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 c
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T rue story. S
em

i-travel (or lack 
thereof)-R

elated

T
he 10th of O

ctober w
as a landm

ark evening for m
e and

I didn ’t even know
 it. H

istorically, this is a day on w
hich

C
olum

bus set sail for us or landed upon us or I can't
rem

em
ber w

hich since things are so im
m

ediate these
days and there’s no difference betw

een leaving and arriv-
ing 

anym
ore, 

w
hereas 

it 
used 

to 
be 

the 
difference

betw
een tw

o m
onths, som

e lonely Isabella fantasies and
a nasty bout of scurvy. Finding w

hat you w
anted took

m
ore effort. B

ut I digress. O
n the evening of O

ctober
10th I got dressed up, hailed a cab to the E

ast V
illage

and gave the driver the w
rong directions. I don’t know

w
hy I did it. I had the right directions. Sudden onset

dyslexia? B
ad letter karm

a for program
m

ing dirty w
ords

into m
y Speak and Spell as a child? T

he inside of m
y

palm
 is norm

ally such a reliable scribbling tablet.

I w
ound up 4 blocks and a strip of park aw

ay from
 m

y
destination, totally disoriented, and had to com

m
it a rude

act: I asked a bouncer how
 to get to the other bar w

here I
w

as to m
eet friends. M

y guilt upon com
m

itting this
nightlife sin w

as im
m

ediately assuaged by tw
o things: 1)

B
ouncers don’t give a fuck either w

ay and 2) a tall dark
and handsom

e stranger standing next to said bouncer
said, “H

ey, I’m
 looking for the sam

e place.” “G
reat,” the

bouncer said, “you can find it together.” T
his w

as rem
ark-

ably jovial and lacking any sarcasm
 and I realized I could

never be a bouncer because if I w
as, I can assure you that

w
ould have been a direct “fuck off.” So I set off w

ith m
y

new
 friend. N

am
e: N

ick. Lives in: San Francisco. W
eight:

I don’t “do” boy w
eight. W

e chatted, found the bar togeth-
er, shook hands to congratulate ourselves on the end of
our directional idiocy and that w

as that. 

Flash forw
ard. T

hree w
eeks later m

y photo w
inds up on

the party pages of a gossip m
edia site. I am

 sm
iling and

w
ith a reporter I just m

et, frozen because it’s a photo-
graph y et som

eho w
 the m

otion of being dr unk is clearly
conveyed. A

 few
 days after that I get an e-m

ail from
 the

reporter w
ith a note from

 a college pal of his. Som
ething

to the effect of, “H
ey, reporter m

an, thanks for letting
m

e stay w
ith you w

hile I w
as in tow

n the other w
eek.

You’re 
never 

going 
to 

believe 
it, 

but 
that 

beautiful
w

om
an w

ith y ou in the photo I m
et on the street and she

w
alked m

e to the right bar on C
olum

bus day.”

Like any sane person, I spontaneously decide this m
an is

m
y betrothed.  I show

 the e-m
ail to an office m

ate, w
ho

encourages m
e to G

oogle him
. H

e says, “T
his is beyond

‘sm
all w

orld.’ ” Please note I say this not as a third-party
scapegoat lie for m

y ow
n lunacy. T

he office m
ate is real

and I can assur e y ou ther e w
as m

uch encouragem
ent

befor e I turned to the W
eb. A

pparently the m
an does live

in SF. . . . and Italy and is about three steps aw
ay from

being an O
lym

pic w
ater polo cham

pion. A
nd he called

m
e beautiful. A

nd he ’ s not a liar . F uck-a-duck. So if I
w

er e m
aking this all up, I guess I w

ould say that I then
w

ent to Florence and w
andered the streets (lost but bear-

ing lip gloss and other beauty item
s) and I ran into him

outside the U
ffizi and it w

as all too m
uch of a coinci-

dence to ignor e. A
nd no w

 w
e have private jokes and a

dog. B
ut I didn’t do that. N

or do I have any intention of
doing that. B

ecause it’s quite forw
ard and bizarrely old-

fashioned, isn’t it? To stalk som
eone or som

ething you
barely have a sense of half-w

ay across the globe in the
nam

e of disco very? I think I’ll w
ait here instead.  

