


an end--finished even before it had properly begun.

What a tragic trhing it was to have to admit this to myself! Especially as I
lacked the where-with-all to visit a regular dentist and the two rotting molars--
an upper and & lower--that I had been hoping to rid myself of would now have to
remain in my mouth indefinitely, giving me fits with no chence of extraction.
Morosely, I resigned myself to enduring this oral perdition.

To quote Flato: I felt "lower than an acrobat with arthritis.”

Well, though, but three nights later Clarke returned--and with him he
brought a gadget that was obviously home-rigged: a single set of ear-phones
attached by a spagetti-like tangle of wires to two hefty cassette players. The
ear-phones, I noted, were big padded jobs, the kind that submarine commanders
wear in the movies.

"My dear Ackerman," Clarke said, in his best "inventor-triumphant" voice,
"if you will clear a space there on your kitchen table so that I may deploy
these electronic components, I believe I can show you the path to modernized,
totally pain-free self-dentistry."

"You've come up with something, then?" I began to feel excited in spite
of myself.

Clarke nodded his head proudly.

He had, he said, come across an important article in & recent issue of
Scientific Electricity Magazine. In it, the author of the piece, a Dr. Burphy
Slacks, Jr., professor emeritus of dental technology at Bob Jones University,
had advanced the revolutionar; theory that under special circumstances gound
itself could be used as a pain inhibiter.

Dr. Slacks's basic idea, as Clarke went on to explain it, was that a
patient undergoirg a tooth extraction would be given ear-phones to wear instead
of the customary injection of novocaine., These were specislly modified ear-
phones, rigged not for "stereo" but for "mono"; as a result, each ear-piece--
left and right--operated as an independent sound source. Bicamerally, as it were.

"The idea," continued Clarke, excitedly, "is that the patient in the
dentist's chair gets, say, rock music played into one ear, and something en-
tirely different (a news broadcast, we'll say) played into the other. It's a
separate but simultaneous occurance, you dig? And the bicameral noise level
created in the patient's ears by these two different audio inputs works on the
brain in such a way as to effectively block the pain of the tooth extraction!"

I did my best to digest this, and Clarke hurried on to explain that he had
used diagrams from Dr. Slacks's article to construct a working model of the
device: the very contraption that now rested on my kitchen table, in fact.
Clarke said he thought it might be just the ticket--take the place of movocaine
and allow me to practice self-dentistry in a completely painless fashion. Fe
had brought along two special audio tapes to try out on the ear-phones and felt
a quick trial-and-error session would scon prove the efficacy of the theory.

I was pretty leery about playing guinea pig, at first, but Clarke seemed so
upbeat and genuinely positive as to his gadget's ultimate success that I swiftly
relented. We decided to conduct the experiment right there at my kitchen table,
and I let him slip the bulky ear-phones on over my head.

Then, as I sat there trying not to feel nerveous, he gathered up the pair of
pliers that were resting on the sink counter nearby, and tucked them into my hand.
Feeling the cool heft of metal between my fingers, I experienced a stomach-
churning mixture of anticipation ard doubt. Was the long awaited moment firally
within my grasp? Would I soon be practicing self-dentistry ard ridding my mouth
of the two pesky molars that had been causing me such grief?

According to Clarke, who had turned away and was row assidulously readying

his equipment, the two tapes he had chosen to play for my trial run were sure-
fire. He had picked them specially, he said. They were (1) a recording of
William Faulkner readirg selections from his collected works, and (2) a
busiress-and-self-help guru by the name of Sydney Lurcher reading from something
called Sugcess At Any Cost. Clarke said he thought the combination of Faulkner
entering my left ear at the same time that the Success Guru was entering my
right, would prove a powerful bicameral mix--so much so trat he predicted I
weuld start notieing results right away. Frobably within the first two or three
minutes after he threw the switch.

"Just wait"--He was poised over the controls., His voice filtered through
the thick rubber paddirg of my ear-phones as faintly as though we were both
under water, "Just wait and see if this doesn't deaden every tooth in your head

-

almost before you know it--"

A11 of which--I may as well admit--brirgs us up to the present moment.

And to tell the truth, as I watch Clarke's fingers making hurried last-
minute adjustments to the knobs and trirgs, I am starting to experience renewed
qualms of a serious order.

