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B Dedication

To everyone who believes that laughter can be sharper than bullets,
and to those who fight lies not with guns — but with irony.

This book is for the lovers of dark humor,
for those who see the absurdity of power
and still find the courage to smile at it.

Because sometimes, laughter is the last form of rebellion left.



Disclaimer

This book is a work of political satire, and expresses
only the personal opinions of the author.

All ideas, analyses, and mockery within these pages
reflect an independent artistic and intellectual vision.
They do not represent the views of any country, organization, or institution.

The purpose of this book is to expose contradictions within
global political and media narratives — to laugh not at the
victims, but at the hypocrisy of the powerful.

It is not intended to insult, incite hatred, or
defame any individual, religion, or government.

All names, events, and examples are used symbolically or analytically.

Any resemblance to real figures or events is purely coincidental —
or part of the satirical truth.

© By Mustafa AlHaj Mustafa
Luxembourg — 2025

B Introduction

This is not a book about politics — it is a comedy
about how politics forgot to be human.

The world speaks in the language of freedom,
but trades in weapons. It cries for human
rights, but sells them wholesale.

Satire is not luxury — it’s the last legal form of
protest. It's how the powerless shout in a world
where microphones belong to the powerful.

From Afghanistan to Iraq to Syria, from
the headlines to the factories of war, this
book is a guided tour through the theater
of democracy — a circus where the
clowns wear suits, and the audience still
believes the script.



If you laugh, you understand.
If you don’t, you’re probably in the show.
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B Purpose of the Book

This book is not here to depress you —
it's here to wake you up with a smirk.

The world today has replaced truth with branding,
and empathy with algorithms. But laughter still
breaks the code.

This is not just satire; it's self-defense through
humor. Because in a time where everything is
absurd, to stay serious is the real insanity.



If we can’t stop the hypocrisy, let’s at
least expose it — with laughter
sharper than propaganda and irony
cleaner than politics.

One laugh won’t change the world, but it might
remind it that truth still breathes between the
punchlines.



Chapter 1

Afghanistan: Democracy from the Barrel of a
Gun

It all began, as most tragedies do, with a speech about freedom.

In 2001, the United States stood before the world and declared a crusade — not
against a nation, but against a concept: “terror.” It was a war with no borders, no
expiry date, and most importantly — no accountability. The first stop on the crusade
was Afghanistan, the graveyard of empires, the eternal theatre where great powers
rehearse their arrogance.

For twenty years before that, Washington had poured money and weapons into this
same land. Back then, they called the fighters “heroes,” “freedom warriors,” and “the
front line of civilization.” They were armed, trained, and celebrated as noble
defenders of liberty — as long as they were fighting the Soviets. But the moment the
Cold War ended, and the headlines moved elsewhere, those same heroes were
renamed “terrorists.” The war didn’t really change; only the slogans did.

When the towers in New York fell, the script was ready. Someone had to pay — not
the criminals, but a country. A people. A symbol. And Afghanistan, poor and isolated,
made the perfect villain for a story already written.

The invasion came like an industrial project: PowerPoints in the Pentagon, speeches
in the White House, missiles in the sky. Each bomb was labeled “Freedom,” each
operation was titled “Justice,” and every civilian death was rebranded as “collateral
damage.” That was the new morality: we will kill you for your own good.

Within weeks, Kabul fell. Cameras rolled, and politicians smiled. They promised a
‘new era,” a “modern Afghanistan,” a “nation reborn.” Consultants arrived with
laptops and manifestos. Billions were spent — most of it on security contracts,
private jets, and imported bottled water for aid conferences. The same people who
had no electricity now had democracy written for them in English PowerPoint slides.

But democracy doesn’t bloom under occupation. You can drop ballots from the sky,
but you can’t teach sovereignty through a drone strike. They built schools, yes —
and then bombed them. They funded NGOs — and then spied on them. They trained



an army — and then abandoned it. Every project had a slogan, every slogan had a
logo, and every logo had a budget larger than a village.

By 2010, Afghanistan had become less of a country and more of a brand — a global
showroom for “nation-building.” Every politician wanted a photo-op with “empowered
Afghan women,” while actual Afghan women were dying in maternity wards without
medicine. Western feminists wrote essays about the hijab, but wrote nothing about
the missiles made in their own countries. Apparently, freedom is only fashionable
when it fits the camera angle.

And what of the Afghan people? They watched foreigners argue about their future
in conference halls with English microphones and translators who didn’t know their
dialects. They saw roads built for journalists, not for farmers. They saw a
government so corrupt that even corruption got subcontracted. For every school
built, ten were destroyed. For every clinic opened, twenty graves were dug.

Then came the end — a finale so ironic that even Hollywood couldn’t have written it
better. The world watched as American helicopters fled from Kabul, their propellers
cutting through two decades of illusions. Men clung to landing gears, women
screamed, children chased shadows of departing planes. The empire that came to
“liberate” was now running from its own creation. The Taliban — the ghosts of
yesterday — walked calmly back into the presidential palace. Not as rebels. As
rulers.

Twenty years, two trillion dollars, and hundreds of thousands of lives later, the
conclusion was painfully clear: you cannot bomb a country into enlightenment.
Freedom delivered by a missile is still a weapon, not a gift.

Afghanistan was not a war on terror; it was a war on definition. A war that taught the
world that when America speaks of freedom, someone else pays the price. That
“‘democracy” has become a brand — exported in shiny packages, exploding upon
delivery.

The world was told that the mission was noble. The mission, in truth, was profitable.
The contracts, the reconstruction, the endless flow of aid money — all circulated
back to Western banks. The Afghans were left with ghost schools, hollow ministries,
and a national army that melted in days. The only thing truly built was a myth — the
myth that bombs can teach justice, and that occupation can produce peace.

And when the West finally left, it left behind not a nation, but a mirror — a reflection
of its own hypocrisy. The so-called war on terror began with smoke over New York
and ended with smoke over Kabul — different skyline, same lie.



History will remember this not as a failure of strategy, but as the triumph of illusion.
Because every empire that invades Afghanistan comes with dreams of glory and

leaves with nightmares of humility.

They came to fight terror. They manufactured it. They came to free the people.

They buried them under democracy.



Chapter 2

Irag: Weapons of Mass Deception

Every empire needs a story. And in 2003, Washington wrote its masterpiece — a
tale of danger, deception, and deliverance titled “Weapons of Mass Destruction.” It
was marketed like a Hollywood blockbuster, starring the United States as the savior
of civilization, and Iraq as the villain hiding a doomsday machine under the desert
sand.

The movie sold well. The script was thin.

In the months leading up to the invasion, men in suits waved satellite images like
sacred scrolls. They spoke of secret bunkers, hidden missiles, underground labs.
Each “intel report” was a painting, not a photograph — brushstrokes of imagination
sold as evidence. The world was told: “We cannot wait for the smoking gun to
become a mushroom cloud.” It sounded poetic. It was, in fact, a lie.

When the bombs fell on Baghdad, they fell on history itself. The cradle of civilization
became a graveyard of excuses. The lights went out, the museums were looted, and
the same countries that once armed Saddam Hussein now claimed moral superiority
in destroying him. It was less a war, and more a recycling of hypocrisy.

