BORDER

"They stop us at the border.

"Are your papers all in order?"

"Your passports please."

"Any contraband to seize?"

I believe we've come to far, as they take apart the car.

Is there someone to see, who speaks my language, please?

I met them in a club, "Red Light", Amsterdam.

They said they needed a ride.

I swear to you sir, had I only known.

I really have nothing to hide.

Now, I don't even know if they're terrorists or they're smugglers.
Maybe, they're defected Romanian jugglers.

I only know there's been some terrible mistake.

I only know there's been some terrible mistake.

They stop us at the border.

"Are your papers all in order?"

"Your passports please."

"Any contraband to seize?"

I believe we've come to far, as they take apart the car.

Is there someone to see, who speaks my language, please?

Automatic weapons in the middle of nowhere.
If you loosen these cuffs, I'll be good, I swear.
Why'd you take my shoes?

What's that guy gonna do?

Why am I tied to this chair?

You better let me call my mother or my lawyer.
Maybe 20/20 will send Diane Sawyer.

Can I please have a moment alone with a phone.
I'll straiten this whole thing out.

They stop us at the border.

"Are your papers all in order?"

"Your passports please."

"Any contraband to seize?"

I believe we've come to far, as they take apart the car.

Is there someone to see, who speaks my language, please?
Is there someone to see, who speaks my language, please?
Is there someone to see, who speaks my language, please?
Is there someone to see, who speaks my language, please!
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