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MAKILADORAS 10” (aka NIEMAND WEET WAT DE TOEKOMST BRENGT 10”)

10" (DP (Or Not DP) [NL] / Pozoin Banaketak [SPA] / Squawk Records [FRA] / Malinke Records [GER] / U.P.S. [NL] / Svaveldioxid [LUX], 2003) 

Buiten Schot / Werk Is Religie / Verloren Zaak / Misdaad Loont / Vriend & Vijand / Wijken Voor De Rijken / Veenbrand //
2x 1000 press / recorded at Bunt’s Studio, Utrecht 14.02.2002 //
1. Buiten Schot

Losgeslagen!

Wrakhout op de stroom van geld

Wij zijn slaven

Van hebzucht, winst en groei

Nooit genoeg

Geplunderd tot het niet meer kan

Nooit genoeg

Diefstal van ons allemaal

Dieven zijn het die profiteren

Rijkdom moeten we niet respecteren

Onder bescherming en schaamteloos

Verrijken zij zich grenzeloos

Buiten schot

Rovers, dieven, plunderaars

Buiten schot

Schaamteloos en nooit genoeg

Je leven is niets waard

Wrakhout op de stroom van geld

Waanzin, waanzin, waanzin, waanzin

Alles heeft een prijs

Dieven zijn het die profiteren

Rijkdom moeten we niet respecteren

TRANSLATION

Buiten Schot / Out Of Shooting Range 
Broken adrift

Wreckage on the stream of money

We are slaves of greed, profit and growth

Never enough

Plundered until the end

Never enough

Theft of us all

Thieves are those that profit

We should not respect riches

Under protection and without shame

They enrich themselves without limits

Out of shooting range

Robbers, thieves and plunderers

Out of shooting range

Without shame en never enough

Your life is worth nothing

Wreckage on the stream of money

Madness, madness, madness, madness

Everyting has its price

Thieves are those that profit

We should not respect riches
NOTE
Buiten Schot / Out Of Shooting Range
Now that i’m writing this, it’s the election season in Holland. With all the left/right blabla you can very easily get the impression that political opinion makes the world go round.  But in the end every politician has to follow the ‘laws’ of ‘the economy’. Those laws meaning that you have to respect the interests of the people with the most property and therefore the most economic power. A politician that wants ‘the strongest shoulders to carry the most’ will see that rich people and companies just take their money and business out of the country, to avoid paying more taxes Then the economy is in a bad state and the politician is a failure. So if a more realist politician speaks about ‘fighting poverty’ he means that some poor people get a bit richer on the expense of other poor people or the environment. Whoever is in charge, the rich are never going to be any poorer. They are always out of shooting range. 

2. Werk Is Religie
Werken is je leven opgeven

Je ziel verkopen met ons product

Loyaal aan de zaak, aan de zekerheid

Het bedrijf verdrijft de eenzaamheid

Collega’s zijn familie,  het nut is illusie

Werk is religie!

Verkocht voor 30 zilverlingen

Je tijd te verspillen,  je tijd te verdoen

Levenslang totdat je sterft

Arbeid leidt nergens toe

Weer een kringloop van papier

Je tijd te verkopen, je tijd te verdoen

Betaald! Gerespecteerd!

Overbodig voor je pensioen

Wie niet werkt, die niet eet!

Diens brood men eet, diens woord men spreekt!

Al die jaren loonslavernij

De hielen van je bazen likken

Niet eens in gedachten vrij

Voor je werk jezelf laten stikken

Hoe hou je het vol, hoe hou je het vol?!

Werk is religie!