The first day of the invasion was called “Shock and Awe.” They weren’t lying. The
shock was the destruction. The awe was how quickly the justifications vanished.
Within weeks, the grand hunt for weapons turned into a treasure hunt for oil
contracts. Halliburton, Bechtel, and other corporate messiahs descended on
Baghdad with blueprints and blank checks. Democracy was subcontracted, and
freedom was billed by the hour.

The media played its part perfectly. Embedded journalists rode with tanks,
describing destruction as “progress” and chaos as “change.” Every explosion was
“precision,” every death an “incident.” They showed smiling Iraqi children waving at
soldiers, but not the same children crying when those soldiers raided their homes at
night. Television edits morality better than any philosopher ever could.

And what of the Iragis themselves? They were told they were being liberated — from
dictatorship, from fear, from tyranny. But freedom came with checkpoints, curfews,
and foreign soldiers kicking down their doors. The occupation built walls, not unity.



It installed leaders who looked like puppets and called them presidents. It imported
Western consultants who spoke of “governance” while locals queued for bread.

The old tyrant was hanged, but new tyrannies grew — sectarianism, militias,
corruption, despair. The American dream had been air-dropped into a country that
had no runway for it. Iraq was not rebuilt; it was redesigned — as a cautionary tale,
not a country.

And the promised “Weapons of Mass Destruction”? They were never found. But
other kinds of destruction multiplied: Cultural destruction. Social destruction. Moral
destruction.

The war that was supposed to make the world safer made it angrier. The invasion
that promised stability unleashed chaos that rippled across the Middle East.
Terrorism, which had been a shadow, now had a home address. ISIS was born not
in a cave, but in the ruins of a U.S. victory speech.

Years later, when asked about the missing weapons, one American official shrugged
and said: “Well, at least the world is better without Saddam.” That'’s like burning a
library to kill a mosquito — and then claiming progress because you installed Wi-Fi
in the ashes.

The truth is simpler, darker, and less cinematic: The war was never about liberation.
It was about domination, and it was disguised with language noble enough to sell.
Democracy became a brand, freedom a franchise, and justice a logo. Iraq was a
showroom where Western morality was displayed — and destroyed.

When the occupation ended, Iraq was left with elections, but no electricity; a
parliament, but no peace; a constitution, but no trust. It was democracy by
PowerPoint — a slideshow shown to a starving audience.

The ghosts of Fallujah and Mosul still whisper the same question: If this is freedom,
what does slavery look like?

Two decades later, the phrase “Weapons of Mass Destruction” has entered history
books — not as proof of danger, but as proof of deception. It was never about what
Iraq had, but about what America wanted.

And it got exactly that — oil fields, military bases, and a cautionary tale to use against
the next target. Iraq, the cradle of civilization, became the cradle of cynicism. And
the world learned a valuable lesson: in modern warfare, the truth is the first casualty
— and the contract the first reward.



Chapter 3

Syria: Fighting Terror by Creating It

If Afghanistan was the rehearsal, and Iraq was the performance, then Syria became
the sequel nobody asked for but everyone watched.

” o

The world claimed to be fighting terror again — this time, to “save civilians,” “protect
democracy,” and “defend human rights.” It was the same song, just remixed with

new faces and better cameras.

In 2011, the Arab Spring reached Syria like a spark looking for fuel. What began as
peaceful chants for reform quickly drowned in the noise of foreign ambitions. Every
power smelled opportunity. Some saw a revolution. Others saw a chessboard. And
in the middle stood a people who wanted neither tyranny nor foreign salvation —
just a life that didn’t end in rubble.

But the world doesn’t listen to simple demands. It listens to strategies. So the great
powers moved in: America, Russia, Iran, Turkey — each claiming to fight for
freedom, each fighting, in reality, for influence.

The West spoke again of “defending democracy,” but forgot it had said the same
thing in Iraq — right before burning it to the ground. They armed “moderate rebels,”
a species as mythical as unicorns. Those weapons soon found their way to
extremists, who renamed themselves weekly for PR purposes: Free something,
Islamic something, Front of whatever sounded dramatic. It was a carnival of flags,
each waving the same Western rifles.

And while they fought, Syria bled. Whole cities — Aleppo, Homs, Raqga — became
synonyms for apocalypse. Children were born in basements, raised under the roar
of jets, and died before learning their alphabet. Every world capital issued
statements of “deep concern,” but none stopped the bombs. Concern, it seems, has
a longer shelf life than compassion.

Then came the rise of ISIS — the monster born from the ashes of the last “liberation.”
It appeared suddenly, dressed in black and funded by invisible hands. They drove
American Humvees, used Western weapons, and posted cinematic trailers of their
crimes. The irony was biblical: the world was now fighting the very terror it had



sponsored, trained, and armed. The war on terror had finally achieved full

automation — terror creating terror to justify more war on terror.

Television screens divided humanity into categories: good rebels, bad rebels,
moderate extremists, and extremists who needed more moderation. Analysts
debated strategy from air-conditioned studios, while Syrians debated whether to flee
or bury their families first. The media called it a “civil war.” It was not. It was an

international experiment with human lives as test subjects.

Every bomb dropped by a foreign plane was labeled “precision.” Every mass grave
was called a “mistake.” The West's moral compass spun wildly, pointing wherever
the next oil deal lay. The same leaders who cried over refugees refused to open their
borders to them. Instead, they sent donations, condolences, and drones.

And what about the Syrian people? They became characters in a tragedy written by
others, their voices dubbed over by pundits, their stories used as campaign slogans.
When they fled, they were called migrants; when they stayed, they were called
collateral damage. They were denied humanity in both directions.

By 2015, the refugee crisis had become a European obsession. Politicians spoke of
“‘waves” and “invasions,” as if these people were not fleeing bombs made in the
same factories as European luxury cars. The irony was obscene: destroy a country,
then fear its survivors.

Years passed, and the world grew bored. Attention shifted to new crises, new villains,
new headlines. But Syria remained — not as a nation, but as a wound. The cities
rebuilt themselves not in brick, but in memory. And the so-called “liberators” moved
on, leaving behind ruins, flags, and hashtags.

The war on terror in Syria was never about defeating evil. It was about managing it.
Keeping the chaos contained just enough to sell peace later. Because peace, too,
is a business — one that pays better when delayed.

The lesson of Syria is not new, but it is eternal: Foreign powers do not bring freedom;
they rent it. And when the rent expires, they burn the house.

When history looks back, it won’t remember the speeches, or the press conferences,
or the hollow words of “partnership.” It will remember the faces in the rubble, the
cities that once had names, and the silence that followed every explosion.

The world called it a war for freedom. But freedom never came. Only ghosts did —
and they all spoke the same language.



Chapter 4

The Perfect Enemy: How Extremism Is
Engineered

Every empire needs an enemy. Without one, the speeches lose their thunder, the
budgets lose their justification, and the citizens start asking dangerous questions
like: “Why are we still at war?”

Enemies are not born — they are built. They are trained, funded, and given a
soundtrack. Their flags are designed by branding experts, their cause marketed by
intelligence agencies, and their image curated by television anchors who need a
villain before the evening news goes live.

The story always starts the same: a radical group “emerges” somewhere in a chaotic
region, armed mysteriously with the newest Western rifles and the latest Toyota
trucks. They appear overnight, as if conjured by policy rather than prophecy. Their
leaders speak fluent English, their social media is immaculate, and their videos are
edited better than Hollywood trailers.

