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Traffic. 
This is supposed to be the movement of bodies. One, integrated 
mass, flowing down the concrete speedway of time. 

But we’re not moving. Not even inching. And the only sound we 
can hear is a low, menacing rumble — an ancient force surging 
up from the primordial gutterfin soup sloshing downtown.

Go ahead. Urge that rumble along. Lean into it, give it some 
elbow grease. All you can do now is honk.   

At White Bronco, we believe that even within the limits of 
nihilism it is possible to find the means beyond nihilism; that, 
beyond our suffering, we ultimately find purpose in finely tuned 
bumper stickers. 

So reach deep into your soul and find that one, righteous 
arrangement of words. Then slap that bad boy on your hoopty 
and roll it down the block.  

White Bronco. Righteous arrangements.



Honk if you 
love to honk.

LOVER’S 
HONK

STILL
ALIVE

LEMON
HONK

Pleasure is the highest good. The proper aim in life. 
Without pleasure, there is nothing for you to seek.  
Apply this sticker to shout your aching truth: 
if you want to honk, you don’t need a reason.

Make no mistake, adversity will find you. Thinking that 
you’ve already faced your fair share? That’s kinda soft. 
And it’s all the more reason for a few more hard times.
So why not greet them with some proper honk action?

Some folks get everything, a few get nothing.
Most of us get lemons. Shout back at the void.

That which does not kill us  
only makes us honk.

When life gives you 
lemons, honk.



NO
FRILLS

LIFE
AFFIRMIN’

HARD 
TIMES

Materialism gives society purpose and allows for 
a sense of individualism, which people demonstrate 
by buying the same exact second car but in differing 
shades of gray. You’ve somehow escaped the rat race, 
so use this to make your neighbor feel nauseous. 

Liberate yourself, break free, embrace the inner voice 
that’s urging you to lay on the horn. Only after you 
disregard societal pleasantries will you finally feel it: 
loud, sweet ecstasy.

Missing the game tonight, bro. I lost my shirt in Greek 
shipping futures and I don’t know how to tell my dad.

My other car is this one.
I have just this car.

Brother, can you 
spare a honk?

Honk like nobody’s 
watching.



Fresh, bold
bumper
accoutrement.



HURTIN’
HORN

WANT
MORE

NICE
HONK

Frustration is a state of being derived from an inability 
to fulfill one’s needs — like when your whip’s horn tone 
isn’t meeting the current circumstance. Let ‘em know 
what would’ve happened if you were cut off on the 
right day, in the right car.

Having some trouble accepting your current station? 
Chances are you were likely born to it, so don’t fret too 
much. The good news is that change is possible. Refuse 
acceptance; seek improvement. 

No need to explain. 
Let it speak for itself. 

My other car 
honks.

My honk
is ridonk.

Drive for the moon,
honk among the stars.



RIGHTEOUS ARRANGEMENTS.


