diaries


Parody diary of Donald Trump as he stars in his very own version of The Shawshank Redemption.


In this explosive first-person account of swapping the White House for the Big House, Donald Trump aims to Make Prison Great Again.


MARCH 31


It's been two weeks since they put me in The Hole. Very unfair! No-one is treated as unfairly as Trump. Many people say that solitary confinement is a kind of torture. I'm not so sure. I'm getting to spend a lot of time with my favourite person in the world. I say to him: "Mr President, remember when you met Bo Derek at the PGA Tour Championship? She had the hots for you, believe me." And he'll reply: "I agree, Mr President. Also, I was a better golfer than anyone in the tournament.
And that's without cheating, which I would never do, believe me."


So I'm doing amazing. Incredibly well. Some would say I'm the best Hole Guy ever. Not like those losers who go nuts...


Of course the verdict was VERY UNFAIR - they were meant to be a jury of his peers, but none of them were billionaires. Still, the trial got AMAZING ratings. Now locked up in Smallhand State Prison, our presidential protagonist goes full Samuel Pepys and attempts the first BESTSELLER to be written entirely on toilet paper.


Life inside is tough for Trump: he experiences withdrawal symptoms from social media and is no longer able to watch Fox News all day. But he soon realises that incarceration isn't a punishment, it's an OPPORTUNITY, and attempts to conquer the clink as he once conquered AMERICA. Can Donald rise to become prison kingpin, smuggling McDonald's Filet-O-Fish and tutoring fellow inmates in the Art of the Deal?


Interspersed with reports from Smallhand's resident psychologist, Trump: The Prison Diaries is a satirical riot - The Apprentice meets The Shawshank Redemption. So brace yourself, because orange is the new orange.









 




Men are not prisoners of fate, but only
prisoners of their own minds.


– Franklin Delano Roosevelt


Every true hustler knows that you
cannot hustle forever. You will go to jail
eventually.


– The Notorious B.I.G.













Foreword


Everyone remembers where they were when they heard the news. Donald Trump, formerly the world’s most powerful man, had been found guilty. The tangerine tyrant was headed for the slammer. He would be swapping the White House for the big house, Mar-a-Lago for the hoosegow. Not since Richard Nixon had anyone dreamed of a president in pokey. It was mind-blowing. Surreal. And very much in keeping with events since 2016.


Reactions were predictable, given Trump’s polarising nature. Democrats applauded the strength of the US legal system. Republicans decried this conspiracy by globalist elites. Blue states rejoiced, sounding the horns of their Priuses and sipping mimosas at brunch. Red states howled, sounding the horns of their pick-up trucks and firing AR-15s in the air. Late-night comedians crowed and wept and occasionally made jokes. The influencers of the MAGAsphere ranted and raged and shared links to crowdfunding pages. There was talk of a violent insurrection but none materialised. Then everybody got distracted when it came out that Taylor Swift was dating Pete Davidson. This was all to be expected.


What no one expected was that, during his confinement, President Trump would keep a diary. Nevertheless, he did just that, penning thousands of words on several rolls of toilet paper. The Donald has been called many things, but literary is not one of them. Perhaps his separation from social media forced him to go long-form. In any case, the resulting entries offer unparalleled access to Trump’s mind. Not only do they grant us fascinating insight into the psychological effects of his captivity, they demonstrate the day-to-day life of a modern American prison.


How do I know all this? Because, mere weeks ago, a package containing the chronicle landed on my doorstep. Accompanying the reams of toilet tissue (unused, for which I am grateful) was a note in Trump’s hand. It demanded, in his inimitable style, that I, Lucien Young, edit the enclosed diaries and prepare them for publication. Why he would give this job to an author of humour books, I do not know. But I did my best to oblige, using the latest technology to decipher his childlike scrawl. While I may not agree with Trump on many – or indeed any – issues, I felt compelled to preserve this text for future historians. There was also money involved.