B
ut in the m

eantim
e, if you’re com

ing dow
n w

ith scurvy,
com

e sit by m
e. —

SC

H
am

burg to Stockholm

“Sm
ell m

y hands,” said the Sw
edish skipper. I had joined

him
 on a train in H

am
burg, and w

e w
ere headed to

Stockholm
, he hom

e for the C
hristm

as holidays, and m
e

to join a friend at her study abr oad program
. I had left

m
y ow

n program
 in E

ngland tw
o w

eeks before, and had
been brutally drinking and sm

oking m
y w

ay through
m

ost of W
estern E

urope.

“N
o m

atter w
hat I do, I scrub and scrub, they sm

ell like
fish,” he said. W

hile w
orking his w

ay through a case of
duty-free rum

 he had purchased before he landed in
Paris, he regaled m

e w
ith tales of the high seas, m

ost of
w

hich ended w
ith him

 sleeping w
ith an island girl from

his hom
e base of Trinidad. “O

h those island girls,” he
said, “so tight.” H

e squeezed his hands together.

T
he trip from

 H
am

burg to Stockholm
 w

as long, hours
and hours of stories and cigarettes and rum

, all told by
this m

assive m
an, his blond hair sprouting from

 his head
like a ripening stalk of w

heat. H
e appeared to spare no

details, and yet I w
ondered w

hat m
ore I w

ould have
heard w

ere I a m
an. 

Eventually he asked m
e if I had a boyfriend. I did. “D

oes
he satisfy you sexually?” he said. It w

as a strange question
at the tim

e. I w
as 20, and didn’t know

 enough about
w

hat I liked yet to be able to answ
er him

 w
ith authority,

but m
y survival instincts suggested I tell him

 I w
as doing

just fine, thank you very m
uch.

“T
he girl before you, the one w

ho got on in Paris, she had
a boyfriend too. O

nly he didn’t satisfy her needs. T
hat’s

w
hy she cam

e to m
e!” H

e beat his hands on his chest. “I
took her, you know

. I took her from
 Paris to H

am
burg, all

the w
ay, from

 behind. T
he conductor w

alked in to ask us
for our passports and he just closed the door and w

alked
aw

ay. H
er juices w

ere dripping all over m
e, all over m

y
hands. I can still sm

ell them
.” H

e shoved his hands at m
e.

“Sm
ell m

y hands! Sm
ell the pussy!”

I declined, of course. 

A
fter that he w

as a perfect gentlem
an—

he even helped m
e

carr y m
y luggage off the train and find the right com

m
uter

transfer—
the last of his drunken pornographic shit-talking

expelled from
 inside of him

, like a sorority girl puking up
grain alcohol punch at 5 a.m

. so that she can finally lay her
head on the cool ceram

ic tile of the bathroom
 floor. H

e
w

as possessed for a few
 hours though, bew

itched by cheap
bor der r um

 and illicit train sex, bilingual girls w
ho say ,

“O
ui,” and a lingering sm

ell you can never w
ash off, no

m
atter how

 m
uch you scrub your hands. —

JA

C
o

m
m

e
n

ts, 
C

o
n

trib
u

tio
n

s, e
tc.

e-m
ail: in

fo@
theotherpage.com
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Three-and-In

I 
spent 

half 
of 

m
y 

eighth-grade 
year 

in
London. D

ad w
as on sabbatical doing kidney

laser stuff . O
ne tim

e I played “three-and-in”
soccer 

at 
a 

par k 
w

ith 
m

y 
bros 

and 
tw

o
Z

am
bians that lived in our apartm

ent build-
ing. Som

e other E
nglish guys joined later. 

I took off m
y Sw

atch and put it by the goal-
post. O

ne E
nglish kid deliberately sat out a

gam
e and then took m

y w
atch. W

hen I found
out, I chased him

 ar ound the field in m
y

orange J am
s. H

e w
as w

earing gray utilitarian
trousers. 