In fact, I am about on the verge of openirg my mouth to ask (horrible thought)
whether or not this particular experiment has actually ever been tested out be-
fore on any other living humsn subject. I don't like to seem cowardly or faith-
less but maybe if I--

Clarke hits the switch,

The fitful bicameral dialogue begins to take place in each of my ears
simultaneously; Faulkner on the left, the Success Guru on the right, The voices
pour in on me from both sides exactly as promised, but their decible-level is
uraccountable, and there is an insare cold-mixed-porridge quality to what is
teking place in my brain as they clash and mingle there--a heniousness that I
have not been led to expect.

From a purely logical standpoint, mere words can scarcely suggest the weird,
drooling "otherness" of what I am hearing:

"Vice presidents, I composed & memo to my senior menagement team, The peorle
irvolved and leadership composed a memo to my senior maragement team. My mother is
e fish, Cash is my brotrer is a fish, Cash is my brotker is not smell like that
in mind, I suggested three groups of choosir; several new vice presidents are not
smell like that when we come to the legacy we will leave, With the decisions to
bte made in the tox how cculd she have got through the water I said, she's in
tre organization., We are dealt with that had to be made in the task of choosing
vice presidents. We are not orly setting to see her, Cash is my brother. But Jewel's
mother is & fish, Cash is my brother. But Jewel's mother is a horse., My mother
does not smell like that. My mother is a fish., But jewel's mother is a horse. My
mother is a fish, But Jewel's mother does not in the box how could she have got
out? She got out? She got out? She got out through the roles I bored, into the
water I said, and when she comes to the water agein I am going to see her and
direction concerning management team, My mother--"

But enough. As I say, it is not somethirg that mere words can properly
hope to corvey.

Foint is, from the moment Clarke first throws the switch, I am galvanized--
trapped under the ear-phores like a butterfly pinned urder a brick.

And while the interminable cacophony of voices goes on gnawing straight into
my brain--implacable, corrosive, disorienting, causing me very quickly after the
first few seconds to lose all sense of my physical body--I feel my mind
torn loose from its mocrrings, arnd am plungeé into & mortid, disemtcdied, near-
psychotic state that is not unlike an off-trail case of d.t.'s.

In short, I start hellucinating like a bastard.

Although I'm sure I never physically leave my chair, mentally it is arother
story. Enveloped in nightmare, I have the operpowerirg sensation of descerding to
some subterrarean rlace where, very much ageinst my will, I seem to move rapidly
along a narrow, pitch-black corridor, as if I am being propelled forward by some
demented "fun-house" ride--ard with indistinct "stump" shapes hanging and writhing
in the darkness around me.

Gradually, I begin to mave out tiny glimmers of light far ahead. Drawing
nearer, 1 behold a porcelain towl or commode fairtly aglitter under a dim over-
head bulb. And approaching this, I glimpse somethirg--an animal--moving and
floating in the water: a sort of oversized guinea pig covered with wet white fur.

There is something wrorg with the creature, something drastically wrong,
and after a moment I realize what it is: the pupils of its eyes, Instead of being
discs of blackness as with normal animals, the pupils of its eyes are slots
through which inner light flickers out into my face. :

In our worst nightmares there is always some further horror waiting to make
what has gone before seem friendly by comparison; ard leaning closer, though with
an inward reluctance that is very near to revulsion, I peep through the twin aper-
tures and find myself looking down, impossibly, into a room where sits a slender,
dark-heired woman in a child's ruffled white collar and pigtails. The woman appears
to be fiddling obsessively with the terminal of a desktop computer whose screen
keeps flashing out the same green numerals—-"39....39....39...."--over and over
again. For a second her face turns towerd me and I am horrified to see that she
has somehow contrived to force a hamburger--whole--into her mouth and is holding



d slaking.
H th§r:;cg?1.sBut bgfore I car manage to duck away or draw back out of sight,
she seems to become aware of me ogling her. Doing it with the greatest possi?ie
enjoyment and deliberation——ard vithout ever losing a grip on the hambu;ge:o
her jaws--she grins maliciously from the corner of her eyes, and proceeds

give me a long, slow wink.
A wink?

Flabbergasted I feel myself gripped by the worst embarrassment that can
befall & man in a state of delirium, Being given "the wink" by one of his own
hallucinations.

And--and nothing. .

