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Disclaimer:




This book is a work of satire, absurdist comedy, and social parody.
It contains exaggerations, stereotypes, dark humor, profanity, and other narrative tools intentionally used for artistic effect. 


Nothing here should be taken as a factual description of real nations, peoples, or individuals.
If you recognize yourself or your culture in these pages, please remember: this is a clown show, not a documentary.


The purpose is to poke fun at collective myths, clichés, and internet stereotypes, not to offend, diminish, or disrespect anyone.

Reader discretion is advised: expect trash, chaos, and meta-irony.

If that sounds like hell to you — congratulations, you’re in the right place.


A Spot Reserved for Someone’s Ad
 


Online ads, stickers slapped on every lamppost, native integrations from Mr. Bird (yeah, this Mr. with feathers), and even those push-notifications that pop up for that one last poor soul on Earth who never installed AdBlock:

“Only Today, Never Again (since we’ll cancel ourselves anyway), the one-of-a-kind World Cultures Exhibition, a.k.a. The World Cultures Exhibition! You’ve never seen anything like it—but you’ve definitely heard about it and argued about it hundreds of times, because only thanks to your collective stupidity this Museum came into being. Thank you, dear consumers and our glorious future visitors! Meet us by the Triumphal Arch in the Park.”



The People Who Fell for This Clickbait

“Uh, this is literally just a street. Like, an area without walls. To clarify—no roof, rain pours straight in. To be precise—it’s not a museum at all, just the entrance to a park,” complained one overly pedantic, nitpicky visitor.

“Shut your trap, son of a jackal and… wait, son, is that you? Really you?! Ha, kidding. Just zip it and listen,” shouted a bald man with pencil-thin mustache, dressed in a perfectly fitted tuxedo.

On his forehead, written in messy handwriting, was a tattoo: “Space Available for Your Ads and Kid Photos.”

“Oh, my apologies, esteemed guest! Didn’t mean to offend. Thing is, I’ve got OCD and, from time to time (according to my social-media doctors and to Inna), I exhibit Toxic Masculinity.”

“So sometimes, on a rare foggy and rainy day, when precipitation scratches at old emotional scars…” — his voice wavered theatrically — “I might just piss on you, bastard, and refresh you better than any rain could! Golden or Mother Nature brand, doesn’t matter!”

He roared, face turning red, making his carefully greased hairs stick out like quills.

“Damn it! They told me not to use old-school pomade, to buy something modern for mustache care. I just can’t integrate into the new world, always remembering old, long-forgotten Orders.”

“Sweetheart, pick it up from here, will you? Looks like today we’ll only have one client anyway. Good thing we charged half a million—at least that crappy ad integration with that YouTuber paid off. Oh, sorry, darling. I’m done, I’m done. You take over.”

A man of medium height, middle-aged, medium build, with medium-length hair and a strangely sensual medium-pitched voice objected:
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Italy.

 





		

New Zealand.





		

Turkey.





		

South Africa.





		

Sweden.





		

Bosnia and Herzegovina!





		

Thailand