Predictably, a fight broke out and m
y brothers

jum
ped in. T

he w
hole park of E

nglish kids
cam

e after us. 

W
e w

ere now
 running out of the park w

ith
the tw

o Z
am

bians—
C

handa and C
helazi—

m
y reacquired Sw

atch and (no lie) 20–25

lim
eys hot on our tail. W

e ran in our apart-
m

ent 
building. 

M
y 

brothers, 
C

handa 
and

C
helazi, and I ate M

ars bars and talked about
ho w

 aw
esom

e w
e w

ere. 

A
 w

eek later I gave one of the kids w
ho chased

us a deliberate elbow
 in another gam

e of
three-and-in. H

e cried and I said I w
as faster

than C
arl Le w

is. —
G

H

[N
o

Title]

G
row

ing up, our standard fam
ily getaw

ays gen-
erally featured car w

indow
 blurs of W

isconsin
corn fields thick-packed like blond hair brush
bristles and Fleetw

ood M
ac on auto-reverse until

w
e reached a H

oliday Inn w
ith a pool. 

T
he requirem

ents for these trips w
ere as follow

s:
bathing suit, pillow

 for the car, a m
otley assort-

m
ent of T-shirts w

ith logos and m
ascots, three

striped tube socks, and potholed jeans.

A
ll this changed in 1979, w

hen m
y parents

planned a continental E
urope trip for our

fiv e-piece fam
ily . T

his tim
e, m

y m
om

, check-
list in hand, instructed us to dig into the
depths of our closets tow

ard sector usually
reserved “For C

hurch and D
ress-up O

nly.” A
s

I w
as four at the tim

e, m
y m

om
 packed m

y
P an A

m
 suitcase for m

e. A
s I w

as a card-car-
rying tom

boy w
ho for tw

o years w
ore nothing

other than a U
niversity of M

ichigan football
jersey and tatter ed L

evi ’ s, this pr oved particu-
larly pr oblem

atic. M
ornings in far-aw

ay hotel
room

s 
routinely 

kicked 
off 

w
ith 

fruitless
searches for m

y ow
n clothes as m

y m
other

pulled 
out 

a 
spate 

of 
suspicious 

looking
ensem

bles 
“from

 
C

ousin 
L

aura!” 
or 

“that
G

randm
a bought you!” In m

y m
ind they w

ere
strange “girly” get-ups that m

ade m
e appear

like 
a 

child 
in 

w
itness 

protection. 
H

olly
H

obb y 
pants, 

a 
sw

eatshirt 
w

ith 
m

y 
nam

e
em

br oidered in flow
ery cursive, and a fam

ily
friend’s 

too-w
hite-clean 

Topsiders 
w

ere 
all

unfurled to equally bew
ildered receptions.

M
eanw

hile, m
y brother and sister appeared over-

seas as bizarre paper dolls of them
selves: Super

B
ow

l jerseys and B
ee G

ees tees sw
itched out for

penny loafers and trench coat for him
 and Laura

A
shley nightgow

n looking dresses for her. T
he

subsequent slide show
s from

 these trips trigger
double takes as the three of us look like w

ell-
heeled, clean-cut children that bathe, behave,
and m

aybe even go to church.

O
ur m

ode of transportation also experienced a
costum

e change. Since I w
as born, m

y parents’
blue B

arracuda w
as the fam

ily autom
otive m

ode
of to and fro. In Europe, how

ever, w
e w

alked.
A

nd w
e w

alked everyw
here, for m

iles upon cob-
bles-toned m

iles. In street snapshots from
 these

trips, I am
 usually pictured on foot at the start of

the day, w
hile four to five blocks later I appear on

alternating piggybacks, strapping m
yself like a

saddle to m
y patient brother or sister.

D
ay after holiday, our schedules hoofed through a

detailed 
list 

of 
to-dos. 