Next instant the scene "clicks off" and is gore and I am left alone again the
dark wity nothing but the hated voices yammering in my brain,

"....I composed a memo to my senior management erd Dewey Dell said, she's
in the box how could she have got out through the decisions to be mede—"

Hours--years--centuries seem to pass in this menrer before I feel my senses
return, blink my eyes, find myself stretched out flat on my back on the kitchen
floor, Clarke, his face pale with strain and wo'ry, yet grinning from ear to
ear in unmistakable triumph, is bending over me. Fe has evicently just finished
removing the ear-phones from my head. The pliars, I rezlize, are still gripped
convulsively in my hand. Only ncw they feel wet, sticky.

I can not immediately bring myself to speak. For ore thirg, I am still too
dazed; for another, my mouth is totally pain-wracked, and as full of blood as a
lerge round teacup., Clarke saves me the trouble by bursting out at once in
excited congratulations. )

"By God, Ackerman," he crows, "what did I tell you? I said you could do it,
ard you did! L-ok there—" e wargles the earphones exuberantly, the gesture
encompassing the twenty or so bloody teeth that lie scattered around me on the
floor. "By God, you did it, boy! You pulled every tooth in your head!"

(for Any Salyer)
d s Al Ackerman
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John M. Bennett & Jake Berry

ACK HACKS BENNETT'S POEMS

These are some really excellent poems these from 12.14.89 and 11.22.89.
LOFTS and TEATRO DEL MUNDO my special favorites here. Inspired me to
construct a new poetry machine, then I went through your poems with it
and said OK I'll use TOWARD LIGHT to draw words for line one of my
hack from, I'll use SMUDGED TOKEN to draw words for line two of my
hack from, 1'l1l use FLAYER for line three, I1'l1l use TEATRO DEL MUNDO
for line four, and LOFTS for line five, and then I doubled back and
used SMUDGED TOKEN for lines seven and ten, and so on, til I had
assigned each of the eleven lines of my poetry machine to one of your
poems. Then I started pulling words and in a couple of places phrases
out of your poem and plugging them in, going real fast so as to trust
to chance and this is what emerged:

MORE BURGEONING TEAT MADNESS

there 1s a bent wheel

the jammed and smuggled spiel

whose spin of thought's made rage but loss
another bent wheel

the coughed and buttered speech

where rage but loss change spin of thoughts
we may not twist cant or steam time, who
having sand and chance flapped in our silks
nothing we can bag

will guzzle the smeared tooth

that we littered, and squeezed, with milk

Great to have MILK. I was struck by how the title echoes last word of my
previous hack; so I used same method to hack the poems in MILK:

THINK OF BIG THICK LIPS

think of big thick lips

when he swallows suction's buds leaking from the swift glass
(though walls may be the sodden pages)

how the thighs of chance spray themselves

violent as a drink from the canker

on every flag and every looper

and chew them into the roof's dark pants

think of big thick lips

as turning an udder on end he severs his dumpster

loses his bulldozer and his belt in funneling

what mothers, lighthouses, armpits and heavens are after



Hm, these seem especially strong batch; "your hatchery pout" alone is

a great poem in itself....I received this hand-carved stamp of Clarke A.
Sany's face from Any today, along with your poems, so decided to combine
them into a hack. My method was to first turn your poem upside down
then with the sequence of

XXXXX XXXXX XXXXX XXXXX
XXXXX XXXXX XXXXX

go through using my pencil to "XXXXX" out words til I had a checker-
board effect. The poem I did this to was THE FINGERS FILTER. Then I
took the Sany-on-stamp, inked it pink and went through the other poems
slamming the stamp down, each one once. Then I took my checker-board
and very quickly filled in the "XXXXX"'s with words from the other poems
that the stamp had colored pink (keeping all turned upside down til the
end to enhance the random quality). Goes:

HEAD NAILS

head nails combed with my hat hill plumb

thawed red the red cage work like dung clerk

sundered up killed surged through my chair

day's receipts croaked of a dam where dogs

lumped that the sun bullets splopped the stitch meat
coat where head with suds and lice depart

below cage sails hips their choice with hampered frantic
duds fake facial his bitch's spittle was leveled

htters, locks
por g red, no
club door tHE i SEFBE { ditches'
bones in potRygs. By c throat. But
g Pend the seller
4 e sticks and a
E<@% meat bed rock?
®slumping, what

clittered bang

1 was just rereading 5-6 of your poems (let's see: CAWS AND, VISION,
HONKING, SEXUAL COMMERCE, FAKE BLOCK, FLIGHT LIE.) And at the same time
I was also toying with these seedy red grapes that were in a bowl on the
table. Got to lofting the seeds between my teeth, so that gave me idea
for good random selection: and after I had constructed a quick "poetry-
machine" 1 used each one of your aforementioned poems to find words for
each of the six lines in my machine by dent of spitting grape seeds and
lo! where they landed on your poems I took the words that got hit and fit
best into my structure. It worked out pretty good; (I would say I only
had to resort to actual cheating 2-3 times in all):