TRANSLATION

Werk Is Religie / Work Is Religion
To work is to give up your life

To sell your soul with our product

Loyal to the business, to the security

The company keeps away the loneliness

Colleagues are family

The benefit is an illusion

Work is religion

Sold for 30 pieces of silver

Spilling your time, wasting your time

A lifesentence until you die

Labour has no use

Another cycle of paper

Selling your time, wasting your time

Paid, respected

Superfluous before your retirement

Who doesn’t work, doesn’t eat

Whose bread you eat, whose word one speaks

All those years of wageslavery

How do you keep up licking those above you

Not even free in your thoughts

You let yourself suffocate for your job

How do you keep up, how do you keep up

Work is religion

NOTE
Werk Is Religie / Work Is Religion

It is very fashionable to critizise unemployed people, especially the happy ones that say  ‘i enjoy myself on the dole, please give the jobs first to the people that really want them’. Saying that you don’t mind being last in the waiting-for-a-job-line is even seen as an insult to the desperate people at the beginning of the line. Unemployed people should be sad because ‘they are not making their own money’ even if this sad attitude doesn’t get them anywhere in life. But work is life and life is suffering and if some have to suffer, all have to suffer. I can find no other reason for work being so important. There is so few work that’s really useful and even less workers that really do something productive and therefore ‘make their own money’. Most workers provide some commercial or bureaucratic ‘services’ that are a paid for by customers and taxpayers. And still somebody harrassing other people selling loans is seen as a better member of society, than an unemployed person that has time to care for friends and family or do some volunteer work. 

3. Verloren Zaak

Door woestenij, in de duisternis

Ver weg van alle warmte en licht

Strompelen verloren zielen

Te trots om voor een baas te knielen

Hun weg is lang en hard

Te lang en veel te hard

Hun doel is zeer veraf gelegen

Niemand is hen toegenegen

Strijders voor recht in de barbarij

Slachtoffers van een verloren zaak

Hun strijd is vergeefs, ze zijn er geweest

Toch worden deze verliezers gevrees

Het is de angst voor twijfel

Voor zoveel vastberadenheid

Straks hebben ze toch gelijk

En was het geen vergeefse strijd

Niemand weet wat de toekomst brengt

Er is nooit totale zekerheid

Elke strijd, elke verandering

Was een verloren zaak

Niemand weet wat de toekomst brengt

Elke kans een mogelijkheid

Elke strijd, elke verandering

Was een verloren zaak

Hopeloos en tevergeefs

Strijd voor een verloren zaak

Niemand weet wat de toekomst brengt

Strijd voor een verloren zaak

TRANSLATION
Verloren Zaak / Lost Cause
Through the wasteland

In the darkness

Far away from all warmth and light

Stumble lost souls

To proud to kneel for a boss

Their way is long and hard

Too long and far too hard

Fighters for justice in the barbary

Victims of a lost cause

Their struggle is of no avail, they have had it

And yet those losers are feared

It is the fear of doubt

Of so much determination

Before long they might be right

Then it was no useless struggle

Nobody knows what the future will bring

There is never total certainty

Every struggle, every change was a lost cause

Nobody knows what the future will bring

Every chance is a possiblity

Every struggle, every change was a lost cause

Hopeless and without use

Struggle for a lost cause

Nobody knows what the future will bring

Struggle for a lost cause

NOTE

Verloren Zaak / Lost Cause

Nowadays idealist people are often seen as pathetic losers fighting for a lost cause. Sometimes i think there is some truth in this. Some activists only seem to be interested in doing something if it gets them into trouble and the goal is hard to reach. To be radical and uncompromising is then a goal in itself. I think this is a complete waste of energy. Also, nobody should be blind for the many ways to abuse good ideals. Every tyrant says he knows it so well and he only wants the best for everyone. Too many people have been slaughtered in the name of justice, equality, coöperation etc… Some lost causes just deserve to be lost.

Apart from this i still admire people that keep on putting their ideals into practice despite violence, imprisonment, torture or death. Ideals might be dangerous stuff with a lot of dark sides, but without them you are like a dead fish going with the flow. Without a fresh countercurrent we will all be dead in the polluted river of society.

4. Misdaad Loont

Elke junk die voor drie keer de fout in gaat kan voor twee jaar worden opgesloten

Elke bijstandsfraudeur moet alles terugbetalen

Maar misdaad loont voor de top

Want wie de wet maakt kan hem niet breken

De bouwfraude wordt afgekocht met een fractie van de winst

Vervuilde glycerine doodt 60 kinderen, niemand die een dader vindt

Maar misdaad loont aan de top

Want wie het geld heeft, heeft de wet aan z’n kant

Misdaad loont, want het recht is krom

Het recht voor de rijken, het recht is krom

Macht breekt wet, dus het recht is krom

Misdaad loont, dus het recht is krom

Misdaad loont!

Voor wie betaalt!

Een arme sukkel staat terecht

Vermalen in de molens der wet

Regels zijn regels zegt de officier

Hoe krijgt ie het over z’n lippen

Regels, wetten, normen, waarden, ik kan het niet meer horen

Ze zijn te koop want misdaad loont, wie biedt het meest?!

