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​DISCLAIMER: A Warning to the Easily Offended
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The following text is a work of political satire. It posits a controversial theory: that the "Progressive" movement is not actually moving us forward, but is, in fact, an accidental speedrun back to the Stone Age.

While the author has gathered "evidence" by observing university campuses, Twitter (X) threads, and the organic produce aisle, this is not a peer-reviewed anthropological study. It is a comedic observation of how a specific subset of the population—primarily Democrats and modern liberals—has voluntarily abandoned survival instincts in exchange for moral superiority and government handouts.

If you are the type of person who requires a trigger warning for a book about cavemen, congratulations: You are the source material.
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​Chapter 1: The Fire Went Out (And the EPA Won’t Let Us Relight It)
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​The Promethean Regret
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If you rewind the clock roughly two million years—give or take a few millennia and a margin of error that would give a climate scientist a panic attack—you arrive at the single most important moment in human history. It wasn’t the invention of the wheel, which was just a lazy way to avoid carrying things. It wasn’t the development of agriculture, which was just a precursor to the tyranny of the HOA lawn code.

It was Fire.

Somewhere in the Great Rift Valley, a hairy, brow-heavy ancestor of ours, let’s call him Grok, struck two stones together or perhaps rubbed two sticks with a vigor usually reserved for a teenager with a locked bedroom door. A spark leaped. Dry grass caught. And suddenly, the darkness retreated.

For Grok, this was everything. Fire meant warmth. Fire meant cooked meat, which allowed his brain to grow large enough to eventually invent calculus and anxiety disorders. Fire meant safety from the saber-toothed cats that were waiting in the shadows to chew on his femur. Most importantly, fire was his. He controlled it. He fed it. If the fire went out, Grok died. It was a simple, binary relationship with reality that kept the species sharp.

Fast forward to the present day, specifically to a studio apartment in a gentrified neighborhood of Portland or Brooklyn. Here we find the modern descendant of Grok. Let’s call him skyler (lowercase intentional, because capital letters are a tool of hierarchical oppression).

Skyler is freezing.

He is wearing a beanie knitted from ethically sourced alpaca wool, a scarf that costs more than Grok’s entire caloric intake for a year, and fingerless gloves that allow him to type angry threads on X (formerly Twitter) about the failures of late-stage capitalism. Skyler is cold because the power is out. The wind is not blowing, the sun is not shining, and therefore, the renewable energy grid has decided to take a mental health day.

In Grok’s world, a lack of heat was a call to action. It meant finding wood, finding shelter, and exerting dominance over the environment. In Skyler’s world, a lack of heat is a systemic failure of the government to provide him with a universal basic temperature.

Skyler stares at his Nest thermostat, which is currently a lifeless black circle on the wall. He taps it aggressively, as if the sheer force of his entitlement can jumpstart the electrical grid. Nothing happens. He sighs, his breath visible in the stagnant air of his eco-pod, and pulls up a podcast on his phone (battery 14%) where three people with master's degrees discuss why nuclear energy is "problematic."

This is the first step in our decline: The complete and total abdication of responsibility for our own survival.

The modern liberal does not view energy as a resource to be harvested or a force to be mastered. They view it as a magical right, something that should simply exist, like gravity or their parents' approval. They want the lights to turn on, the Tesla to charge, and the espresso machine to hiss, but they fundamentally oppose every efficient method of making those things happen.

They are like a caveman who wants the warmth of the fire but files a noise complaint against the crackling of the wood.

Skyler shivers. He looks at the fireplace in the corner of his pre-war apartment. It’s a beautiful, brick-lined hearth that has warmed generations of Americans who actually knew how to change a tire. But Skyler cannot use it. Not because he lacks matches—though he definitely does, relying exclusively on a USB-rechargeable arc lighter that is currently dead—but because the fireplace has been sealed up.

The landlord sealed it to comply with the city’s "Green New Deal" initiative, which banned wood-burning appliances to reduce particulate matter by 0.0003%. Skyler voted for this initiative. He campaigned for it. He handed out flyers printed on recycled paper that disintegrated in the rain, telling people that wood smoke was violence.

Now, as the temperature in his apartment drops below 50 degrees, Skyler is experiencing the bitter irony that usually only happens in Greek tragedies or Florida elections. He has legislated away his ability to survive.

If Grok were here, he would smash the drywall covering the fireplace with a rock, smash Skyler’s reclaimed-wood coffee table into kindling, and have a roaring blaze going in ten minutes. Skyler, however, is paralyzed. Destroying the coffee table would be a waste of $400, and besides, the table is made of teak, and he isn’t sure if teak emits toxins when burned. Better to freeze than to accidentally inhale a carcinogen that hasn't been FDA-approved.

He huddles deeper into his alpaca wool. He opens his phone again. The battery drops to 13%. He navigates to the website of his local utility provider to file a complaint, but the site is down. He opens Twitter to "raise awareness" of his suffering.

"Literally shaking rn," he types, his thumbs numb. "Power out for 20 mins. The city needs to do better. Vulnerable bodies are at risk. #EnergyJustice #Freezing"

He posts it. He feels a momentary rush of dopamine as a bot likes the tweet. It warms him for approximately three seconds.