DIVINE RECIPROCATION

Yes blank-haired I bite your thigh and would be balked dank
But am flooded in your tightening:

Yank me, pander or flap that brim again,

Send me to sleep, decompress me, for I,

Except you gash me, never shall jitter,

Nor appall a goat, except on expanding.

P.S. How the goat got in there is a mystery to me. Another instance
of "divine reciprocation" I guess.

Al Ackerman
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L'ECOLE DE MONTREAL INCIDENT
SELF-DESTROYED

Shaunt Basmajian

WHAT'S THE SCORE

Camouflage for the croquet match,
it's the only way to save old cheese,

Shaunt Basmajian says the old man waving his prick impotently.
But the kangaroos turn their valves: mayonnaise,
deep blue mayonnaise lurches out in phlegmatic ways;
responses to polls regarding some sexual activity
that took place randomly in last year's bowling alley.
The sky begins to grow tomatoes and women weep a bit.

ROLE REVERSAL )
Paul Weinman

Uncle Spam, Alexander the Big, Pauline Bunyan (axtress),
Dad D, She-man, other brother, A. Lincoln, B. Lincoln,
Lincoln, Nebraska, Lick Jagga, Amerikan homo-ners, a man
who scaled the seas, Jesse Hems, Roller Debbie, JeZeus
Christ, Pastor Preech, the Bad Lord, the Democraps, the
Repubicans, Mark Twang, the Sculpture of Liberties, the

The grasshopper was working hard all summer. Flying about, shimmering in
the sun, eyes bugging out, spitting juice, and croaking, croaking, croaking.
g S ' : 3 s You say, "What do you mean? That's not work--that's playing." No. It's
gods of the gods all in Geroano s Pontiac, going down work. Because without it, the grasshopper dies, andwith it, the grass-

the magic-wand factory, on a 2's day, to drink at the hopper lives, from generation to generation, summer to summer, for thousands
Fountain of Use with charity blossoms... of years. Like an energy, crawling, writhing and burning there, focused by
I child you not. the_w1nd and the planet and the sun and by time itself. If you see what I'm
saying, heh, heh, heh.

kM
HBx Lee Markosian
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These pages are blood relics from a world of blan

my own 1invention. Antiquities and shards of sander

pointless evidence. At first 1 said: you've

got to do some planning, prepare blueprints,

get this thing ready, be a pro; but then:

fuck it - that's not it - 1t's all right here -
hallucinations, episodes of parasemanticism,
suffering intangibles. Planning won't get that -
it would be a production - a lie. And so, on

the seventh day he rested and the whole thing
took form.

His greatest desire was to set up operations
in another syndicate of thought. Some place
where the paramecia didn't bloom so loudly,
where clothes were excreted as feces, not
fashion. But his lungs heaved monstrous phlegm
insurrections upon his demands, keeping him
waterlogged and local.

Jake Berry

runtic

: B RS

gesentia

D N uANG

Jake Berry

Splayed garages

whirligigs of power

peanuts with broken dressers

studs of length

immolation crash site, finished with

Jack Wright



HOW I MISS THAT MCAT

What the splice spelt, eyes 1in a cube,

over never again, bricks slammed cracking
splintered sherds, the splints shattered.

I knew it'd turn out this way I didn't.

What the slice felt like, nude, slower and
slower to my fevered shame, oh I kicked that
hand, slapped that linty nerd - he was
lentils scattered - so few days

to burn... spattered with liver

MOLDY SOUP

Those dusty hands slumped flat faced down in that
tomb, like roots dried in an urn, aah but that's
just what you lately did, crowds churning streets,
lifting a fingery sign. Jade and gold pretend a
throne I'm on, like a frame of mold and oil. Crusts
sag in the dumps, racist clowns straddle doom,

boots piled for a burn. So, uh, must you fake

loud yearnings? I speak pissing, linger and whine,
my head's thrown in a game of soldout spoils... 1
should pry up that lid... put my face in the boil

GAGGING

Forecut, like the cheese of your face

parts, knives of work and a part-time

wind, like I'm eating my mask from behind.
Mushy suits swirl at my feet in an office I
hunker in, like no-one flames in a room

of flame. My gruel is shame like a bunk of
lice, sheets curled with soot. Crushed in a
nagging mind my task still creeps, thin

like a line in my heart. Shirking's my life?
Hah! Those farts at my knees lurk...