And when the violence begins, the cameras are already waiting. The narrative writes
itself: “civilized” versus “barbaric,” “freedom” versus “fanaticism.” It's a perfect moral
drama — and like every good show, it needs sequels.

Extremism has become a subscription service. Every decade, a new model replaces
the old one. The Soviet threat expired in 1991; Islamic extremism was launched in
2001. Tomorrow, perhaps, it will be digital dissent or climate migrants. The
packaging changes — the fear stays the same.

Why destroy your enemy completely when you can keep him alive as a business
partner? Terrorism, after all, provides endless opportunities: defense budgets,
private security contracts, political campaigns, and a permanent excuse to rewrite
laws in the name of safety. It is not a failure of policy — it is the policy.

Behind closed doors, deals are struck. One hand condemns extremism, the other
hand finances it. Militants receive arms “accidentally” through middlemen. Banks
look the other way as the money flows through clean channels. A few years later,



the same militants are bombed — with weapons bought from the same suppliers.
It's a perfect circle of profit and pretense.

And the most poetic part? These groups, branded as “Islamic,” almost never attack
Israel — the most convenient target for their rhetoric. They strike in Paris, London,
Baghdad, Kabul — everywhere but Tel Aviv. It’s as if their GPS refuses to cross
certain borders. Coincidence? The historians can decide; the bankers already have.

The young men who join these groups believe they’re fighting for faith. They are
shown videos, speeches, and verses stripped of meaning and filled with rage. They
are promised heaven and handed a suicide vest. But the real heaven is somewhere
else — in the boardrooms where wars are turned into quarterly profits.

Extremism is the perfect invention for modern imperialism: cheap to create,
impossible to defeat, and always available to justify another intervention. It is the
monster that never dies, because its creator still needs to sell more weapons.

And so the pattern continues: Create chaos — Feed it — Film it - Condemn it —

Profit from it. Repeat as necessary.

The media plays conductor in this orchestra of fear. They give terrorists prime-time
slots, while censoring the peace activists who ask who armed them in the first place.
They turn complexity into cartoons, and feed the public easy heroes and clean
villains. Every explosion gets a hashtag; every corpse gets a sponsor.

Meanwhile, the real victims are not the ones on screen — but the societies that
swallow the story whole. They learn to fear entire peoples instead of policies,
religions instead of reasons, and shadows instead of systems.

The West claims it is fighting extremism. In truth, it is farming it. Extremism is the
crop, foreign policy the fertilizer, and the harvest — perpetual war.

And vyet, there’'s a deeper tragedy hidden beneath the satire. The very word
“terrorism” has been emptied of meaning. It no longer describes an act — it
describes whoever stands in the way. Today’s freedom fighter is tomorrow’s terrorist,
depending on which embassy prints the press release.

Perhaps that is why the world never runs out of villains — only out of honesty.

Because the perfect enemy is not the man with the gun, but the lie that built him.



Chapter 5

Feminism by Convenience, Human Rights by
Subscription

They called it “liberation.” They said they came to save the women. But the bombs
didn’t discriminate between genders.

Every time Western leaders talk about women’s rights, somewhere in the world, a
drone is already in the air — piloted by a man who believes he’s doing God’s work,
only this time, his god wears a suit and a flag pin.

Feminism — the noble cry for equality — has become a passport for intervention. It
travels well in speeches, but dies quietly under the rubble it helped justify.

When girls in Afghanistan were banned from school, Western feminists marched
with banners, wrote op-eds, held panels. But when those same girls were Kkilled in
their classrooms by Western-made missiles, silence fell like dust after an explosion.
It turns out that freedom is only sacred when it does not conflict with the interests of
a defense contract.

The hypocrisy is elegant. When a woman removes her veil, she is “brave.” When a
woman wears it by choice, she is “oppressed.” When she dies under occupation,
she is “unfortunate.” When she protests against that occupation, she is “radical.”
Four labels, one corpse.

Across the Middle East, women became the preferred symbol of civilization. Each
time a bomb fell, it came wrapped in rhetoric about protecting them. They were no
longer humans — they were metaphors. In policy papers, their suffering was
footnoted. In documentaries, it was monetized. In Western politics, it was

weaponized.

Meanwhile, actual women — teachers, mothers, students — lived through the
nightmares those speeches created. No one asked their opinion before invading
their countries. No one offered them therapy when the cameras left. Their pain had
value only when it could be televised.

The same pattern repeats everywhere: In Palestine, women dig their children out of
ruins with their bare hands — but no feminist movement lights a candle for them. In



Yemen, they give birth in tents as Western bombs fall nearby — but no prime
minister tweets about their courage. In Libya, the chaos created by “humanitarian
intervention” turned women’s rights into a memory, and the memory into a statistic.

Western feminism speaks loudly about freedom of dress, but stays silent about
freedom from drones. It demands the right to choose careers, but not the right to
choose survival. It celebrates the privilege of speaking freely, but ignores those
whose voices are buried under rubble.

It is feminism by convenience — a moral app downloaded only when the Wi-Fi of
public attention is strong. It is human rights by subscription — renewed annually at
summits in Geneva, and canceled quietly when contracts are signed in Riyadh or
Tel Aviv.

In truth, the West doesn’t liberate women. It liberates images of them — to decorate
policy, to sell stories, to feed the illusion of virtue. Real liberation does not come from
above. It comes from within — and it does not arrive on the wings of an F-16.

The tragedy is not just in the hypocrisy. It is in the silence of those who should know
better. The same activists who tweet about “patriarchy” ignore the global patriarchy
of power — the one that wears a suit, commands armies, and decides which lives
are worth grieving.

If equality means anything, it must include equality in suffering, equality in outrage,
equality in whose deaths matter. Otherwise, it is not feminism — it is marketing.

And so the bombs continue to fall, each one labeled with the words “for her freedom.”
Each one teaching the world that the road to emancipation can, apparently, be paved
with shrapnel.



Chapter 6

American Wars: Killing in the Name of Human
Rights

Chapter 6 — American Wars: Killing in the Name of Human Rights

From Afghanistan to Iraq, from Syria to Libya — every road in this book leads to the same
capital: Washington. It is there that speeches about freedom are written, and contracts for
weapons are signed.

You've read of democracy delivered by drones, of feminism used as a passport for
invasion, of human rights manufactured in weapons factories. But the origin of it all began
long before those stories — on a bright morning in August 1945, when America decided
to write the first chapter of its moral gospel with fire.

The Birth of the “Peaceful Bomb”

Hiroshima was not the end of a war; it was the beginning of a civilization built on denial.
Two nuclear bombs, two cities erased, hundreds of thousands turned into shadows on the
walls. Then America smiled, wiped the ashes from its hands, and said:

“We did it for peace.”

Peace, apparently, means annihilation. Freedom, it seems, needs radiation. To teach the
world how to live, America had to prove it could kill efficiently.

From Hiroshima to Baghdad, from Vietnam to Kabul, the technology evolved — but the logic
stayed the same: violence as virtue, hypocrisy as policy.



The Business of Morality

They say America has the strongest army in the world. In truth, it has the most profitable
guilt. In every war it plays the savior, and after every massacre it releases a carefully
written apology.