This is the devolution. We have gone from Homo erectus, the "upright man" who conquered the night with flame, to Homo impotens, the "helpless man" who conquers nothing but the refresh button.

But to truly understand how we got here, we have to look at the war on the fuel itself. It wasn't enough to make the modern liberal helpless; the political elite had to make the very act of self-reliance illegal.

In the Paleolithic era, the biggest threat to maintaining a fire was a sudden rainstorm or a rival tribe stealing your coals. In the 21st century, the biggest threat is a Bureaucrat with a clipboard.

Let’s imagine a scenario where Skyler actually tries to survive. Let’s say the power stays out for three days. The kale is wilting in the fridge. The oat milk has turned. Desperation sets in. Skyler remembers seeing a YouTube video once about "bushcraft." He decides to go outside to the communal courtyard of his building to start a small fire to boil water (because the electric kettle is dead, and he doesn't own a pot that isn't made of ceramic-coated non-stick material that melts over an open flame).

He gathers some twigs. He piles them up. He manages, through a miracle of friction and a stolen lighter from a neighbor who actually smokes cigarettes (a Republican, obviously), to get a small flame going.

The warmth hits his face. For a split second, a genetic memory unlocks in Skyler’s brain. His pupils dilate. He feels a surge of testosterone, or at least what passes for it in a body sustained by soy protein isolate. I have made fire, his DNA whispers. I am man.

"Excuse me?"

The voice cuts through the primal fog. Skyler looks up. It is not a saber-toothed tiger. It is Karen.

Karen is the final boss of modern civilization. She is the HOA president, the city council member, the HR director. She is wearing a fleece vest with a non-profit logo on it.

"You can’t have an open flame here," she says, her voice possessing the nasal tone of someone who hasn't been told 'no' since 1998. "This is a smoke-free zone. Also, did you obtain a burn permit from the county? And I hope that wood isn't treated. The smoke could drift into the window of the yoga studio on the second floor."

Skyler, the temporary caveman, looks at his fire. He looks at Karen. In a sane timeline, Skyler would grunt and add more wood. But Skyler has been conditioned. He has been domesticated. The fear of breaking a rule, of being "antisocial," of being scolded, is stronger than his biological drive for warmth.

"I... I'm sorry," Skyler stammers. "The power is out, and..."

"We're all in this together," Karen says, which is code for you will suffer exactly as much as I mandate. "Put it out. Now. Or I'll have to call the non-emergency line."

Skyler stomps out his fire. He apologizes to the carbon footprint he just created. He goes back inside to freeze, secure in the knowledge that he is a good citizen.

Grok would have eaten Karen. And he would have been right to do so.
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​The War on Warmth

[image: ]


Back inside the eco-pod, the temperature has dropped another three degrees. Skyler is now wearing a second scarf. He looks like a vagrant who recently robbed a Burberry outlet.

He wanders into the kitchen, a gleaming shrine to minimalism and stainless steel. In the center of the island sits his induction cooktop. When he bought the place, the realtor—a woman named Bliss who drove a Subaru Outback covered in "Coexist" stickers—told him that induction was the future.

"It uses magnetism!" she had chirped, her eyes wide with the fervor of a religious convert. "No open flames. No methane. It’s safer for the planet. Think of the polar bears, Skyler."

Skyler had thought of the polar bears. He had imagined a polar bear personally thanking him, perhaps offering him a Coca-Cola, because he chose to boil his pasta water using magnets instead of gas. So, he paid an extra $3,000 to have the existing gas line capped and the "dangerous" gas range hauled away to a landfill (where, unbeknownst to Skyler, it was immediately salvaged by a pragmatic immigrant family who are currently using it to cook a delicious, piping-hot stew while Skyler freezes).

Now, Skyler stares at the black glass surface of the induction cooktop. It is cold. It is inert. It is a very expensive paperweight.

The irony is thick enough to cut with a flint knife. The gas line is still there, right behind the wall, pressurized with sweet, combustible dinosaur ghosts. It is ready to serve. It wants to provide heat. It is a miracle of infrastructure that delivers limitless energy directly into his home for pennies. But Skyler has severed his connection to it in the name of Virtue.

He has literally cut off his nose to save the face of the planet.

This is the central neurosis of the modern Leftist relationship with energy: The fear of density.

Grok understood energy density. If Grok found a piece of dry hardwood, he was happy. If he found a chunk of animal fat, he was ecstatic. Fat burned hotter, longer, and brighter. Grok wanted the most bang for his buck (or the most burn for his bison).

The modern liberal, however, is terrified of efficiency. They have been conditioned to believe that if an energy source is powerful, reliable, and cheap, it must be evil.

Oil? Evil. It’s black, it’s sticky, and it makes trucks go vroom. Natural Gas? Sneaky evil. It burns clean, but it comes from the ground, and we shouldn’t disturb Mother Gaia’s internal organs. Nuclear? Scary evil. It involves atoms, and atoms are what Godzilla eats.

Instead, they worship the weak forces. They want to power a civilization of 330 million people, comprised of data centers, hospitals, and factories, using the same energy sources that Grok used to dry his loincloth: the gentle breeze and the midday sun.

Skyler moves to the window and looks out at his car parked in the driveway. It is a sleek, aerodynamic
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