LA RAZA COSMICA

They don't flay even, don't... wiggle
under the skin... granting cool leeches
tracts, where "development" lays like a
claw of smoke, it doesn't scratch even!
(Before the Entry, immigrants collide,

grow hard at the center) I choke every

day now, er, hope... go farther panting,
loose myself in my speeches' facts... but
no spare slope's left, and the law's broke.
It doesn't match even. Yeah I deplore those
"heavenly" grins, those snide boats of lard.
(But what grows' not clay, no cage even)

John M. Bennett

SEABIRDS

A laser lurks in me like a lanyard

yanked to my neck, a blast that's lasting
still, even when I gaze at a windless lake.
My cups fray, my tooth chips' sharp, my voice
through my chest worms, late jerks cloud
my pants. Crossing the deck thischill eve,
boomerang at apex after forty-odd

I churn to swaying E-flat, entrails
snagged in scuppers dry and webbed.

1 see houselights as/as stars

as/as improbable men with feet aflame

in constellation. Seabirds

hanging wings over rail to dry

head below for medication, ask me in.

John M. Bennett & Musicmaster

He'd snap us, smiling back smiling us snap he'd,

then let it whrrr out of cartridge of out whrrr it
let then peel back sheet, let us watch it develop it
watch us let, sheet back peel in accelerating minute,
a time stunt time a minute, accelerating in as blurs
surfaced from murky depths of depths murky from
surfaced blurs as seconds ago, as unreal now as
Ftruscan as now, unreal as ago seconds, picnic on
eon-thin urn-thin eon on picnic

Musicmaster & John M. Bennett

SUMMARY CHILDREN

Sucking the sweet flesh of abuse,

The corrosive heat of brisk bodies churning
And the summer sun of trite plush silicon lips
Summary children

Hang
From their mothers' naked breasts
Melted lumps of glassy beads

Tisha Tobias (previously published in The Wire)



the rain 1s falling on the turtles, and we smile because
we eat eggs. even the maps sodden inside our clothes
"]like warm wet hands". even the hands that held the

rife were warm. ike looked up to the tv screen. tina

was at the grammys. ike "warmed" the bullets. steam
settled on the windows like a mirror, like our fingers
spoons we blew upon. if only we had read the book,

but the "blood" rugged the floor like a melted chair.
the air of the chair was at our throats. the floor

like a melted blood chair. this was our house and

we needed to get to the grammys.

Daniel f. Bradley & John M. Bennett

OR MAYBE

only the canned cringe was out of stock - faking the
plane pain ticket - fixing one, two the third eye

- four drops to five - what ching the new heart slip
dimes in/out - go to the prase book forth lists nothings
- ask no ash fault spitting juglar balls - pissing

twice as thick - i'd like to poop in the red clay

mud - fraud is good soap - helping you to coke

Daniel f. Bradley & John M. Bennett

VACATION SNIFFING
LOST LOVE

He leaves a bike unavailable

Autopsy shows a "Petticoat Junction"

It's almost unbelieveable

Townhouse acid per hour

Byron Smith

Bob Grumman

Like a horse sliding down the steps I

tore my fender like a melon
like a tire I filled with dirt
slashed and slippery I turned out

toward the window, my hands thick with vaseline
my valves slick and whispering, is that a valve throne or

thrown fog rusting inside the walls

broken a part dashed on iron a board a horse
a lesser pocket knotted from my fist's force

John M. Bennett & Luigi-Bob Drake

One melt still vanillaed narrowly
down the bricked sigh she

had undressed to but Poem couldn't
remember her trample dim

enough to see it.

ARF, ARF

Thisbee, I see you through the keyhole.
Why you have forsook the ladle

for applause. Come out and swoon to me.
The little spiders nesting in your hair

mean more to me than silk.

Yet you stand back against the wall,
waiting for rainstorm or meteor

to stain your blue pinafore. Thisbee,

I see your hairy crotch through the keyhole.

