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First edition, published April 15, 2025
Self-published because Razor doesn't owe the industry anything
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be copied, stored, reposted, tattooed, projected, or acted out during a drunken family reunion without written permission from the author. Satire or not, Razor still pays for groceries.

This is a work of parody, satire, and comedy.
Names, events, and institutions are either made up, loosely based on public information, or filtered through a deep mistrust of slogans. Any resemblance to real life is either purely coincidental or tragically accurate.
This book contains commentary and humor based on public information. It is protected under fair dealing and freedom of expression laws in Canada.


Ce livre contient des commentaires et de l’humour basés sur des informations publiques. Il est protégé par les lois canadiennes sur l'utilisation équitable et la liberté d'expression.


Cover Design: Razor squinting at Canva until it felt right
Editor: His left eye twitch and three cups of coffee
Publisher: Reed “Razor” Marlin (that’s right - do it yourself or it doesn’t get done, and use your full name while you’re at it)
For inquiries, complaints, or existential rants, yell into the void or leave a note at the Esso in Leduc. Someone’ll get it to him.

Created in the province of Alberta, where you need three jobs and a backup plan to afford a used couch.
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Read this before you read anything else, especially if your job title includes the word “compliance.”

This is a work of parody, satire, and comedy.

It is entirely fictional, even when it sounds too damn real.

Names, characters, events, and scenarios are either the product of the author’s imagination, pulled from public headlines and filtered through a busted coffee maker full of sarcasm, or inspired by life in a general, non-actionable way. If you think you see yourself in here, relax - it’s not you. Probably.

Any resemblance to real people, organizations, or governments is coincidental, comedic, or intentionally exaggerated for effect. This book exists to entertain, not to inform policy, settle grudges, or launch lawsuits. We’re not here to defame, libel, slander, or ruin anyone’s brunch.

If you read this and still decide to take it seriously, that’s on you. Razor didn’t go to law school, but he’s pretty sure this counts as protected speech, fair use, and a guy venting over a cup of reheated Tims.

All rights reserved. All jokes optional.

This book contains commentary and humor based on public information. It is protected under fair dealing and freedom of expression laws in Canada.
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LÉGALEMENT VÔTRE

Lisez ceci avant de lire quoi que ce soit d’autre  -  surtout si votre titre de poste contient le mot “conformité.”

Ce livre est une œuvre de parodie, satire et comédie.
Tout est fictif, même quand ça sonne (trop) vrai.
Les noms, personnages, événements et situations sont soit issus de l’imagination de l’auteur, soit inspirés de manchettes publiques passées dans un filtre à sarcasme, soit tirés de la vie en général, version exagérée et légalement sans conséquences. Si vous pensez vous reconnaître, relaxez  -  c’est probablement pas vous. Probablement.

Toute ressemblance avec des personnes réelles, des organisations ou des gouvernements est coïncidence, comique, ou volontairement exagérée pour faire passer le message. Ce livre existe pour divertir  -  pas pour faire la loi, régler des comptes, ou vous donner une raison d’appeler un avocat.

Si malgré tout ça, vous décidez de le prendre au sérieux... bien, c’est vous le problème. Razor n’a pas étudié en droit, mais il est pas mal certain que ça compte comme de la liberté d’expression, de l’usage loyal, pis un gars qui ventile avec un vieux café de chez Tims.

Tous droits réservés. Toutes blagues facultatives.

Ce livre contient des commentaires et de l’humour basés sur des informations publiques. Il est protégé par les lois canadiennes sur l'utilisation équitable et la liberté d'expression.
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For the ones who’ve worked three jobs and still checked the weather before walking to the bus.
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For the ones who know the smell of a break room microwave, the weight of a plastic name tag, and the exact moment a manager’s smile becomes a threat.
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For the people who’ve heard “we’re like a family here” and knew that meant no overtime, no raises, and you’re covering Brian’s shift because Brian cried in the mop closet again.
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For the folks who read the fine print, roll their eyes, and keep showing up anyway.
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This one’s for you.
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- Razor
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This ain’t a memoir. It ain’t a manifesto. It’s just me – Razor – telling the truth sideways.

––––––––
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Read it out loud if it helps. Mumble it under your breath. Throw it across the room. Just don’t take it to HR.
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So Taiwan just unveiled their new AI stand-up comedian. Yep. Full routine, voice, delivery, even the facial expressions - all built by machine. They fed it scripts, sitcoms, actual stand-up, probably a few hundred Reddit threads, and out comes this digital Jerry Seinfeld-meets-Siri monstrosity cracking wise in Mandarin.

