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PEOPLE AT THE TOP ARE popping champagne. They’re laughing in boardrooms, swapping jets like trading cards. One guy buys a fourth home in the Hamptons, the other shells out for a private island. Meanwhile, back in real America—your rent just jumped again. Groceries? Don’t even start. Bacon costs more than steak used to. You’re not asking for filet mignon every day. You just want to fill your cart without a calculator. That’s not greed. That’s survival. But they made it feel like begging.

Wall Street smiles. Main Street drowns. That’s the setup now. The stock market shoots through the roof. Numbers flash green, CEOs cheer. They’re winning every day. You’re losing even on payday. Doesn’t matter how many hours you put in—your wallet stays flat, your bills keep stacking. And guess what? That’s not a glitch. That’s the design.

Politicians throw crumbs. Billionaires get buffet tables. One guy writes a check and walks away with a tax break the size of your entire year’s earnings. You fill out forms, triple-check deductions, and still end up paying more than guys who fly to space for fun. That’s the economy now. It’s not broken—it’s rigged.

Look around. Gas stations, pharmacies, grocery stores—they all feel like robbery scenes now. You walk in for toothpaste, come out with a receipt that looks like a crime report. They say inflation is temporary. So is your patience. You’re working harder, sacrificing more, and they still tell you to “tighten the belt.” Your belt’s already down to the last hole. They’ve never worn one.

Jobs? They’ll tell you there are plenty. But try finding one that actually pays what your effort is worth. Not some gig economy scrap that chews up your time and throws back pennies. Not a 9-to-5 that stretches into a 7-to-9. People clock in, clock out, still can’t make rent. Meanwhile, one tweet adds a billion to some tech guy’s net worth. Fair game? Not even close.

They praise the economy. “Look at the numbers,” they say. They love charts. Bar graphs. Buzzwords. GDP this, CPI that. But they never mention your fridge being half empty. They don’t talk about parents choosing between dinner and diapers. They’re thrilled the economy is “growing.” What they mean is—their economy is. Yours? Yours is shrinking. Crumbling. Collapsing.

The American dream used to mean something. You work, you win. You hustle, you climb. But now? It’s a nightmare wrapped in a suit. You hustle just to stay still. You grind harder than ever, and the finish line moves. Retirement? That’s a fantasy. Pensions are ghost stories. Your 401(k) is a joke. Social Security? You might not see a dime.

You pay taxes. You obey the rules. And what do you get? Bridges that fall apart. Schools with broken AC. Hospitals that cost you a second mortgage. Meanwhile, billions get pumped into nonsense. Foreign aid. Defense contracts that line corporate pockets. Bailouts for companies that haven’t balanced a checkbook in twenty years. But you ask for affordable housing, and they scoff. You mention student loan relief, they laugh. Unless it’s their nephew at Yale. Then, it’s a national emergency.

They’ll tell you the system works. Of course, it works—for them. They built it for themselves. They own the banks, they write the laws, they bankroll the campaigns. They dine with senators. You barely afford lunch. They whisper behind closed doors, cut deals in backrooms. You stand in line at the DMV praying your registration didn’t expire. Different worlds.

Look at real estate. You try buying a home now. Just try. A starter house costs more than your parents’ dream home. And if you do manage to get your foot in, interest rates snap it off. But big companies? They scoop up homes like poker chips. They turn neighborhoods into rental farms. And you pay them monthly just to breathe.

Medical bills? Don’t even start. One wrong step, one bad diagnosis, and it’s financial ruin. You break an arm, you break your savings. Insurance? That’s another racket. Premiums go up, coverage goes down. And you? You get the runaround. Denials. Voicemails. “Out of network” is their favorite phrase. You pay for protection that doesn’t show up when you need it.

Education? Another scam. Students leave college drowning in debt, holding degrees that lead nowhere. The schools cash in, the lenders celebrate. But the graduates? They delay marriage, cancel kids, rent forever. A generation buried under interest rates and broken promises. And the rich? Their kids get the best tutors, best internships, best shortcuts. They don’t compete—they inherit.