TRANSLATION
Misdaad Loont / Crime Pays
Every junkie that commits three crimes can be locked up for two years

Everyone that fiddles the dole must pay back everything

But crime pays at the top, for those who make the law cannot break it

The fraud in the building industry is bought of for a fraction of the profit

Polluted glycerine kills 60 children and nobody finds an offender

But crime pays for the top, because those that have money have the law on their side

Crime pays

For those that pay

A poor bastard is tried

Crushed in the mills of justice

Rules are rules says the public prosecutor

How does he get it past his lips

Rules, laws, norms, values, i don’t want to hear it anymore

They are for sale because crime pays, who bids the most?
NOTE

Misdaad Loont / Crime Pays

The papers are full off stories about criminals having an easy life, but the best life have those criminals that can pretend they are not. If you are poor you have to break the law to get rich on somebody elses expense. If you’re rich you can squeeze the money out of other people without putting a knife to their throats. You can sell them inferior products; you can make a deal with other companies to raise the prices; you can use public money to protect your company against the risks of the free market; you can destroy nature and let other people pay for it… Really, the possibilities are endless, the more common criminals have a lot to learn.

Even if they break the law, white collar criminals often escape justice. The laws they break are not criminal laws, but economic and environmental regulations. The agencies that control those regulations are often understaffed and the punishments are low. A person fiddling the dole faces criminal prosecution if the fraud involves more than 3000 euro’s. Tax evasion normally isn’t punished, the tax payer just gets a letter reminding him of his forgetfulness and that’s it. And then we’re not even talking about all the legal possibilities there are to avoid paying taxes.

Those white collar criminals can steal all they want, but all the public worries about is some stupid junkie that already spends half his life in prison.

5. Vriend En Vijand

De hel, naar de hel met de mantel der liefde

Niemand heeft baat bij neptolerantie

Te laat, te laat, die tijd is voorbij

Alles begrijp je

Iedereens vriend

Jij staat boven alle strijd

Niets raakt jou

Waar sta jij?

Aan wiens kant

Waar sta jij?

Lik de laars, kus de hand die je slaat

Veel te verheven voor woede en haat

Liever verlink je je eigen vrienden

Dan te zeggen waar het op staat

Valse eenheid

Zwijg en stem toe

De vijand houdt ons bij elkaar

Aan wiens kant

Waarvoor sta jij?

Aan wiens kant

Waar sta jij?

Bang voor elke confrontatie

Geen kritiek meet met twee maten

Sluit de rijen in het ghetto

Verloren als je niet kan haten

Waar sta jij?

TRANSLATION
Vriend En Vijand / Friend And Enemy
To hell, to hell, with the veil of love

Nobody profits from fake-tolerance

To late, to late, that time has passed

You understand everything

Everybodies friend

You are above all struggle

Nothing touches you

Where do you stand

At whose side

Where do you stand

Lick the boot, kiss the hand that hits you

Far too exalted for anger and hate

You rather betray your own friends

Then call a spade a spade

False unity

Silence means consent

The enemy keeps us together

At whose side

Where do you stand for

At whose side

Where do you stand

Scared of every confrontation

No criticism and measure by two standards

Close the ranks against the enemy

Lost if you cannot hate

Where do you stand?
NOTE
Vriend En Vijand / Friend And Enemy

Some people have this ideology to be nice to anyone and always look for the good side of everyone. It gets sick if this positive attitude is also shown to those that have power over you, like cops and bosses. Of course they are only human, but a bit of caution doesn’t hurt, when dealing with people that can rob you of your freedom or your income. But some are so arrogant about their positivity, they think that by being nice and friendly they can avoid all risks and problems. Some of them rather betray their friends than admit that there are limits to niceness.

On the other hand there’s people that are so focussed on uniting against The Enemy, that they don’t have room for real friendship in their life. Real friendship also involves some disagreement from time to time.

You’re better off with a proper enemy, than with this kind of ‘friends’.

6. Wijken Voor Rijken

Weggevaagd!

De huizen platgegooid, de mensen weggejaagd

Verbannen van te dure grond

De stad alleen voor wie dat kan betalen

Voorrang voor de rijken wordt nou opgelegd

Weggestopt!

Een welzijnsghetto voor wie er toch niet toe doet

Zonder geld lig je eruit

Niets blijft over als je ze hun gang laat gaan

Het geld gaat voor, het yuppievolk komt eerst

Wijken voor rijken,  ruimte voor geld

Kaalslag, beton en slopersgeweld

Aangeharkt, saai en bewaakt

Een stad die alleen voor het geld is gemaakt

Wijken voor rijken, ruimte voor geld

Voor de yup ruimt de vrijheid het veld

Wijken voor rijken,  ruimte voor geld

Onze dagen zijn geteld

Vrijheid!