It is the only country that can kill millions and then cry for human rights at the United
Nations. It invades to “protect civilians,” then kills those civilians and calls them collateral
damage. It drops bombs called Justice, missiles named Freedom, and speeches titled
Responsibility.

In Washington’s dictionary, “War” means “investment.” “Enemy” means “next opportunity.”
And “Human Rights” means “whatever justifies the contract.”

The Laboratory of War

Hiroshima was never a military necessity; it was a scientific experiment on humanity.
America wanted to know whether a nation could play God and still call itself civilized.
When the smoke cleared and the bodies melted, the answer was yes — and the
experiment continues to this day.

In Vietnam, it burned forests with napalm to “save them.” In Iraq, it invaded for “truth” and
found only oil. In Afghanistan, it fought “terror” and left behind ghosts who now rule again.
Every time it leaves a country, it leaves orphans without schools, hospitals without roofs,
and skies without birds.

The Gospel According to the Pentagon

America does not export democracy; it exports amnesia. It floods nations with blood and
then sells them documentaries about reconciliation. It lectures the world on law while living
beyond all laws. It invents enemies to maintain its innocence, and labels anyone who
survives its bombs a “terrorist.”



It speaks of women’s rights while kiling women at Afghan weddings. It celebrates
children’s rights while being the first nation to vaporize children in a classroom. It hosts
peace summits while shipping weapons to both sides of the conflict.

Every declaration of virtue is written on company letterhead. Every act of compassion is tax-
deductible.

The Echo of Hiroshima

Everything in this book — Afghanistan bled for “freedom,” Iraq drowned for “justice,” Syria
burned for “democracy” — all of it grows from that original seed dropped in 1945, when
America learned that morality can be weaponized.

The bomb that fell on Hiroshima never stopped exploding. Its radiation spreads through
every war, every headline, every tear shed in English. It proved that human rights can
coexist with genocide, as long as the killing is done grammatically.

The Empire That Fears Silence

Today, America no longer knows how to live without war. Its economy breathes through
explosions; its politics feed on fear. Peace terrifies it — because peace does not pay
dividends.

It is a nation that builds memorials for its soldiers, but none for its victims. It preaches
liberty abroad while incarcerating conscience at home. It claims to defend humanity —
yet everywhere it goes, humanity ends up buried under rubble labeled “Made in USA.”

Empires usually die from defeat. America will die from repetition. It will collapse not because
it lost, but because it forgot why winning matters.

And when that day comes, perhaps the world will finally understand that the true weapon of
mass destruction was never the bomb — but the lie that justified it.



Chapter 7

Human Rights Made in Weapons Factories

Somewhere in Europe, a missile leaves a factory with a sticker that says “Made for
Peace.” Somewhere else, a child will see that peace falling from the sky.

The modern world has mastered the art of moral packaging. The same countries
that manufacture the weapons of war also produce the speeches of conscience.
They export missiles on Monday and resolutions on Tuesday. They sell destruction
— and then donate aid to the survivors.

I's a brilliant system: destroy, rebuild, repeat. War has become a subscription
service, and “human rights” its customer support department.

Germany, France, Canada, the United States — each one a proud signatory of
international law, each one a silent partner in global slaughter. Their tanks roam
deserts, their drones haunt skies, and their governments release statements of
“deep concern” after every massacre they helped arm.

The hypocrisy is not hidden; it’s industrial. When Gaza burns, the bombs carry
Western logos. When Yemen starves, the planes that drop death are Western-made.
And yet the news headlines read as if the violence were a natural disaster: “Clashes
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Continue,” “Tensions Flare,” “Collateral Damage.” No mention of the factory, no

mention of the handshake that sold the bomb.

There’s something almost poetic about it. Europe preaches morality by day and
profits from immorality by night. Germany bans Nazi symbols but sells weapons to
occupations. France lectures about liberty while testing missiles in Africa. Canada
waves the rainbow flag at home while exporting death abroad. And America —
America writes the rules, breaks them, and calls it leadership.

Each bomb is an invoice. Each contract is a eulogy. Each “peace talk” is a
performance.

They call it defense industry, but it defends nothing except profit margins. It feeds
on instability, thrives on chaos, and fears peace more than war — because peace
doesn’t pay dividends.



In the old days, war was fought for land, power, or revenge. Today, it's fought for
quarterly growth. The CEOs of the modern battlefield wear suits, not uniforms. They
don’t bleed — they invest. They don’t bury the dead — they brief shareholders.

When the smoke clears, the same nations that bombed your city will send their
NGOs to rebuild your hospital. They will offer therapy for your trauma — caused by
their weapons. They will speak of “partnerships” and “development goals” as if

morality were an export commodity.

And so, human rights become a product too — manufactured in conference halls,
shipped in diplomatic boxes, delivered only to allies. They come with a warranty that
expires when your interests conflict with theirs.

Ask the people of Gaza, or Yemen, or Afghanistan. They've seen it: the same
governments that defend “universal values” universally ignore them when the

victims don’t speak English.

Meanwhile, the West's moral theater continues. Celebrities cry on television.
Politicians kneel for photos. The public donates, hashtags, forgets. The machine
hums on.

And somewhere, another missile rolls off the assembly line, polished, painted,
packaged with pride. A little plaque is attached: “Manufactured under strict ethical
standards.”

The truth is as sharp as shrapnel: human rights are not a principle anymore — they
are a brand, stamped between Lockheed Martin and Airbus Defense. Freedom is
now a logo. Peace is a slogan. Justice is a marketing campaign.

And as long as this factory of hypocrisy keeps running, the world will continue to
burn — efficiently, legally, profitably.



Chapter 8

The Magic Word: Anti-Semitism

Words are supposed to protect truth. But in modern politics, they protect power.

No word illustrates this better than Anti-Semitism — once a cry against hatred, now

a command to silence.

Say one word about Israel, and suddenly you are accused of hating Jews. Question
a bombing in Gaza, and they say you are questioning the right to exist. Dare to call
for accountability, and you are branded as a threat to “Western values.”

I's magic — linguistic magic. The kind that turns human suffering into political armor.
The kind that hides behind moral history to excuse moral bankruptcy.

The tragedy is that Anti-Semitism was once a sacred word, born from the ashes of
the Holocaust, meant to remind humanity of its darkest hour. But like everything
sacred, it was eventually commercialized, marketed, and deployed strategically.

The irony is cosmic. Semites — the descendants of Shem, son of Noah — include
both Jews and Arabs. Linguistically, historically, biblically. Yet somehow, in modern
Western dictionaries, “Semite” has become a synonym for “Jew.” By that definition,
an Arab criticizing Israel — a fellow Semite — can now be accused of Anti-Semitism.
The snake has eaten its own tail.

This isn’t defense of a people; it's defense of a policy. The label is no longer about
prejudice — it's about permission. Permission to occupy, to bomb, to silence, to
erase. The West repeats the same moral script: “We must never allow hate again.”
Then hands cluster bombs to the region where hate lives in their shadows.

Governments that preach freedom of speech suddenly discover its limits when the
speech targets their allies. You may insult religions, prophets, nations — no problem.
But criticize an Israeli airstrike, and you’ve crossed the line between

“activist” and “anti-Semite.”

