Mr. T. had been tn NYC before and had met a guy called Bobby. It s still unclear
as to how they had actually gotten to know one another. Oddly enough Bobby was
Fond of Mr. T and off ered him a yob at one of his many Jjunkyards reasetrethad
TV vt fo—retoren—te-AY.C,

After hearing about Bobby's proposal, Frauk saw this as his opportumity to take
care of some unfinished business he had tn the Big Apple. To Finish this business of
his, he needed to bring along a guy called Zag.

Ou their way to New York, Frank amused Mr. T and Zag with stories about his
wild nights in Helsinki with a colleague kuown as Porno Ale’, Later he managed to
upset a group of hasidic Tews on the aeroplane.

Ounce tn Manhattan, Frank tnsisted on getting cupcakes from the famous Magwolia
bakery and <ating a double cheeseburger at Tom's diner. Mr.T felt that this was a
waste of time, but Zag took selfies and enjoyed the cupcakes.

The appointment was set at 2:35pm in West Babylon. Bobby arrived punctually, to
the minute, in a yun down 1992 Ford Mondeo. | got me myself three European
stooges standing in the middle of the street?” he yelled. ln wo FHime Zag and Frank
were sitting quietly on the back seat while Mr. T attempted to explaim who the

additional characters were,
Mr.T was nterrupted when Bobby got a phone call from someone named Moose.

Meanwhile Zag was admiring Bobby's massive, shovel-like hand that was stroking
the back of Mr.T's headrest. " atn't no bumble bee anymore buddy, Im a Killer
bee!” he exclaimed and hung up the phone.

The yunkyard was tucked deep away tn an wmdustrial neighbourhood, located next
fo a large concrete factory. Entering through a barbed wire gate, the guys were
suddenly surrounded by hundreds of scrapped American cars stacked on top of one
another with only the narrowest of paths (eading between them. Frank thought

that they looked (tke hamburgers. Evomout—of the towermg Tteetmasserappeared
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Bobby (ed the guys info a cramped office located n the back end of a large garage.
The filthy office was cluttered with a vast collection of Rat Fink mintatures.

The ouly thing outnumbering the Rat Fink miniatures, were the demolition derby
frophies. The trophies were tnscribed with the words Bumble Bee .

"Fravk and Zag you'll share this”, said Bobby as he pointed out their sleeping place:
a flesh tint fake leather sofa, stained with patterns of undefined substances.
"Mr.T, you get the gym Floor upstairs.”

The next morning Bobby showed up at bam sharp. He woticed a tattoo of Butthead
on Franks (eft arm. “That's fucking crazy!” he said and rolled up his trousers
revealing a tattoo of Jesus carrying the cross on his [eft [eg, and another tattoo of
Tesus getting crucified on the right. “Do you boys believe in God?” Bobby asked.
Mr.T mumbled something about soul, Frank said “no” and Zag didu’t say anything.
“Who created you, Frank? Do you really believe that we all came from a fucking
Fish?” An awkward silence continued. The & stood around clumsily averting one
another’s stares by fixating their glances on a newly made patch of councrete.

[n the evening Bobby fook them for dinner at a local Wendy's. Apart from one
table, the restaurant was empty. At that one table sat an African American man
with a blond Caucasian woman. Bobby asked: “Do you boys think s natural that
an <lephant fucks a giraffe?” Frauk replied that he couldn’t say, because there
were none th Europe and he had never visited the zoo. Deep tn thought, the hungry
cohort devoured their square shaped hamburgers,

Bobby confessed that sometimes another Bob comes out. He said that most people
don’t (ike this Bob and that's why he keeps him suppressed. Mr.T was anxious fo
meet the other Bob, but Zag didu’t think it a smart idea.
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Many uneventful days went by at the junkyard until one night, Bobby showed up
unexpectedly at the office with a strange gleam n his eyes. He was dressed
black, a dirty blue bandana masked his face: “Fuck you Frank and Fuck you Mr.T,
[m dotng this for Zag .

They all jumped tnfo a Chevy van and took off (eaving ouly a trail of burut rubber
tn their wake. Zag thought to himself that this must be the other Bob. This Bob
seemed more (ike a troubled youth high on sugar than a man approaching his 60's.
Where was Bob taking the Europeans, why was he masking his face, and why was
he driving so fast. All of the confusion and mystery. Frank felt the urge to blurt
out something about his sex addiction. There was no response from the peanut
gallery,

The van came to a blistering halt behind a shady (umberyard. Acrazg=—<yedBob
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A creeping Bob led the frespassers to a secluded corner of the fenced area. “The
guard will return th one hour, but I'm a running mother fucker, got world class
speed!” Before them lay a propped up blue milk crate surrounded by piles of scat-
tered cigarette butts. Beside the crate rose up from the ground an other worldly
stench. As the stink of old urine filled Zag's wostrils, he quessed to himself, that
this filthy recess is most likely the guard’s break-fime haungout.




A feeling of anxiety began to spread among the Europeans. It was pitch dark, Bob
was nowhere to be seen, a security guard was supposed to be doing his round soom,
and Wast Babylon was kwown for its trigger l«ap{)y cops. Then a sound, and another,

A strange clatter of rocks. 'Bd_you'mﬁhu'f—l:mwk—vwﬁmﬂ—ﬁaq—kﬁl—
n+w+zvl—3n-9—'|:-‘ree—s-m-e-(-l—wq-s—#oo—t«ucla. As quickly as he had [eft, he had refurned.

A winja-like Bob crawled out from under a nearby wagon.
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tohowas—chrartyabout o burTt Frot excitemant.  Zag, keep an eye out for the
guard.” “But how will | know, it's pitch dark?” replied Zag. “You'll see a small red
[ight Floating in the distance. That's the guard smoking his cigarette.”

The sweet smell of Rust-Oleum multipurpose spray paint filled the air. Ouly the
sounds of mating frogs from a nearby pond broke the concentrated silence. ln baby
blue bubble [etters the unlikely group proceeded to spray pant a [egendary homage
on the side of the giant steel beast. Within minutes read the unmistakable text
“Wish you were here”, for all the nation to admire.

The trip had climaxed. Frank had finished his unfinished busimess. My T. had
gained new tnsight wto the North American junkyard business. And Zag, feeling a
bit displaced, was ready to return home to Finland.

Ou the last moruing Frank proudly presented a farewell gift to Bobby. The
tnscribed book contained material from Frank and his colleagues. Eagerly, Bobby
opened the book on a random spread. He froze. “Frauk, what the fuck?!” The
double page spread contained a hedowistic image of four naked Cauca:iaw wommen
ao(miriwg the exceptionally large erect dong of an African male. You might think
Hus (s fum«y, but the secom( you leave, | will blow torch this book!”

“But Bob, it's just art--+" Frank stuttered in defence. Za-g—{-rnz-d—{-o—:ﬁfh-ﬁn
WWW%WHH—A&P—HM‘# Despite Frank's sweet talk, Bobby haudea(

him back the gift and said, “You better run stooges, or you gonna miss the frain!”



