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You and your partner smuggles refugees into 
the country, to make an extra dollar. They 
are always pretty nervous, so we generally 
bullshit them about how great this country 
is. A few tips down the road, and things like 
that. I mean, life’s probably been quite hard 
on them. Starvation, excrement and com-
munism. Everyone are dressed in identical 

clothes. 

You and your partner smuggles refugees into 
the country, to make an extra buck. They are 

always pretty nervous, so we generally try 
to calm them down by talking about what 

makes this country great. First and foremost, 
of course, is THE KING, the one person 

who best defines THE AMERICAN WAY 
OF LIFE. After all, it isn’t so strange that 

they want to move to here, I mean even the 
car chases are better in Texas. How the fuck 

could you live elsewhere? 

You came straight off the boat. The nice 
men hid you in the truck. It seems like eve-
rything you’ve heard about AMERICA is 

true. Everyone is nice and everything is big. 
You’ll like it here. 

He was wonderful, better than anyone 
else, bigger than everybody else. You are 
crying, of happiness. He wonderful, and 
you have to tell your husband. He did 

promise to marry you tomorrow. 

You are trembling of lust. Never 
before has something like this happe-
ned to you. You still feel the orgasm. 
He promised to take you to dinner 

tomorrow. 

The fullest and riches act of love you’ve 
ever been in on. You cannot let go of 
this LOVE MACHINE. Tomorrow, 

you’ll go for a long drive in his Jaguar. 
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Three down, but where did the fourth one go? 
I think it was the black-haired one’s sister. I 

was planning on doing the entire square dance 
team... 

Oh, God! He survived! But who took him 
to the hospital? 

Not a tear on his face, not a tear on his 
face! I’m so proud. He is walking in the 

foodstep of his ancestors. 

The boy was rescued by some unknown 
saviour. Nothin unusual about that, the 

unusual thing was how the boy was 
dressed. In some kind of trash musical 

outfid. Disgusting. 

You’ve finally gotten home from the 
hospital. The wig you’ve had made for 
you in utmost secrecy is in a bag. The 
missus and kids, bloody hell! You’re so 

fed up with all this shit, being a dad and 
whatnot. Maybe the best thing that ever 
happened to you was getting that 2-by-
4 on you in the fire. Now, let a man do 

what a man’s gotta do. 

Phew. We’ll start our lives over now, after 
the accident. A new leaf in the history of 

our family. 
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Dad is coming home! Maybe he brings 
presents! I pity him. Bandages and all.

Dad is strong. Of course a 
little fire couldn’t kill him Dad. 

What a wonderful man. This is going to be 
a heck of a wedding. And what a marriage. 
Look at his muscles, his style. And he likes 

Elvis, thank god. Otherwise, it wouldn’t have 
happened. 

What a woman! She does justice to a 
emerald-coated Elvir overall to the last 

carat. TLC, Tender Loving Caring was en-
graved in the ring I got her. This is going 
to be great, I feel it. I’ll live this day to the 

fullest. This is definitely going to be my 
last marriage. 

Working in this chapel, telling one 
day from another becomes hard. New 

customers, more paperwork (an X 
here, sign here and here... and here) 

and some even faster marriages.
Then you read out loud from the 

bible. Good selections are listed in the 
back. Then you puch the confetti but-
ton and accept the money. Here they 
are, the papers. Let the show begin. 

A wife like this is only going to cause 
trouble, from start to finish. Whe she ran 
off, you would take the bike and start 

going from place to place, looking. Dance 
palaces, bars, creepy parks, they all sucked 
her in. You’d have to hit her, and she al-
ways knew she’d come crawling back. 
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 A comical stunt. That’d rake money in like 
crazy. I mean, you’ve had a nice entry to a 
club and just have to break even on the gig. 
The audience is always full of talent scouts 

and boy do we want to impress those. 
Buckle up, boys and girls. 

What a guy! I need him. I’ll promise 
him a contract up front. He can’t refuse 

that. 

He is the most beautiful man I ever 
saw. My kneas are weak. I’ll treat 
him to mayo. That’ll get him into 

my bed. 

This boy turns me on. I need him 
NOW! I wonder if he prefers Nietz-

sche to Schopenauer. I’m a Kant-gird 
myself. 