Western media plays the loyal chorus. Every article defending Palestinians must be
balanced with an equal number of paragraphs defending Israel. Every image of a
dead child must be offset with a quote from an Israeli spokesperson. Objectivity, they
call it. Censorship, in truth.



Meanwhile, Jewish voices who speak for peace — the true guardians of moral
courage — are also silenced. They are labeled “self-hating Jews,” as if empathy
were a psychiatric condition. Because the system doesn’t fear hate — it fears

awakening.

The West loves moral monopoly. It loves to own compassion like a trademark. So it
built laws, committees, and media watchdogs to police the limits of acceptable
sorrow. Grieve the right victims — or stay silent. Condemn the right crimes — or lose

your career.

Even universities, once sanctuaries of debate, now issue guidelines on how to
criticize injustice “responsibly.” Translation: Don'’t criticize it at all. Professors are
fired, journalists blacklisted, artists banned from festivals — all for speaking the
unspeakable truth: that Israel is a state like any other, capable of cruelty, deserving
of scrutiny, and unworthy of divine immunity.

No country should have theological immunity. No government should be beyond
moral review. But the West has turned guilt into diplomacy — atonement into policy
— and history into a leash.

The Holocaust was humanity’s greatest warning. But instead of learning from it, the
world has learned how to use it.

So the next time someone says, “Criticizing Israel is Anti-Semitic,” remember what
they really mean: Don’t touch our investment. Because behind the moral curtain of
“never again” lies the oldest empire trick in the book: control the narrative, and you
control the conscience.

The magic of words can make bombs sound like prayers. It can turn victims into
villains, and villains into victims. And nowhere is that magic stronger than in the
West’s dictionary — where genocide is “self-defense,” and questioning it is hate.

History will not forgive this corruption of language. Because once ftruth is

criminalized, injustice becomes law.



Chapter 9

When the People Wake Up

Every empire fears the same nightmare: its own citizens discovering the truth.

For decades, Western governments relied on the loyalty of silence — a well-fed
public, a distracted audience, a society that believed wars were far away and bombs
only existed in “developing” countries.

But silence has an expiry date.

The internet — that chaotic, uncontrollable beast — began doing what journalists no
longer dared to do: showing the world, unedited. No filters, no soundtracks, no

government-approved narratives. Just raw humanity — and horror.

And suddenly, the Western public saw it. Not the neatly polished headlines, but the
blood under the slogans. They saw Gaza’s children, Yemen’s famine, Iraq’s rubble,
Syria’s ashes. And they started asking the forbidden question: “Are we the good
guys?”

That question is the most dangerous weapon in politics. It shatters the illusion of
moral superiority — an illusion carefully built since the Cold War, when every
Western bomb was labeled “just,” and every foreign victim “necessary.”

The awakening did not happen in parliaments. It happened in streets, on phones, in
classrooms, in whispered conversations that grew into chants. “Free Palestine!”
became not a slogan, but a mirror — reflecting the West’s double standards to its

own citizens.

Governments panicked. They banned protests, censored posts, called the

demonstrators “radicals,” “terror sympathizers,” “misinformed youth.” But repression
only confirmed the truth: freedom of speech in the West exists only until it threatens

the wrong bank account.

Still, the marches grew. London. Paris. Berlin. Madrid. Tens of thousands filled the
streets, ordinary people who finally realized that democracy isn’t just a flag — it's a
responsibility.



And the irony was beautiful: The same nations that once invaded others “to bring
democracy” now faced democratic uprisings at home — peaceful, articulate, and
unstoppable.

For the first time, European citizens saw their governments not as guardians of
morality, but as merchants of hypocrisy. They saw the links between lobbyists and
lawmakers, between weapons and “aid,” between “human rights” and “contracts.”

They saw how moral vocabulary had been privatized.

Something shifted. Conversations once whispered in cafés became public debates.
Old friends unfriended each other online, families argued at dinner tables —

because truth, once seen, cannot be unseen.

And it wasn’t just about Palestine, or Gaza, or Iraqg. It was about the pattern — the

eternal Western formula: intervene, exploit, moralize, forget.

But now, forgetting is harder. Smartphones replaced propaganda. Livestreams
replaced press conferences. And while governments still own the bombs, people

now own the evidence.

When the people wake up, the system trembles — not because it will fall, but
because it will be seen. And the power of seeing is revolutionary.

Politicians can manipulate facts, but they cannot unwatch a viral video. They can
control institutions, but not the collective conscience that begins to whisper:
“‘Enough.”

History shows that every empire collapses the moment its citizens realize their
comfort is built on someone else’s pain. The British learned it in India, the French in
Algeria, the Americans — perhaps now.

Because the West’s biggest enemy was never Russia, China, Islam, or anyone else.
It was always awareness. Once people connect their taxes to the missiles, their
silence to the suffering, their democracy to someone else’s dictatorship — the mask
cracks.



Chapter 10

Democracy the American Way

Democracy, they say, is the crown jewel of the West. And America, of course, is its
proud jeweler — selling it to the world in bulk, polishing it for allies, and pointing it

like a weapon at enemies.

But what exactly is “American democracy”? Is it the ballot box, or the bomb bay?
The Constitution, or the corporation? The ideal, or the export version?

To understand the American way of democracy, you must first understand its
business model. It’'s not designed to empower people — it's designed to produce
stability, where “stability” means obedience. Democracy, in this sense, is not a value.

I's a management tool.

Across the globe, America promotes elections — as long as it can predict the winner.
When it can’t, the ballot boxes suddenly become “flawed,” the votes “influenced,”
and the outcome “illegitimate.” If persuasion fails, invasion follows.

I's a simple workflow: 1. Fund parties that promise alignment. 2. Train journalists
who tell the right story. 3. Sponsor NGOs to monitor “transparency.” 4. If all else fails
— call in the Marines.

The beauty of this system is its consistency. Every coup has a press release.

Every war has a moral. Every puppet has a flag.

Latin America learned it first. Asia, Africa, and the Middle East learned it later. From
Tehran to Tripoli, from Managua to Manila, democracy came in American packaging,
with a warranty that expired the moment you disagreed.

The irony is divine: the land that worships freedom at home has turned it into a
commodity abroad. Freedom isn’t given — it's rented. And the rent is payable in
loyalty, resources, or silence.

Inside America, democracy looks glamorous — ballots, debates, media spectacles.
But even there, the same disease thrives: corporate funding, lobbyist power,
billionaire campaigns. The vote is free, but the candidates are pre-selected by
capital. It's not a government of the people; it's a government of investors, by
investors, for investors.



And when that model is exported overseas, it mutates into something even darker:
a hybrid of capitalism and colonialism. Elections are held not to give people choice,
but to give foreign policy a face. New leaders arrive, fluent in English and IMF
rhetoric, ready to privatize everything except their loyalty to Washington.

Democracy becomes an event, not a system. A ceremony televised for donors, a
symbol waved at protests, a ritual repeated until belief is no longer required.
Meanwhile, the local culture, the history, the traditions — all dismissed as “obstacles
to progress.”

This isn’t freedom — it’s formatting. Countries are reformatted like hard drives, their
identities wiped clean, their future written in imported software.

