This eld typewriter/ﬁhat I

knew
by Bebby Geerge peulette

New sexe folks think I'm a deep thimker but
thats' met really all eof it. Whea I sit im fremt of
ny typerwiter it takes ever my mind thru my hands.
They just type wheatver cemes thru the machine. alet
depends on the whether tee. If its rainin sexme things
can't git thru as well as whia is sumny. An when its
snewnig eut seme real humdingers of idecazshew up. I
thik that's becuz each saewlfake ceatains semethiga
that stimlutats the rbain cells by weigh of my
faigernails. Maybe its tha New Werd Oder iryia te
spread its mesaage thruegh me. My deep thinkin is a
gift, way I see it, If I dind't tell felks whut thay
need to know the sky weuld fall and them whut wueld
happen.

An anether thing. Crep cercles. Everyene thet
they was made by space aliems., Then syentists said
they was made by farmers eut fer seme fun. They wasat
real alienm cercles. Well I had it frem Jimmy Den
lives at the next farm ever well 2 farms ever really
since old Man Smedbledet died & left his farm te his
sister's bey...anyhew Jimmy Dex said he an his freads
went out late eme night te make theyr ewa crep
cercels, They were in a empty filed enlye it wuzat
empty. It wuz fulla littel aliems makim crep cercles.
How did he kmew they wuz aliems? Becuz whem he yelled
at them te step, they pretneded they didn't
understand and ram and hid. that's hew I knew.