Michael West



DEATH NEWS ITEM

tall, sinewy, mid-twenties, black
shoulder-length hair tied up in a fishnet

she became a death news item--pg. 15 veiled

the truth did not explain the wafer

sewn to her tongue, undissolved by the water
she was found tied to the anchor under the boat

RESURRECTION was the name of the boat
her bathing suit black
she always loved water

snagged shells in a fishnet
ate caviar on wafer
only wore hats that were veiled

as the fog veiled

- the shoreline & boat
seemed to hang like a thin off-white wafer
breaking the black

water & sky torn like a hole in a fishnet
trap in imagination or water

unlike clear morning water

her past was veiled

caught men like a fishnet
beneath virgin red row boat
like blood that turns black
staining linen or church wafer

but it's only a symbol--the wafer

the water

the black

habits of nuns & brides veiled

newspaper clippings hold water as much as a boat
or fishnet

maybe she saw her soul was a fishnet
her breath thin & real as a wafer
before the blood-anchored boat
scathed her head under water

left dark eyes algae-veiled

until the moon turned black

pictures of the boat, description of the water
& hair in a fishnet (no comment on the wafer)
statistics on pg. 15 veiled her breath & death to printed black

Star Bowers

ANOTHER JOHN WAYNE FAN CLUB MEMBER

squiggle your fig in a bowl of ink

then throw yourself against the wall

to write the history of the race the one

you cannot win it's run against the clock

of whatever jones or atavi it is that makes

a grown child want to start shooting up

using that milky stuff from the bottom of a lawyer's reticule
shooting himself up repeatedly with that

in a game room with combed blond walls and flags
where the rubber tie-off that his arm subsumes

from overuse gets lost up inside him for years
becoming salt-covered and fossilized as chrysolite
til in the end it comes down out of his body cavity
in the shape of a swell plantain that's ready

to go to the show by itself

Al Ackerman

INVOCATION

Give us the versebone white inner brown coat.
Eyesoap yew lie kit, fare zone Li Po plagal,

fare pour uterine joy. Donor Troy goy Bion did
Becaud owl cheat to salve truce kill ma B.A.

Weary yawl savanna hide Behan, wan her nether kind.
Castle. Remake alabaster facing du mat are pin,
remake a bigatory wipe poil Gervaise bovina.

Corbled Pasteur, crew yet weams littoral qui

clock-toe signal moany moany moany moany moany.

flai ling Michael West
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BEAUTIFUL AND HANDSOME

essentially everything in this office is dead

except your mouth
as one of those 27-year-old women who have chosen to have

braces put on your teeth
you are beautiful to me

and I love your wires
I especially love the way your smile looks after you've had

kidney-beans for lunch
lately it has been preying on my mind a lot to ask you to

bite all my hair off

because don't you think a baldheaded man's ears look
handsomest of all

beating against his skull

like two giant wasps trying to enter a marmelade jar?

"Swarthy'" Turk Sellers

THE IRONY
OF ART

and dingy blood-buying

U'D SAY OUR
SY ¥ M HAS
INFECT! 8y
RGOSR

« g

Vampire

White bones by
less than a photograph
the thought of graves

the graves
above sentiment

S. Gustav Hagglund

““SLOW DEATH THREATENS MAN IN THE
THIN AIR OF 19,000 FEET"

Blue venous blood
Bishop labors around a slope
Hemoglobin
Thinness of Oxygen
More Hemoglobin

—

WO
Li“ “ WE BUILD A SCHOOL FOR SHERPA CHILDREN"
Indian firm donates building
] . Learning their ABC's
. = pupils await a school
» Bell-mouth flageolets

Propped by planks

’ Lama band salutes new school
~ Seesaws delight old and young
.. ] ;
\¢ >
SENSITIVE ..NO!
-¢

ey xos! You canTRY ths AT Hone |

® GET A 30 YEAR OLD 155VE. OF THE NATIONAL GEOERAPHC

@ rour ME PARAGRAPH HEADERS THAT ARE v POLD TYPE

(3 PASTE. TOGETHER TO FORM WEIRD AND INSIGHTFUL.
TOETRY THAT WILL AMAZE. YoU AND YOUR FRIENDS"

71‘5 A TECHNIQUE TWAT 'S

RECOMENDED BY SUCH - N

WA BORROUHS AND THAT KIND OF

A 10T oF OTHER_Guys Too! TRASH MY SELF
| SURE_ DOC... SURE]
John Adams