Then, when the system inevitably fails, the blame returns to the people: “They
weren’t ready for democracy.” As if democracy were a smartphone app that needs
the latest update of civilization to function.

But maybe the real problem isn’t the people. Maybe the real problem is that
democracy, as America practices it, is no longer a moral ideal — it's a geopolitical
currency. You either spend it correctly, or lose access.

The American way of democracy doesn’t build nations. It builds dependencies. It
teaches the world how to vote, but not how to choose. It teaches freedom of
expression, but not freedom from exploitation. It teaches “checks and balances,” but
only for everyone else.

And when the exported version collapses — as it always does — the same voices
return to say, “See? They failed democracy.” No. Democracy failed them.

Because the truth is this: you cannot export freedom through coercion, or deliver
justice through drones. You cannot plant democracy with bullets and expect it to
bloom like a rose.

Democracy the American way is not a political system — it’s a brand. It comes with
instructions, user fees, and a customer service line that connects straight to the
Pentagon.

And like every product made in America, it's backed by a promise: If it breaks, we’ll
send troops.



Chapter 11

The Western Media: Engineering Public Opinion

If war is the theater, the media is the stage crew. They dim the lights, change the
scenery, and decide when the audience should clap.

In the modern West, journalism no longer reports events — it manufactures consent.

It doesn’t show the world as it is, but as it should appear for the cameras.
Every headline is an equation: emotion + framing = obedience.

The news isn’t about truth; it's about timing. What’s shown, what’s hidden, what’s
repeated, and most importantly — what’s forgotten.

The Architecture of lllusion

The Western media learned long ago that facts are useless without a story. So they
write the story first, and then find the facts that fit.

When the West bombs another country, it’s called a “mission.” When someone else

) “*

does it, it's “aggression.”

When Western allies kill civilians, it’s “collateral damage.” When enemies do, it’s “a

massacre.”

When protesters rise in a friendly nation, they’re “rioters.” When they rise in an
enemy state, they're “freedom fighters.”

This isn’t journalism — it’s linguistic warfare.
|

The Economy of Attention
Modern news is not about information — it’s about attention. And attention, like oil,

is extracted, refined, and sold.

The tragedy of a bombed hospital competes with the scandal of a celebrity divorce.
Both are edited for impact, but only one boosts ratings.



Human suffering is now a form of entertainment — packaged with music, narrated

by anchors, and consumed between commercials for luxury cars.

The camera has become a weapon: it can kill empathy as easily as it can create it.
Show a tragedy too often, and people stop feeling. Hide it completely, and it never
existed.

The result? A public that is both informed and ignorant — aware of everything,
understanding nothing.

|
Manufacturing Consent

It was Noam Chomsky who warned that “the media is an industry of obedience.” He
was right — and then ignored.

When the government needs support for war, the networks line up like soldiers. CNN
provides the fear, BBC provides the credibility, Fox provides the rage, and Reuters
provides the copy-paste.

The news becomes a symphony of selective truth — different instruments, same
tune.

They tell you who to fear, when to cheer, and when to forget.

When Irag was invaded, reporters were “embedded” with troops — a polite way of
saying “supervised.” They filmed destruction from safe angles, and told viewers that
“progress” was being made.

When the bodies piled too high, they switched to stories about schools and soccer
balls.

It's not censorship — it's choreography.
[
Heroes, Villains, and Commercial Breaks

The Western media loves simple stories: heroes and villains, light and darkness,
good and evil.

Complexity doesn’t sell. Nuance doesn’t trend.

So entire nations are reduced to caricatures: the “corrupt Arab,” the “stoic
European,” the “brutal Russian,” the “noble American.”



It's geopolitics written by Disney.

And yet, the real magic trick isn’t lying — it's framing. You don’t need to invent facts.
You just need to decide which ones matter.

If a bomb kills fifty in Gaza, that’s a number. If one rocket lands near Tel Aviv, that’s

a headline. The difference isn’t moral — it’s editorial.



Chapter 12

The Arms Industry and the Business of War

Every bullet has two prices: the one paid in blood, and the one paid in cash.
The first is counted in silence. The second, in profit reports.

In the 21st century, war is no longer the failure of politics — it's the success of
economics. Peace is bad for business, and business, in turn, demands fresh
chaos.

The Invisible Market

Behind every explosion, there is an invoice. Behind every “operation,” a
spreadsheet. Behind every speech about “security,” a contract signed in a
conference room with coffee and croissants.

The modern arms industry is not a network of generals — it's a network of investors.
They wear suits, not uniforms. They attend summits, not battlefields.
They shake hands, not from camaraderie — but from calculation.

From Washington to Paris, London to Berlin, the world’s largest democracies are
also the world’s largest dealers in death. They sell weapons to both sides of
conflicts, then chair peace talks to look respectable. It's the most profitable
hypocrisy in human history.

The Economy of Blood

In this market, every corpse is a data point. Every destroyed city is a new opportunity.
When war begins, the stock market doesn’t panic — it celebrates.

Shares in Lockheed Martin, BAE Systems, Raytheon, and Thales soar. Traders
cheer. Politicians smile. The language of killing becomes the language of
commerce: “Defense spending,” “stabilization,” “national security packages.” It
sounds sophisticated — but it means more bombs.



Even the term “arms deal” is a masterpiece of euphemism. It suggests diplomacy,
not destruction. It hides the truth that every handshake in this business is sealed
with someone else’s coffin.

The Circle of Profit

War begins, contracts flow. Weapons are shipped, used, destroyed, replaced. War
ends, reconstruction begins — funded by the same companies that sold the
weapons.

They sell the bomb. Then they sell the bandage. It's a perfect cycle — a self-
sustaining system of suffering.

And the politicians? They don’t end wars. They advertise them. They appear on
screens, solemn-faced, promising “security” and “stability.” But look closer at their
campaign donors, and you’ll see the same corporations that manufacture missiles.

In truth, modern democracy is not ruled by votes — it’s ruled by vendors. Every
government is a client, every parliament a showroom. The parliamentarian debates
“ethics,” while the lobbyist drafts the budget.

The Myth of Defense

They call it the “defense industry.” Defense from whom, exactly?

NATO spends ftrillions annually on “protection.” Protection from what? From an
enemy they helped create? From fear they broadcast daily?

The real enemy is peace — because peace bankrupts them.
The weapons industry cannot afford calm. It must invent tension, manufacture

threats, fabricate enemies. And if real wars don’t exist, proxy wars will do just fine.

The War You Don’t See

Some wars are fought with missiles. Others with algorithms. Cyberwarfare,
surveillance, militarized drones — each the child of this same industry.



Now, the battlefield has no borders. A soldier can be replaced by software. And the
victims can die without a single headline.

It's clean, profitable, invisible. It's war without guilt — the investor’s dream.

The Gospel According to the Market

In the global economy of death, morality is a luxury. A country doesn’t need to be
right — just well-armed. Justice doesn’t come from the courtroom — it comes from
the contract.

The weapons industry has rewritten the Ten Commandments: “Thou shalt not Kill...
without a license.”

Epilogue

Once upon a time, wars ended with treaties. Now they end with tenders. The victors
no longer raise flags — they raise share prices.

The arms trade is not about defending nations. It’'s about defending interests —
those of shareholders, not citizens.

