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This book is not for the faint-hearted, the easily offended, or those still clinging to the notion that humanity is inherently noble. It is, instead, for the survivors of small talk, the veterans of bad marriages, and the unwilling attendees of family gatherings. Each story is a needle, carefully sharpened, dipped in irony, and aimed at the balloon of social pretension. If it pricks—rest assured, that was the point.
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Satire, by definition, is not polite company. It scratches, bites, and laughs inappropriately at funerals. But it also tells the truth—the kind of truth most people would rather whisper behind closed doors than print in black and white. This collection of thirty darkly comic pieces embraces that spirit. They are short, sharp dissections of modern life—love, ambition, family, and the thousand absurdities we endure in the name of civility. Consider them social X-rays: unflattering, accurate, and impossible to look away from.
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For every cynic who ever sat through a wedding toast, a corporate meeting, or a family dinner and thought: Surely this could be mocked.
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Chapter 1: Marriage – The First Year and the Life Sentence After
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I. The Promise

Marriage begins with a promise. A promise made under chandeliers, before relatives dressed like badly stuffed sofa cushions, and with a soundtrack of violins pretending that the whole thing is not, in fact, a civil contract that looks suspiciously like a long-term lease with poor exit options.

Our fictional couple—let’s call them Clara and Edward—stood there on their wedding day, shining with all the optimism of people who had not yet shared a bathroom cabinet. Clara wore white, of course, as if she were on loan from a detergent commercial. Edward wore a rented tuxedo whose sleeves were half an inch too short, and whose pockets would never again know freedom from Clara’s inventory.

They looked at each other with eyes full of hope. And why not? In the first year of marriage, hope is cheaper than rent and takes up less space than honesty.

II. The First Morning

The first morning of married life is not romantic. It is administrative. Clara woke to find Edward snoring with the dedication of a man who had taken out a lifetime subscription. The previous night’s whispered vows of eternal devotion were quickly replaced with:

“Would you please turn the other way, you sound like a tractor dying.”

Edward, still drunk on champagne and victory, replied with the eloquence of a caveman:

“Mmmhuhghhh.”

And there it was: the true voice of matrimony—half-groan, half-complaint.

The bed was suddenly too small, the sheets too warm, and the realization too large: marriage meant never having to sleep alone again, but always having to sleep with someone else.

III. The Domestic Front

People imagine the first year of marriage is built on shared laughter and romantic dinners. In reality, it is built on furniture assembly instructions.

Clara insisted they needed a dining table. Edward insisted they could eat on their laps like civilized people. Clara won, as wives usually do in such matters. Edward found himself three hours later surrounded by bolts, screws, and an instruction sheet clearly translated from Swedish by someone who hated English.

The table never stood straight. Clara declared it “quirky.” Edward called it “an insult to engineering.” Thus began the slow art of compromise: Clara learned to call flaws charming, and Edward learned to pretend he believed her.

IV. Social Appearances

Newlyweds are expected to parade themselves at social gatherings, so their friends can nod, smile, and quietly take bets on how long the arrangement will last.

At one such dinner, Clara spoke glowingly of Edward’s promotion potential. Edward, who had been demoted twice already, smiled like a hostage. When Clara mentioned her dreams of three children, Edward nearly choked on his soup. The assembled friends applauded politely, as if marriage were theater—and in a way, it was.

Dorothy Parker once quipped that “brevity is the soul of lingerie.” By that logic, marriage is the soul of hypocrisy.

V. The First Fight

It came, as all first marital battles do, over something small enough to be ridiculous but large enough to expose the terrifying truth: you married someone human.

In Clara and Edward’s case, the fight was about toothpaste. Clara believed in squeezing from the bottom; Edward believed in pressing from the middle like a barbarian. Voices rose, accusations flew, and by evening Clara was crying into her pillow while Edward swore eternal loyalty to bachelorhood.

They made up, of course. They always do. But something had shifted: toothpaste would never again be just toothpaste. It had become the silent witness to their incompatibility.

VI. Money Talks (and Mostly Insults)

The first year of marriage is also the first year of realizing that “joint finances” means one person spends and the other complains. Clara bought cushions, curtains, and six sets of matching plates, “because guests.” Edward pointed out they had no guests. Clara replied they would, once the house looked decent.

Edward, meanwhile, invested in a flat-screen television the size of an aircraft carrier. Clara asked why. Edward answered with the eternal male logic: “It was on sale.”

They learned that money doesn’t buy happiness, but it certainly funds arguments.

VII. The Family Invasion

No first year is complete without the relatives. Clara’s mother visited often, armed with casseroles and unsolicited advice. Edward’s father dropped by unannounced, declaring every piece of furniture “flimsy.” Both sets of parents agreed only on one point: their child had married beneath them.

Holidays became trials by endurance. Thanksgiving meant Edward trapped between Clara’s uncle explaining crypto-currency and Clara’s aunt complaining about her knees. Christmas meant Clara smiling through Edward’s cousins singing badly in harmony.

Relatives, Clara decided, were like mold: impossible to eradicate once they’d set in.

VIII. The Intimacy Illusion

Romance in the first year starts strong. But routine is the true aphrodisiac killer. Soon, Clara and Edward discovered that candlelit dinners gave way to microwave leftovers, and whispered sweet nothings gave way to:

“Did you take the trash out?”

Edward still attempted gestures—flowers, a surprise weekend trip. Clara appreciated them, though she noted the flowers triggered her allergies, and the weekend trip included Edward forgetting to book a hotel.

They learned, painfully, that love does not conquer all. Especially not logistics.

IX. The Specter of Comparison

Every couple compares themselves to others. Clara envied her friend Julia, whose husband cooked. Edward envied his friend Mark, whose wife never asked questions about receipts. Both pretended not to compare, while secretly compiling lists of their own martyrdom.

Comparison, in marriage, is like termites: unseen but always chewing.

X. The “We” Problem

Marriage requires merging identities. But “we” can be exhausting.


  We need to visit your parents.
  We should save money.


  We promised to go to that party.



Clara missed “I.” Edward missed “me.” Both secretly fantasized about solo vacations but instead compromised on staying home and sulking.

XI. The Life Sentence After

By the end of the first year, Clara and Edward had survived the tests: furniture, finances, families, and failures. They had learned that love is less a glowing flame than a smoke alarm—always shrieking at the worst times, but necessary for survival.

They renewed their vows silently each day, not with passion but with persistence. Clara learned to ignore



XII. Closing Remarks (The Essayist’s Knife)
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