Of course, the reader is aware of the shocking conclusion to Trump’s prison odyssey. One would have to live under a rock not to be. A rock without WiFi. Still, the following chapters contain their share of twists and turns, thrills and spills, harrowing revelations and wild reversals of fortune. And at the centre of it all is the orange enigma that commands the world’s attention to this day. A human megaphone whose grasping digits and gravity-defying coiffure are known from Afghanistan to Zimbabwe. A guy who, more than anyone, has reshaped politics in his own twisted image.


You may think Trump was crazy before his incarceration. Friend, you ain’t seen nothing yet.


Lucien Young
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PART ONE


PRISONER #42069







What separates the winners from the losers
is how a person reacts to each
new twist of fate.


– Donald Trump,
Surviving at the Top, 1990













1


Orange is the New Orange


HORRIBLE! UNFAIR! SAD!


This is, frankly, the greatest injustice in the history of America. It’s bad, folks, very bad. In fact, it’s worse than bad. It’s not good.


I, Donald J. Trump, 45th President of the United States and highly successful billionaire, have been locked up. They locked me up even though I did nothing wrong. Ever. No crimes, no collusion, nada. But try telling that to the communist Democrats and lying fake-news media, who are both so awful for our country.


I’d say the charges were trumped up, but I don’t like that term. It’s more like they were Obama-ed up. Or Bidened up. The trial was rigged, just like the 2020 election. I was told I would be tried by a jury of my peers. But how could they be my peers? Not a single one of them was a billionaire. Or even a millionaire. You could tell from their outfits. Men in polo shirts, women wearing sweaters – no glamour! Why don’t people have style these days, like they did in the eighties?


It’s clear the judge – a very biased psycho – was a fan of Crooked Hillary Clinton. Like all liberals, she was unattractive, a four or five at best. And, boy, did she hate Trump. You could tell she was getting off every time she banged that gavel (which looked very cheap, by the way – not classy, like a Trump-brand gavel would be1).
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I had to sit in the courtroom, listening to low-energy attorneys make their arguments. Actually, I didn’t listen. I just sat there, scowling, so people would think I was paying attention. But really I was daydreaming about me and Bo Derek on a desert island. Very erotic. Tremendous. I still caught a few things the prosecutor said, though. ‘Willful malfeasance’. ‘Egregious corruption’. ‘Contempt for the law, democracy and basic decency’. BORING!


After weeks of this crap, they reached a verdict. I hate long sentences, whether in court or written down. The one they gave me was a doozy, a real beaut. On the bright side, my trial was televised and got amazing ratings. Trump is BOX OFFICE DYNAMITE! It truly is incredible that NBC ditched me as host of The Apprentice. How stupid are they?


Now I’m sitting here in a cell. Not even a luxury, executive cell, with twenty-four-carat bars and a king-sized cot. Just a normal cell for losers. It’s about six feet by eight feet, nowhere near big enough for an athletic guy like me. The mattress is hard, lumpy, in no way deluxe. There’s a toilet-sink dealie sticking out of the wall – stainless steel, not solid gold like my toilets at home. I have the best bathrooms there. Marble floors. Golden showers. Top-of-the-line hand wash. Plus, they’re spacious enough to hold thousands of classified documents.


The level of service here is unbelievable. And I mean bad unbelievable, not good unbelievable. The guards treat me like some kind of criminal. They won’t even let me watch TV. How am I meant to get through the day without six hours of Fox News? I need red-faced guys and hot blondes plastered in makeup. They keep me informed about how brilliant I am, how badly I’ve been treated and how everyone who doesn’t like Trump is a flag-burning sicko.


I need Sean Hannity on my screen, yelling about how Mexicans want to take our guns and change our pronouns or whatever. Without that, I start thinking my own thoughts. And thinking thoughts is a bad deal for me. Because then I might regret stuff, or remember my childhood, or hear my dad’s voice telling me I’ll never be enough. I say drown it all out. Self-reflection? No thank you.


So to occupy my brain – which is a first-class brain, not at all fucked up – I have decided to keep a diary. It will be a beautiful diary. Terrific. Very entertaining. When it gets published, it will sell more copies than the Bible, or even The Art of the Deal. People will say Trump is the greatest diarist of all time, way better than that wig-wearing loser Samuel Pepys. Or Anne Frank, who, to be fair, was treated pretty rough. That was a rough deal. Nearly as bad as what’s happening with me.