And I gotta tell you... I felt that one in my union card.

Because if AI can do stand-up now, what the flip am I doing with my life? I’ve spent two decades learning how to bomb with dignity in Alberta sports bars and taming hecklers with the kind of language that gets you kicked out of weddings. You think a circuit board can handle a drunk guy from Fort Mac yelling, “TELL A REAL JOKE!” while he pours Fireball on his own boots?

What’s AI gonna do? Recalibrate its set? Run a patch? “I’m sorry, Dave, I can’t deal with that energy.”

And they say the robot was trained using the “structure of Taiwanese comedy.” Buddy, I’ve played Moose Jaw on a Tuesday. You think structure is what gets laughs? The best jokes are reactions. They come from pain, weird timing, and the sound of a waitress dropping nachos during your closer. You can’t code that.

This bot gets standing ovations in clean rooms. I get a guy with mustard on his sleeve muttering “not bad” on his way to the bathroom. That’s earned. That’s grit.

And you just know this thing’s gonna work corporate gigs. Never needs a hotel, never gets drunk, and doesn’t tell HR-violating stories about its time in Thunder Bay. Meanwhile, I gotta haggle for meal vouchers and pretend I don’t mind that my green room is a mop closet full of old salsa.

The article says the robot could eventually learn from audience reactions. That’s right. It’s getting feedback loops. Which is what we comics already have, but with more trauma. And no off switch.

Look, I’m not anti-tech. If an algorithm wants to try working a legions hall during karaoke night while the Leafs are losing in overtime, be my guest. But comedy isn’t just punchlines and beats. It’s a spiteful art form. It’s shaped by road miles, bad gigs, worse coffee, and the quiet scream of someone who’s done three shows in a week and made enough money to almost fill their gas tank.

So no, I’m not scared. Not yet. But if that AI ever learns how to bomb gracefully, recover with a callback, and close with something heartfelt about childhood trauma and Sears catalogue bras?

Then yeah. I’ll probably just open a vape shop.
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Alright. No. No, I’m sorry, but absolutely not. You’re telling me - you're actually telling me - that in Canada, Canada, land of “sorry I’m bleeding on your floor” and “we’ll see you in emerg in seven hours,” we’re now taking public money - taxpayer money, my money, your money, beer money - and using it to fund private health clinics?

Have we completely lost the flipping plot?

Since when is this the plan? Since when do we say, “Oh, the public system’s falling apart... so let’s just build a fancier one beside it with the money that was supposed to fix the first one!” That’s not health care reform, that’s putting marble countertops in the escape pod while the ship’s still on fire!

And who’s this new system for, huh? The everyday Albertan? The single mom with a bad back and no benefits? The warehouse worker who’s been on the hernia waitlist so long he named it? No, no - this new setup’s for the people who don’t wait. Who haven’t waited for anything since 2003. People who already have a dermatologist, a personal trainer, and probably a pediatrician for their flipping dog.

And the rest of us? We’re supposed to clap from the bleachers while the province reroutes public funds to the valet entrance. “Oh thank you sir, for showing us what efficient health care could look like, if only we weren’t so disgustingly poor.”

And the worst part? They’re doing it quietly. No announcement, no big sign that says, “Screwing over the public one clinic at a time!” Just a slow bleed. A few million here, a few more there. Until you wake up and realize the only thing left in the public system is a vending machine and a nurse named Carol who’s been on double shifts since before Trudeau had a beard.

And don’t give me the “well, the private sector can help take the pressure off” line. Oh really? Where’s the private sector’s big plan to staff rural ERs at 3 a.m. during a blizzard? Where’s their incentive to treat the guy who doesn’t have insurance but does have a weird mole he’s been ignoring for six months? They’re not relieving pressure - they’re skimming the cream. Low-risk, high-pay patients. In-and-out procedures. The easy stuff. Leaving the rest of us to crowd around the last public clinic with a fax machine and a dream.

We were raised on this idea that health care was for everyone. That you could walk into a hospital with nothing in your wallet but your health card and a little fear in your eyes, and they’d help you. That’s the deal. That was the promise. And now?

Now it’s looking more like, “We'll help... if you prequalify and book through our concierge portal.”

It’s shameful. It’s cowardly. And
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