When the last bomb drops, and the last city falls silent, the world will look back and
realize that the merchants of death were not hiding. They were advertised — in
magazines, in parliaments, on billboards. They sold death with a smile.

And the only thing they ever truly defended was profit.



Chapter 13
Technology and Surveillance: The Digital
lllusion of Freedom

Once upon a time, empires built walls and watchtowers to control their people. Today, the
walls are invisible, and the watchtowers fit in your pocket. They call it “progress.” You call
it your phone. Technology was supposed to liberate us — to connect the world,
democratize information, and make truth impossible to hide. Instead, it built the most
sophisticated surveillance system in the history of civilization — and the best part? We
bought it ourselves.

The New Religion In the 21st century, the new God is the algorithm. It watches, listens,
predicts, and punishes — not with lightning, but with data. You confess daily without
realizing it: your likes, your searches, your fears, your fantasies. Every click is a prayer.
Every post a revelation. And the priests of this digital faith — Google, Meta, Amazon,
Apple — translate your soul into statistics. Privacy is no longer a right. It's a subscription
plan. You can have it — if you can afford it. Otherwise, your life is a live stream for
corporations and governments alike.

Freedom by Permission Western leaders still speak of “freedom.” They hold press
conferences about “digital rights.” But in truth, the modern citizen is freer to express
himself — as long as he says nothing that matters. Your opinions are tolerated, not
respected. You can argue about genders, movies, or sports — but question power, and
suddenly the algorithm forgets you exist. Your posts vanish. Your reach dies. Your freedom
becomes a technical error. Censorship today doesn’t need prisons. It only needs filters.
Your silence is automated.

The Algorithmic Cage Social media promised community. What it built was addiction. It
feeds you what you already believe, then sells your anger to advertisers. You are no
longer the customer — you are the product. Your attention is mined, your habits
monetized, your emotions engineered. When Orwell imagined Big Brother, he thought the
government would install cameras in every home. He didn’t realize we’d do it ourselves —
and call it a selfie.

The Digital Empire Make no mistake: Technology is not neutral. It has geography,
ownership, and loyalty. Silicon Valley is the new Rome — its citizens are the data-rich, its
colonies are the users. Your information is the new oil, and your consent the new currency.



The West no longer needs to invade countries to control them. It simply collects them —
through cloud servers, trade agreements, and “free” apps. When you install an app, you
are signing a treaty. When you click “l agree,” you surrender jurisdiction. The battlefield
has shifted from land to data — and most people didn’t even notice the invasion.

The Myth of Security Governments claim surveillance is for “safety.” Safety from what?
Terrorists? Hackers? Criminals? The real danger to any government is not the terrorist —
it's the informed citizen. And so, the logic of surveillance expands: better to monitor
everyone than to trust anyone. We are told, “If you have nothing to hide, you have nothing
to fear.” But that’s the slogan of every tyrant, now wrapped in Wi-Fi and sold with a
discount.

The Quiet Tyranny It’s easy to recognize dictatorships when they wear uniforms. It’s
harder when they wear hoodies. The new tyrants don’t need to arrest you. They can
simply make you irrelevant. They don’t burn books — they bury them under algorithms.
They don’t silence you — they drown you in noise. This is not oppression by force, but by
fatigue. You are too distracted to rebel, too entertained to notice, too busy scrolling to
care.

The Final Irony Technology once promised us freedom from ignorance. Instead, it
delivered comfort in ignorance. We are surrounded by information — and starving for
wisdom. The digital age gave us access to everything, except ourselves. And perhaps
that’s the final stage of control: when people believe they are free because their prison
has Wi-Fi.

Epilogue The old empires ruled by fear. The new one rules by convenience. It doesn'’t
force obedience — it designs it. Freedom is no longer stolen. It’s traded — for speed, for
likes, for relevance, for illusion. And the most terrifying part? We built this empire
ourselves, piece by piece, pixel by pixel, and then asked it to protect us. The digital age
promised light. It gave us surveillance — beautifully designed, perfectly functional, and
utterly inescapable.



Chapter 14

Migration and Refugees: The Price of Western
Wars

Every war has two kinds of survivors: those who rebuild, and those who run.

The West calls the latter “migrants.” It's a polite word, neutral, bureaucratic — as if
people simply woke up one morning and decided to cross oceans for fun.

But behind every refugee, there’s a Western weapon, a Western policy, or a Western
silence.

The Great Irony

The same governments that destroy countries now build fences to keep their
victims out. The same politicians who cry for “human rights” campaign on promises
to deport those who lost theirs.

I's the most grotesque paradox of modern civilization: you bomb a nation in the
name of democracy, then call its refugees a threat to democracy.

They fled Afghanistan, Iraq, Libya, Syria, Yemen — each a monument to foreign
intervention. Each a chapter in the book of humanitarian hypocrisy.

And when they reached the shores of Europe, they didn’t find compassion. They
found borders — cold, bureaucratic, and selective.

|
The Geography of Compassion
The West likes refugees in documentaries, not in neighborhoods.

When a boat sinks, politicians tweet condolences. When a boat arrives, they call a
press conference. Sympathy, yes — but from a safe distance.

The same European Union that funds wars also funds walls. Human rights stop at
the border control gate, and empathy expires at the visa counter.

And when desperate men, women, and children knock on the doors of countries
that once colonized them, the irony is complete. History has come full circle — the
colonized are coming home, and the colonizers are horrified.



The Manufactured Fear
To justify cruelty, fear must be manufactured. The refugee becomes the scapegoat
for every failure: job losses, rising rents, political corruption, even climate change.

“Protect our borders!” the headlines scream. But who protects the people whose
homes were burned by Western bombs?

Refugees are painted as invaders — as if they were armed, when all they carry are
memories. A passport replaced by a photo, a suitcase full of loss.

The West’s greatest fear is not invasion — it’s reflection. Because every refugee is
a mirror, showing the price of Western morality.

The Business of Misery

Even misery, in the modern world, has a market. Private companies run detention
centers. Politicians trade in anti-immigrant votes. Media networks profit from
outrage.

The suffering of the displaced feeds both the left’s guilt and the right’s anger. It is the
perfect political product — universally exploitable, endlessly renewable.

The Forgotten Truth

No one leaves home because they want to. They leave because their home no
longer exists. Because a drone saw “suspicious movement.” Because a checkpoint
became a graveyard. Because the war never ended — it just changed continents.

They are not the cause of instability; they are its consequence. They are not
invaders; they are exiles of our collective conscience.

Europe’s Dilemma

Europe loves to speak of values — “freedom, dignity, human rights.” But values
mean nothing without consistency.

How can a continent preach humanity while drowning families in the
Mediterranean? How can it celebrate tolerance while turning asylum seekers into

statistics? How can it talk of peace while selling weapons that cause the very wars
people flee?

The refugee is not Europe’s burden — he is Europe’s reflection. And the reflection
is uncomfortable to watch.



Epilogue

In a just world, the refugee camps would stand outside parliaments, so that
lawmakers could smell what they created.

But we don't live in a just world. We live in a world that builds borders faster than it
builds hospitals. A world that funds wars faster than it funds shelters. A world that
cries for peace while investing in conflict.

Refugees are not statistics. They are the unpaid debt of empire. They are the
interest on the West'’s foreign policy. And no wall, no fence, no slogan will stop that
debt from coming due.