Most importantly, it will give a full and honest account of my time behind bars. The American people – and even people too dumb to be born American – will bear witness to this terrible perversion of justice. And when I get out – any day now, believe me, all the experts are saying – they will see that Trump was tough. Tougher, in fact, than Charles Bronson and Jean-Claude Van Damme put together.


Therefore I, Donald J. Trump, hereby commence my diary, which I duly execute, with great presidentialism, effective immediately.



DAY ONE


I sat in the gray prison bus, wearing a steel collar and chains. These rattled every time we went over a pothole, which was about once a second. Outside, Florida swampland sped past. Brown, bleak, depressing. To think this was the same state where I lived, in the magnificent Mar-a-Lago. Where I built the Trump International Golf Course, West Palm Beach, rated one of the top golf courses in Florida by the prestigious Florida Golf Magazine. Where rich guys go to enjoy themselves – the best people, like me and Jeffrey Epstein.


It was the first time in years I had been in a vehicle that wasn’t a chopper, a private jet or a limo. All around me sat hardened crooks. We’re talking the lowest of the low: drug dealers, murderers, men with tattoos. I never trust anybody with a tattoo. Unless it’s Dennis Rodman, who was so good on Celebrity Apprentice. The point is, these guys were bad news. They were parasites who took from society without giving anything back. They had no compassion or regard for their fellow man. And they were happy to break the law if it fulfilled their own selfish needs. What was I, Donald Trump, doing among them?


‘There she is,’ said the guy next to me.


I looked out the barred window to see our destination: Smallhand State Prison. As someone in the construction business, I can tell you it’s a horrible building. A big stone tumor on the landscape. Whoever the developer was had zero class. Come to think of it, the government should let me build Trump Prisons. These would be swanky, chic, very exclusive, with slot machines, Jacuzzis and chandeliers in every cell. You could have different membership tiers, from Gold Con to Double-platinum Diamond-encrusted Super-premium Con. But maybe that wouldn’t be such a good idea. Everybody would be committing crimes just so they could get in. They would rip the country apart to gain access to the luxury with which Trump is synonymous.


Anyway, the bus rumbled into the prison and the gates closed behind us. I was surrounded on all sides by tall, dark walls. Now, I famously love walls. But these ones? Not so much. Because they weren’t there to keep Mexicans out. They were there to keep me in. Suddenly I felt extra not great.


We were led off the bus, chained together single file. Inmates ran up to a chain-link fence, shaking it and yelling at us: ‘Fresh fish! Fresh fish! Hey, fishy, fishy, fishy! We’re gonna have a lot of fun with you, little fishies!’


I just stuck out my jaw and scowled extra hard. I wasn’t scared. I came up in New York real estate, dealing with tough, vicious guys. I mean killers. Not actual killers, like some of these guys are. But still.


Somebody shouted, ‘A-yo, is that Trump? Goddamn, it is him! Look at his skin – shit’s like Day-Glo Orange!’


I winced as the cons at the fence started jeering, saluting and singing ‘Hail to the Chief’. Usually I love attention, but I didn’t love this kind. A man with a skull tattooed over his face smiled at me, revealing gold teeth.


‘Welcome to Smallhand, Mr President!’


Guards marched us into a huge, drab room and took off our collars and chains. One of them stepped forward, slapping his baton against the palm of his hand.


‘Okay, maggots!’ he screamed. ‘Take off all your clothes!’


I wasn’t happy. Not because I’m in any way ashamed of my body. I’m actually a perfect physical specimen. A lot of bodybuilders tell me, ‘Sir, those are the finest pecs I’ve ever seen.’ So I wasn’t self-conscious. I just didn’t want to undress in front of these felons. The sight of me naked is a gift I have given to only a few hundred beautiful women. And my doctors, of course. Who all agree that I am in incredible shape and that it’s big, medically speaking.