Geld!

Het geld gaat voor

Het geld gaat voor

Het geld gaat voor

TRANSLATION
Wijken Voor De Rijken / Yield For The Rich 
Wiped out!

The houses demolished, the people chased away

Banned from ground that is too expensive

The city just for those who can afford it

Priority for the rich is now imposed

Put away!

A welfareghetto for those who don’t matter anyway

Without money you don’t count

Nothing is left if you let them have their way

The money comes first, their people are the yuppiepeople

Yield for the rich, room for money

Demolition and concrete

Clean, orderly, boring and guarded

A city that is only made for money

Yield for the rich, room for money

Where the yuppie comes freedom disappears

Freedom!

Money!

Money comes first!

NOTE

Wijken Voor De Rijken / Yield For The Rich 

The majority of houses in dutch cities are owned by housing coöperations. They started at the beginning of the 20th century as unions of workers, that got statefunding to build good houses for working class people. Over the years those coöperations became more professional and some years ago they were privatised. They got one big amount of money and should manage themselves without regular statefunding. Soon it turned out that the big sum was not big enough. The coöperations could not maintain the houses the way the used to do it. Some coöperations tried to stay social and not raise the rent, many of those are either broke or on the verge of it. Others started behaving more and more like normal property owners: they are selling houses at the better locations to richer people, they are tearing down cheap houses to built expensive houses and raising the rents without doing anything in return. Officially they still have the duty to provide cheap housing, but this duty will be abolished in the future. In a few years the work of a whole generation of workers is demolished. Cheap houses that are sold or teared down can never be replaced cheaply. Even though many people depend on cheap housing it is still seen as something abnormal or a relic from the past. Our grandparents thought that poor people also had a right to a good house, nowadays only bad houses on bad locations are a safe from the yuppies. The government seems to think that we can all work with computers and buy a house, but the current economic crisis has already proved this optimism wrong.

7. Veenbrand

Tolerant, als er te verdienen valt

Maar ondergronds

Groeit en bloeit de haat

Een veenbrand, een smeulend vuur

Racisme dat de naam niet krijgt

Een veenbrand, het woekert voort

Geweld en onverschilligheid

Normale mensen, nette mensen

Die asielzoekers het graf inwensen

Schaamteloos met twee maten meten

Van een anders leed genieten

Het woekert voort, het woekert voort

Het rot, het brandt, het woekert voort

Onbekend maakt onbemind

Zo groeit en bloeit de haat

TRANSLATION
Veenbrand / Moor Fire
Tolerant, if there is money to be made

But under the surface

Hate is growing and flourishing

A moor fire, a smouldering fire

Racism that isn’t named as such

A moor fire, a morbid growth

Violence and indifference

Normal people, decent people

That wish asylumseekers in the grave

That measure by two standards without shame

And enjoy anothers suffering

A morbid growth, it festers

It rots, it burns, it festers

Unknown makes unloved

And so hate is growing and flourishing
NOTE

Veenbrand / Moor Fire

In 2002 we saw the rise and death of Pim Fortuyn, a politician that was loved by many, because they thought he would do something against the black people. He was the hero of the tiny and oppressed minority of white people in our country, even though his views were often not more racist that those of ‘normal parties’. Those normal parties did their best to paint the thief of their votes as an evil nazi. But now that he’s dead they have all copied his opinions. The killer of Fortuyn was a left wing guy that wanted to protect ‘vulnerable groups’. Now the conservative and extreme right people have their martyr and also less extreme people are scared because such a murder could happen in our quiet country. Tough laws and strong leaders are the new trend in dutch politics.

Sure, black or islamic people are no angels. They have their evil human ways just like everyone else. But now any morrocan stealing a bike is national news, whereas people turn a blind eye to those out-of-the-closet racists that would still hate morrocans if they wore wooden shoes and spent their days cleaning up dogshit while singing the national anthem.

When we wrote this song in the winter of 2002, dutch racism was still a moorfire, meanwhile it has gotten air and now the flames are out in the open, everyone can see it now.