Because when you destroy homes abroad, the homeless will find you. Not out of
revenge — but out of survival.

And survival, unlike borders, has no limits.



Chapter 15

International Law and Selective

Justice

They call it “International Law.” But
the more you study it,

the more it begins to sound like “Western Permission.”

There is nothing “international” about it — only a
hierarchy dressed as fairness, and a script written
by those who never stand trial.

The Theater of Justice

The Hague. Geneva. New York.

Marble halls, solemn judges, flags of nations.
The architecture of morality looks impressive —
until you realize it functions like a stage set.

Justice here is not blind.
It's selective, well-funded, and fluent in English.

When a small country commits a crime, it’s
called a violation of international law.
When a superpower does the same, it’s
called foreign policy.

The Two-Tier System

If you are an African general,
your trial is guaranteed. If you
are an American president, your
immunity is eternal.

The International Criminal Court (ICC) has indicted leaders
from Sudan, Uganda, Kenya, Libya — but not from

Washington, London, or Tel Aviv.



Apparently, war crimes come with travel restrictions, but
only for the poor.

When the bombs fall from Western jets,
the courts call it “collateral damage.”
When the same happens elsewhere,
it’'s “a humanitarian crisis.”

Morality, it seems, depends on the passport of the pilot.

|
Law by Invitation

The West loves to “enforce” international law — as
long as it’s enforcing it on others.

It invokes the UN when convenient, and

ignores it when obstructive.

It speaks of “sovereignty” when its allies are accused, and
“responsibility” when its enemies are targeted.

One day, “intervention” is a moral duty.
The next, it’s “foreign interference.” The

only constant is control.

|
The Great Absurdity

Israel can bomb a refugee camp and call it self-defense.
Palestinians throw a stone, and it’s terrorism.

America can invade a country without UN approval, and
then lecture the world about “rules-based order.”

Britain can arm Saudi Arabia in its war on Yemen, then
host conferences about peace.

France can preach liberty, while detaining journalists for publishing truths
about its African operations.

And all of them, collectively, sit on human rights councils, judging
the rest of the planet with the confidence of the unpunished.



The Rule of Power

The phrase “no one is above the law” is
the most beautiful lie in modern history.

International law is not the rule of justice — it’s
the rule of jurisdiction.
Whoever writes the laws also writes the exceptions.

Sanctions are imposed selectively.
Allies are forgiven strategically.
War crimes are investigated geographically.

There is no justice — only geopolitics with a legal diploma.

|
The Language of Legitimacy

Every empire needs legality.

The Romans called it civilization.

The British called it the white man’s burden.
America calls it international law.

Each uses noble words to mask brutal acts.
Each claims to bring order, while sowing
destruction.

And when the victims demand justice,
the institutions reply with reports —
beautifully written, endlessly delayed,
politely archived.

Justice, in this system, doesn’t come to those who need it.
It comes to those who can afford it.

The lllusion of Accountability

Watch closely how the pattern works: When
Western soldiers kill civilians, commissions



are formed, inquiries launched, documents filed,
and nothing happens.

When non-Western soldiers do the same,
trials begin, sanctions fall, and morality is
suddenly absolute again.

The world has become a courtroom where the prosecutor and the
defendant are the same person.

[ |
The People’s Court

But here’s the twist:
while governments manipulate laws, people have
begun to create their own judgment.

In the digital age, every smartphone is a witness.
Every video, every leak, every whistleblower is an
indictment.

Public opinion has become the new tribunal.
And though it cannot jail presidents, it can
sentence them in history.

Because justice delayed is justice denied — but
justice remembered is justice reborn.

|
Epilogue

International law, as it stands, is
not a shield for humanity — it’s
armor for empire.

It protects power, not people. It
prosecutes the weak, and
pardons the strong.

But every illusion has an expiration date. And when the
next generation looks back, they will not ask why the
powerful escaped judgment.

They will ask why we still called it law.



Chapter 15

The Satirical News Columns: A World That
Laughs While Burning

Welcome to the evening news — sponsored by war, powered by denial, and approved by democracy.
Tonight’s headlines: everything is fine, as long as it’s profitable.

B Breaking News: Freedom Has Been Upgraded

The Pentagon has announced that democracy version 3.0 will now come with improved drone compatibility
and fewer civilian complaints. Officials promise “a more precise freedom experience,” available exclusively
to nations with oil.

B Economy Soars as Morality Plummets

Markets are celebrating record highs following another successful airstrike. Analysts confirm that “death
remains the most stable global investment.” In unrelated news, human rights futures fell sharply after being
declared “nonessential commodities.”

B European Union Releases Statement of Concern No. 48

After another massacre in Gaza, the EU expressed its “deep concern.” When asked what “concern”
means, one diplomat explained: “It's when we feel bad, but not enough to do anything.” Experts predict the
concern index will rise again next week.

B Breaking: Feminism Deploys Air Support

Western feminists have launched a new campaign called “Bombs for Equality.” The movement aims to
empower women in foreign countries by vaporizing their husbands. Spokeswomen insist it’s “liberation
with style.”

B United Nations Meets to Condemn Violence (Again)

Diplomats have gathered in New York to strongly condemn all forms of violence — except the useful kind.
A new resolution is expected to pass unanimously, calling for peace and “continued arms sales under
humanitarian conditions.”

B Climate Change to Be Rebranded as Opportunity

Corporate leaders have agreed that rising temperatures represent “a fantastic business environment.” One
executive stated proudly: “Soon, we'll sell bottled air. Equality at last — everyone will suffocate equally.”

B H [srael Awarded Peace Prize for Sustainable Bombing Practices

The International Committee for Consistent Irony has recognized Israel’s “eco-conscious warfare,” using
solar-powered drones to bomb hospitals with minimal carbon footprint.

H B America Introduces the Department of Eternal Wars

To streamline foreign policy, Washington has merged the Departments of Defense, Energy, and Public
Relations. A spokesperson said, “We no longer invade countries — we just update their operating
systems.” Version 1.0: Iraq. Version 2.0: Afghanistan. Version 3.0: The Internet.

B Social Media Declares World Peace (Algorithmically)



After suppressing every dissenting post, the algorithm concluded that global harmony has been achieved.
All users who disagreed were temporarily banned for negativity.

B Philosophers Replaced by Influencers

The last philosopher has reportedly closed his book and opened a TikTok account. His latest video, “5
Reasons Why Plato Was Mid,” has gone viral. The Ministry of Education congratulated him for
“modernizing ignorance.”

H B Funeral of Truth Held in Geneva

Truth, aged unknown, has died after a long illness. She is survived by her cousin, “Narrative.” The
ceremony was attended by politicians, journalists, and advertisers — each taking credit for her death.

BBl And Finally: Humanity

Doctors have confirmed the patient called Humanity remains in critical condition. The symptoms include
greed, apathy, and addiction to hypocrisy. There is still hope, but the cure — awareness — is out of stock.

Epilogue
Satire is not a luxury; it’s a survival instinct. When the world becomes too absurd to analyze, laughter
becomes an act of resistance. We laugh not because it’s funny, but because it’s unbearable. And perhaps

one day, when the last joke is told, the world will realize that comedy was just another way to scream the
truth.
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