I was shoved into a steel cage and blasted with a fire hose. The water was freezing and the pressure so high it made my body – which is very muscular – jiggle like a bowl of Jell-O. After this came another kick in the teeth. A guard threw a pile of white powder over me, making my eyes burn. I spent a lot of time at Studio 54 in the seventies, so I’m used to piles of white powder.2 But this wasn’t cocaine – I was being deloused. Look, Trump would never have lice. And if I did, they would be the best lice, the classiest lice, believe me.


That wasn’t the worst thing. The worst thing was when they made me bend over and had a good, long look up my ass. Checking for contraband, they said. Money, drugs, stuff like that. I think they were just perverts. And I’m a hundred percent straight, okay? It’s outrageous to suggest I would put anything up there. I won’t even see a proctologist.


Finally, I was given a number – 42069 – and they put me in a bright orange jumpsuit. As I was led to my cell, I caught my reflection in a window. For the first time in my life, I didn’t look tremendous. The jumpsuit was the exact same shade as my face (Neon Pumpkin, according to color charts). You couldn’t tell where it ended and I began. How had this happened to the world’s leading style icon? For years, fashionable men from New York to Milan had copied my giant, boxy suits and extremely long ties. Now I looked like a slob. It was as though they were trying to take away my identity.


The guards deposited me in a crummy little cell and slammed the bars behind me. I didn’t have a TV, a phone or even a magazine, so I spent the next few hours making a mental list of everyone who has ever wronged me. James Comey. Rosie O’Donnell. The cast and crew of Saturday Night Live. It truly is strange I have so many enemies when I’m such a nice guy. Eventually, a guard shouted, ‘Sweet dreams, ladies!’ The lights clanked off, one after another, leaving us all in darkness.


They say your first night in jail is the hardest and, sure, it was no picnic. A less macho guy might have cried. But I didn’t, not once. I haven’t cried since I was a baby. If you shed a tear, even when you’re alone, your credibility is shot. Your enemies will sense weakness and they will attack. Crying is for losers and homos. Plus, it makes your tan run.


So, yeah, my eyes remained one hundred percent dry. There was no sobbing whatsoever. If any of the guys in my cell block say otherwise, they’re lying. Also, I have reason to believe they’re in the pocket of George Soros and the Clinton Crime Family. Sad!


Anyway, I woke up around 5 a.m., like I usually do. During my White House days, I would sit on the toilet for about an hour and fire off tweets. On this occasion, I grabbed some toilet paper and the pen I’d smuggled in beneath one of my chins. One of my very manly chins. I then used the morning light to write the above entries. Today is my first full day on the inside. Hopefully my guards and fellow inmates will start treating me with the respect I deserve.


DAY TWO


I wasn’t crazy about being in prison. Now I’m officially pissed off.


Before I even had a chance to settle in, they put me to work. And not in a job worthy of my talents, like CEO, President of the United States or participant in WWE’s WrestleMania. No, they stuck me in the prison laundry. I had to spend hours working my ass – which is very neat and muscular – off, cleaning prisoners’ underwear stained with God knows what. The industrial washers and presses made the room hot as hell, causing me to sweat like Li’l Marco Rubio. The noise was deafening and I couldn’t hear myself think. To be honest, I didn’t mind that last part.


Next it was time for the showers. I stood in a bare concrete room with, like, a dozen guys as little shower heads dribbled on us. The cold made my prick shrink down to a nub. I considered stroking it and thinking of Brigitte Bardot, so as not to look bad in front of the other prisoners. Then I realized they might misunderstand the gesture. A friend told me you should never drop the soap in prison showers. I told him that wasn’t a problem, because I’m physically incapable of bending over.


At Smallhand, the highlight of the day – if you can call it that – is exercise period. Cons wander around the yard, occasionally throwing a baseball back and forth. I was captain of the baseball team in high school. Some said I was the best player in New York state. Probably because my hands are so big, which made catching a piece of cake. But I refuse to play now. I don’t want these hoodlums thinking we’re on the same level.
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THE PRISON DIARIES

An unpresidented tale of endurance,
redemption and fake tan.

Written by Donald J. Trump,
45th President of the United States,
who is great at words — the best, in fact.
Many people are saying this, believe me.

Edited by the failing Lucien Young
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