D
estination: 

M
useum

,
Lunch at Scenic Square w

ith Pigeons, A
fternoon

Stroll through B
otanic G

arden, D
inner w

ith D
ad’s

B
usiness F riend. W

e w
ould nev er experience such

str uctur e and expectation from
 M

idw
estern M

om
and D

ad. In C
hicago, m

y m
other and father w

ere
the 

M
ontesorri 

School 
of 

parents, 
accidental

adherents 
of 

the 
D

igital 
U

nderground’s 
“D

o
W

hatcha Like” philosophy. W
e w

ent to hippy,
com

m
unal learning school. O

n a given Saturday,
m

y brother and I could be found building H
ot

W
heels courses over kitchen pan ponds, w

hile m
y

m
om

 and dad dealt w
ith the gar den, and m

y sis -
ter r ead another tale of K

ing A
rthur.

D
uring trips, this com

fortable im
prov routine

fell by the w
ayside. W

hen traveling, w
e adhered

to an inflexible cultural agenda, taking in m
yriad

m
ust-sees at a frenetic pace. (I rem

em
ber fondly

the day m
y sister K

ristin threw
-up outside a

“highly r ecom
m

ended ” br eakfast spot, granting

m
y brother and m

e one day of holiday hooky.) 

For m
y parents, traveling w

as an opportunity to
shuck off the disheveled day-to-day R

ydholm
routine and strive tow

ard a m
issing sense of put-

togetherness. T
he trip w

as a chance to slide into
another fam

ily’s shoes—
to play the part of the

fam
ily that could stroll the streets of Paris w

ith-
out petitioning for a pit stop at Shakey’s Pizza.
T

he R
ydholm

s: Travel V
ersion, w

ere organized,
cultured, synchronized, and stream

lined—
best-

dressed feet constantly m
oving forw

ard. 

For m
e, the trip underlined m

y appreciation for
the fact that w

e w
ere ordinarily not that fam

ily.
W

e w
ere not the children of our next door

neighbors, w
hose father w

hipped the w
indow

shade up at 7 a.m
. on Saturdays accusing his

children and any errant seven-year-old sleepers-
o ver of “burning daylight.” 

W
e w

ere the fam
ily w

hose daughter w
ore “Irish

I H
ad a Schlitz ” pins and gr een striped S noopy

tube socks. 

It's easy to speculate w
hy m

y parents w
ere for-

m
al abroad and so folksy at hom

e, but it's dif-
ficult to know

 for sure. T
his m

uch is true: W
e

returned w
earier and w

ith greater affection for
deep dish pizza than buttery crepes. Still, there
are 

spiritual 
stam

ps 
from

 
that 

international
sojourn. I don ’ t plan for a w

eekend fr om
 the

city w
ithout looking deep into m

y closet for
church and dress-up clothes—

“just in case.”
M

ostly I carry the m
averick spirit of m

y fam
ily

(R
ydholm

: C
hicago V

ersion) and aim
 for a

plain-ole getaw
ay—

one w
ith a H

oliday I nn
w

ith a pool. A
nd I still know

 of nothing better
than 

the 
first 

notes 
of 

Fleetw
ood 

M
ac

“R
um

ours ” en v o yage.—
JR
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Volksw
agen Bug C

am
per

Please D
on’t Blam

e It on the D
rugs

Filed under N
ovelties

O
ur story of the V

W
 B

eetle m
otorhom

e unfolds during the bicentennial year of the U
nited States

of A
m

erica, or 1976. I n a tow
n outside E

scondido, C
A

, there lived a guy nam
ed G

ary, w
hose royal-

blue leisur e suit exuded som
ething people of the day called “m

achism
o.” 

D
espite his cheery exterior, and no m

atter how
 m

uch prim
o South V

alley crank he shot into his
arm

, G
ary w

as unhappy. Finally, after an unsettling incident involving the fam
ily vacuum

 cleaner,
an underaged Fotom

at clerk, and a w
aterm

elon filled w
ith grain alcohol, G

ary’s parents kicked him
out of his childhood hom

e. G
ary w

as crestfallen—
it being less than a w

eek before his 38th birth-
day. W

ith now
here to turn, G

ary phoned his lady, Janet. Janet lived in a tiny m
otorhom

e she built
out of a V

W
 bug and som

e spare parts she purloined from
 a traveling fondue-pot salesm

an during
a gam

e of full-contact strip blackjack late in 1975. 