MAKILADORAS / RADIO BIKINI
7” EP (DP Or Not DP [NL] / U.P.S. [NL] / Trabuc Records [SPA] / Tofu Guerrilla [GER] / Svaveldioxid [LUX] / Amber Records [BEL] / Squawk Records [FRA], 2004)
MAKILADORAS: Rekenmeester / Uitschot // (RADIO BIKINI)

1500 Press / sleeve is too big to fit in a normal plastic sleeve / recorded at Ferdi’s Dirty Bird Studio, Hoogeveen 09-10.12.2003

8. Rekenmeester

Dood en ziekte razen rond

Tegenslag en bot geweld

Treft ons en treft elkaar

Wie blijft het lot, het leed bespaard?

Een aasgier, een roofdier, het leven spaart niemand

Niets en niemand, nietsontziend

Wie wil niet de dans ontspringen?

Het onheil bezweren?

Toeval, chaos, willekeur, worden uit het zicht verbannen

Rekenmeesters strijken alles glad

Hoeders van het goede leven

Van zingeving en zekerheid

Drijven met hun priemend licht

De duisternis naar binnen toe

Alleen en aan je leed geketend

Zoek de reden zoek de schuld

Pijn beschreven en doodverklaard

Over het leven geen kwaad woord

Niemand en nietsontziend

Niemand en nietsontziend

TRANSLATION

Rekenmeester / Bookkeeper
Death and disease rage, misfortune and blunt violence

Hurts us and hurts eachother

Who is safe of suffering, of fate?

A vulture, a predator, life spares nobody

Nothing and nobody, sparing nothing

Who doesn’t want to get off scot free?

Who doesn’t want to ward off evil?

Chaos, chance, randomness are banned from sight

Bookkeepers smooth out everything

Guardians of the good life

Givers of meaning and security

Chase the darkness inside with their piercing light

Alone and chained to your grief

Searching for a reason for something to blame

Pain described and declared dead

And not a bad word about life

Sparing nothing and nobody

Sparing nothing and nobody
NOTE

Rekenmeester / Bookkeeper

A lot of religions say the world is perfect and life is good and just. This view makes injustice and suffering hard to explain. Stern looking fundamentalists put all the blame on the shoulders of the poor mortal sinners, but enlightened, modern and freespirited New Agers are not much better. To most of them, the evils of this world are all a matter of choice. The poor, the hungry, the ill... they all choose their fate. Those with money to spare should go to a therapist, dive into their inner depths and find out why they want to have all those tumors. The rest should just see the positive side of watching your children die. 

9) Uitschot

Uit naam van land en meerderheid

Uitschot wordt de les gelezen

Hun verrotte plaats gewezen

Verplicht tot werk en dankbaarheid

Deze ballast, die de beschaving remt

Leeft nog steeds dankzij de wet die ze met voeten treedt

Zonder regels, vloeide het bloed allang

Met zoveel angst, is geweld nooit ver weg

Waarop wacht men, wat belet ze, wat belet ze toch?!

Het uur der wrake komt nog wel

Niet spontaan, maar op bevel

Om eigenrichting te voorkomen

Vervult de staat de zoete dromen

Kansloos valt de minderheid

Het was een ongelijke strijd

Een overwinning zonder glorie

Knaagt aan de tevredenheid

Want het uitschot, het was een godsgeschenk

Wat moet een arme, zwakke, lafaard zonder hen

Zonder brenger van schuld en zonde

Alleen en naakt, nog verloren in het paradijs

TRANSLATION
Uitschot / Scum
In the name of country and majority

Scum is thaught a lesson

Shown their rotten place

Obliged to work and gratitude

This dead weight that slows down civilisation

Is still alive because of the law that they break

Without rules blood would be flowing since a long time ago

Because violence is never far away when there is so much fear

What are they waiting for, what is stopping them?!

The hour of revenge will come

Not spontaneously, but by order

The state will make sweet dreams come true

To prevent people from taking the law in their own hands

Without a chance, the minority will fall

It was an unequal struggle

But a victory without glory

Is gnawing at the satisfaction

For the scum, it was a gift from god

Where would a poor weak coward be without them

Without the bearer of guilt and sin

Alone and naked, even lost in paradise

NOTE
Uitschot / Scum

Those upstanding citizens, what are they waiting for? They are the majority, so why keep silent when foreigners, scum and foreign scum are taking over ‘their’ country. A common kitchenknife could solve the problem once and forever. So hardworking and decent people, put your ideals into practise! You only have your scapegoats to lose!