So where’s the justice? Where’s the accountability? Gone. Replaced by lobbyists, spin doctors, and loopholes. The rich play offense. The rest play defense. And the referees? Bought. The people screaming “fairness” the loudest are often the ones hoarding the most. They campaign on change. They legislate for profit. Your vote is powerful until the donations come in. Then it’s forgotten.

And the media? Please. Bought and sold. They distract, divide, confuse. They point fingers at the wrong people. Blame the worker. Blame the immigrant. Blame the protester. Never blame the billionaire. Never blame the donor class. They create villains out of the poor while making heroes out of hedge fund managers. It’s upside down.

Small businesses fold. Chains take over. Mom and pop can’t survive the rent hikes, the red tape, the competition backed by billion-dollar wallets. You want to start something from scratch? Good luck. Licensing, permits, taxes, overhead. They strangle you before your first sale. But if you’re already loaded? The road clears. The handshakes happen. Doors swing open.

You’re told to save money. How? With what? After rent, food, gas, and the rest—you’re lucky if you’ve got coins rattling in your car console. And saving for what? An emergency that hits next month? A car repair that wipes out your cushion? You don’t save. You brace. That’s the economy now. You hold your breath, hope for the best, and pray nothing breaks.

They’ll say you’re lazy. Entitled. That you don’t work hard enough. Meanwhile, they sit on board seats they inherited. They get rich off dividends, not sweat. You build. They benefit. You deliver the packages. They fly the private jets. And when you ask why it’s like this, they call you ungrateful. Radical. Dangerous. You’re not dangerous. You’re just tired of being stepped on.

Every year, you give more. They take more. You produce. They profit. You sacrifice. They celebrate. And the cycle continues. You wake up earlier. You sleep later. You hustle more. And still, your life shrinks while theirs expands. They collect art. You collect overdue bills. They chase yachts. You chase rent extensions.

Technology explodes. AI, automation, smart everything. And what happens to you? Replaced. Downsized. Made redundant. While they cheer the efficiency, you lose a paycheck. Innovation makes them billions. It makes you disposable. And they never build safety nets. Just golden parachutes—for themselves.

They hide behind foundations. They create charities with their names in gold. But nothing trickles down. They donate to museums while shelters overflow. They throw galas while food banks beg. They write checks for political favors but ignore communities collapsing under poverty, crime, and hopelessness. It’s all show. Flash. PR. Nothing real.

You want to fix it? They laugh. They’ll call it socialism. Communism. Madness. They’ll say it’ll ruin the economy. But whose economy? Theirs. Not yours. Yours is already ruined. You’re already scraping. You’ve already lost ground. And now they fear any system that might make things fair. Because fair doesn’t favor them.

It’s a tale as old as time—just with shinier packaging now. Same greed, different suit. Same exploitation, newer logo. You’re not crazy for being angry. You’re awake. You see it. You live it. The dream sold to you turned into a trap. A maze with no exits. And every time you think you’ve found a way out, they move the walls again.

America was supposed to be a land of opportunity. Now, it’s a casino where the house always wins. They gamble with your future, your health, your peace of mind. And they still sleep like babies. Because it’s not their kid crying. It’s not their house in foreclosure. It’s not their fridge that’s empty.

They drive past the broken roads you commute on. They don’t notice the boarded-up shops. They never step foot in the ER waiting rooms. Their world is velvet ropes, back entrances, special access. Your world? Long lines, endless holds, customer service scripts, and bad news.

And when you dare to speak? They tell you it’s your fault. You didn’t plan enough. You didn’t try hard enough. You didn’t make the right choices. As if you didn’t do everything right. As if you didn’t follow the rules, show up, stay honest. As if their success was hard-earned and not handed over.

You’re angry. You should be. Not jealous. Not bitter. Just done. Done being lied to. Done being blamed. Done watching them celebrate while you struggle to breathe.
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