“C
an I live w

ith you in your tiny V
W

 m
otorhom

e?” G
ary asked Janet. “A

nd I see you’re w
earing

the suit I bought you. It looks boss!”

“O
nly if you rem

em
ber to w

ash out the sink w
hen you’re done shaving your back,” Janet said.

“D
one and done,” G

ary said. “N
ow

, how
 do I light the gas stove?”

A
nd that w

as how
 G

ary transcended a life of discontent
to becom

e one happy cam
per, in the afterlife.

[N
ote: T

he above is a fictionalization. To build the V
W

 bug m
otorhom

e, you m
ust 

purloin the plans.] —
M

S

The M
isadventures of Andrew

K
rucoff (or, 'H

ow
 Andy G

ot H
is

G
roove Back')

January 
17, 

2002: 
reader’s 

digestive 
system

;
m

ojitas w
ith m

oses; quito or bust

I left m
y heart in Santiago . . . w

ell, not real-
ly, m

ore like m
y intestines. I said I w

ouldn’t
give details, but the K

rucoff genetic-stam
ped

stom
ach has an ego all its ow

n. It dem
ands to

be heard, unfortunately.

L
ike the A

rgentine neighbors, m
y body has

star ted to r ev olt. D
ue to a fearful leader and

delicately w
eak constitution, the w

hole system
(nervous and digestive) is in danger of col-
lapsing. In light of these recent events the
entire 

m
edicine 

cabinet 
has 

resigned. 
C

he
G

uevara m
ight have rode a m

otorcycle into
South A

m
erican history but I’m

 attem
pting to

on a toilet.

C
hile is an am

azing place to visit but the sad
truth is the food sucks. Sure, they like to
boast about their w

orld-class seafood, w
hich I

adm
it is good, but, like anyw

here, y ou have
to be m

indful of the hook, line, and stinker.
I’ ll ev en give props to the m

ajority of their
fruits and vegetables. I’ll go as far to say that
the av ocados and grapes ar e som

e of the best
I’ve ever had, but alm

ost everything else has
m

e begging for a bag of airline peanuts.

B
eef 

and 
chicken 

lovers 
are 

better 
off 

in
A

rgentina and Peru respectively. T
he “Pan”-

A
m

erican com
plaint agreed by m

ost travelers
seem

s to be that C
hilean bread is crap. Sounds

picky but this is disheartening for som
eone

w
ho just w

ants to giv e the body som
ething to

soak up . I can’t express how
 m

uch I m
iss

R
osario’s pizza, M

am
a’s Food Shop, or even

the sm
ell of G

rellan’s 2-hour chicken-cooking
m

arathons on the Forem
an grill.

To 
m

ake 
m

atters 
w

orse 
(I’ve 

been 
in 

this
country close to 3 w

eeks now
 and I still can’t

believ e this) y ou ar en ’ t allo w
ed to flush toilet

paper . P ipe issues or som
ething. You’d think

w
ith such a plum

bing restriction they’d have
an alternativ e no-fuss disposal system

. P erhaps
som

ething resem
bling a garbage shoot? N

ope,

it’ s all-m
uss. T

hat little trash can in the corner
is the extent of it. If you’re lucky it has a lid.
I t ’s a process I’ll never be com

fortable w
ith,

and w
hen even m

y Spanish intructor tells m
e

“no contr oles esfinter” y ou kno w
 I’ v e spent

m
ore than m

y share of tim
e in bathroom

s. I
heard rum

ors of public restroom
s that m

ake
you PAY

for toilet paper but fortunately I have
not encountered this firsthand.

A
nyw

ay, w
hile even the A

ussie expresses sym
-

pathy for m
y “bum

 deal” this hasn’t stopped
m

e 
from

 
covering 

as 
m

uch 
ground 

of 
the

countr y as possible. F or tunately , the school got
a huge influx of students this past M

onday so
there w

as finally a decent am
ount of people to

lunch, visit m
useum

s, and go to bars, parks,
and pools w

ith.