UNRELEASED


10. Weaken the stronghold” (State Of Fear cover)
Permission granted by the fascist state

Mindless hired thugs sent forth to eliminate

What the social elite can’t bear to see

We’re better off without your so called protection

You’re a fucking bastard

A brainwashed fucking dastard

I’ll shed no tears when you’re fucking dead

Smothering hand of  authoritative might

Trying to maintain your law and order

Strongarm tactics to intimidate

But your hold will be broken finger by finger

You’re a fucking bastard 

A brainwashed fucking dastard

I’ll shed no tears when you’re in your fucking casket

You’re a fucking bastard

A brainwashed fucking dastard

I’ll shed no tears when you’re rotting six feet under!

MAXIMAAL ONTHAAL COMPILATION

CD (Royal Blood [NL], RBR01, 2002) 

MAKILADORAS: Elitemoraal // (+ 24 other bands) 

Recorded live in Bunt's Studio, Utrecht 11.2001 / benefit release / Royal Blood Records = Commitment Records 

11. Elitemoraal

Een glimlach draait een rad voor ogen

Hormonen verdrijven het denkvermogen

Diplomatie en geen confrontatie

De hel die hoeft nu niet los te breken

Rust en vrede vol vreugde begroet

Alle partijen kraaien victorie

Het stelt niks voor dit compromis

Maar op zo’n lekker wijf heeft niemand kritiek

De weldenkende natie is uit de brand

Kan zonder gezichtsverlies kapituleren

Oh nee daar gaan we weer

Oranje franje beu! Ik hoef niet meer

Bloedbesmeurd verleden het verbaast me niet

Nooit iets van geweten, nee het zal ook niet

Hun soort mensen, de hogere kringen

Houden er eigen normen op na

Onder ons tilt men niet zwaar

Aan de dood van wat opstandelingen

Trouw alleen aan hun eigen mensen

Een sprookje die oranjetraditie

Rookbommen, rellen, oproer, verzet

De enige goede oranjetraditie

Het koningshuis onaangetast

Tussen doofpot en desinteresse

Affaires zijn een tijdverdrijf

Voer voor intelectuelen

TRANSLATION
Elitemoraal / The Moral Of The Elite
A smile blinds the eyes

Hormones chase away the ability to think

Diplomacy and no confrontation

All hell does not have to break loose now

Peace and quiet is greeted with happiness

Every party cries victory

This compromise is nothing much

But nobody criticisessuch a pretty woman

The conscience of the nation has been liberated

And can capitulate without losing their face

Oh no, there we go again

Orange, frill, i’m sick of it

A past stained with blood, it doesn’t surprise me

Never knew anything of it, tell me something new

Their kind of people, the higher circles

They have their own norms

Among themselves they don’t care much

About the dead of some rebels

Loyal, only to their own people

The orangetradition is a fairytale

Smokebombs, riots, uprising, resistance

The only good orangetradition

The monarchy is unharmed

Between disinterest and covering up

Scandals are a passtime for intelectuals

NOTE
Elitemoraal / The Moral Of The Elite

This is a song about the dutch monarchy, as you might know we have a queen Beatrix from the Orangefamily, behind the scenes she has quite some power, she’s not just there for the ceremonies and the elderly ‘oranjefans’. Because of this hidden power, from time to time there is an ‘Orangescandal’, like in the seventies when the  prince was bribed to influence the decisions about what kind of new plane the airforce where going to buy. Most interesting about those scandals is the way the criticism is swept under the carpet. You can criticize the monarchy but only for a limited time and together with the rest of the herd, then some symbolic measure is taken (the bribed prince was not allowed to wear his military uniform anymore), after this you should lose your opinion. If you don’t you are either an unrealist person or, if you’re to influential for that label, this influence might dissappear before you know it. The scandal that made me write this song is the marriage between the son of queen Beatrix (the future king) and a girl from Argentina (Maxima Zorreguieta). The father of this girl had a high function during the Argentinian military dictatorship in the seventies. It is impossible that he did not know about the ‘dissapearances’ and torture of the opposition in this period. The symbolic measure that was taken to silence the critics was that the father of the girl was asked not to come to the wedding (at least not officially). After this every sensible Dutch intellectual kept his mouth shut. They were probably convinced by the first official TV-appearance of the happy couple, if Maxima would have been one and a half meter high, 100 kilo and with a big wart on her nose they would have thought twice about giving in to the official silence
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Former bandmembers Dennis and Martijn (DJ Roodbaard). 
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