4 1/2 Stars

According to the latest customer satisfaction feedback survey,
the vast majority of souls simply adore being here.
Four and a half stars!

It’s like a, dream come true.
Like one big holiday.

Like Pontins
meets Butlins
meets Disneyworld
meets Legoland
meets Paradise
meets SeaWorld
meets Nirvana
meets Las Vegas
meets Love Island
meets Valhalla
meets The Village.

It’s a never-ending day
at the beach,

a day at the races.

It’s happy hour
after happy hour
after just happy to be here hour
after happy hour
after happy hour.

The happiest of happy meals.
So happy-go-lucky
to no longer be alive.

It’s the Spring SALE
all year round.

It’s Christmastime
all year round.
Everybody’s birthday every day.
In seventh heaven.

Like hogs in shite,
on a promise,
grinning from ear to ear,
from here to there,
from there to everywhere.
Flying pigs.

Floating ectoplasmically
without a care in the afterworld.
All ambition acquiesced.



Head in the sand.
Arse in the air.
Up, down,
left, right,
in, out,
shake it all about,
it’s all the same.
It’s like heaven on earth,
like earth inside heaven,
on earth.
Exactly the same
and completely the opposite.
And they never want their stay here to ever,
ever, end.
Which it never, ever, will.
For it is, after all, forever and ever and ever.
Lasting.
And it never wears thin.
And it never wears out.
And under its eternally extended warranty,
it is guaranteed for life.

After death.