Q
uick m

useum
 story: W

e w
ent to one dedi-

cated to pre-C
olom

bian L
atin A

m
erican art.

C
ool stuff if y ou ’ r e into ceram

ics, m
etallurgy ,

etc., but m
y fav orite piece w

as about M
ayan

sham
ans and m

ushroom
s. It included this

helpful description: “S w
allo w

ing (them
) pr o -

duces hallucinations of little m
en w

ho resolve
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difficulties.” F orget the B
razilian bikini w

ax,
this sounds like the gr eatest thing ever.

A
nother cultural tidbit com

es from
 a fellow

 stu-
dent, Yair of Tel A

viv. H
e tells m

e about the
South A

m
erican “Israeli W

ave” that form
s every

year. T
housands 

of 
Israeli 

tw
enty-som

ethings
descend upon the continent every D

ecem
ber. It

starts in the southern tip w
ith Patagonia (and I

sw
ear I thought it w

as just a big tour group but
the bar on N

ew
 Year’s w

e w
ere at w

as packed w
ith

them
) and continues nor th for a couple m

onths
w

ith breaks in A
rgentina, Peru, B

olivia, etc., until
they all crash on Salvador, B

rasil, for C
arnaval.

T
his is good to hear cause I’ m

 unknow
ingly in

the sam
e m

igration pattern. K
inda like being led

to the holy land. M
ojitas w

ith M
oses.

So the next stop on m
y “C

rapping T
hrough

South A
m

erica Tour” is Q
uito, Ecuador. M

y
flight is tom

orrow
 (Sunday m

orning) but I’m
 not

ready to go. D
espite m

y ingestive invectives, I
w

ould like to spend m
ore tim

e in C
hile. O

f
course, I star t to feel really com

fortable w
ith a

place just w
hen it ’s tim

e to m
ove on. I can see how

som
e trav elers spend 3 m

onths in C
hile alone,

going from
 one end to the other. T

he friendly
people 

and 
geographical 

diversity 
are 

reason

enough to change their flag fr om
 one to five stars.

I just found out the “fam
ily” I’m

 staying w
ith in

Q
uito consists of a w

om
an and her 22-year-old

son. T
he bio sheet says she is “the ow

ner of the
pharm

acy.” T
his could be good. I’ll take som

e of
those 

reds, 
blues, 

and 
a 

couple 
of 

those
greens

...in gelcaps, please?

O
h, and the language school in Q

uito is called:
B

ipo &
 Toni’s A

cadem
ia de E

spanol. I fear that
after 

class 
they ’ll 

have 
m

e 
selling 

batteries,
lighters, fluorescent yo-yo’s, and rem

ote-control
toy cars out front. —

A
K

Elevator Facts in C
hart Form

The D
odgeball.com

 R
iddle Q

uiz C
ontest 

B
elow

 is a sentence w
ith errors that num

ber three. Send your
answ

ers to info@
theotherpage.com

 and w
in a copy of either "W

hat
W

e D
o N

ow
" (w

w
w

.m
elvillehous books.com

/w
w

dn.htm
l) or "A

Sim
ple H

eart" (w
w

w
.m

elvillehousebooks.com
/novella.htm

l).

“T
here is three things w

orng w
ith this sentence.”
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3
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b
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4
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1
. B

eg
in

 w
ith

 a 

sq
u

are p
iece o

f 

p
a
p

e
r.

2
. F

o
ld

 th
e sq

u
are 

alo
n

g
 a d

iag
o

n
al 

an
d

 th
en

 u
n

fo
ld

.

3
. F

o
ld

 th
e p

ap
er in

 as sh
o

w
n

 in
 th

e 

d
ia

g
ra

m
.

4
. F

lip
 o

v
er

5
. F

o
ld

 th
e p

ap
er 

b
etw

een
 th

e tw
o

 

co
rn

ers an
d

 

u
n

fo
ld

.

6
a
.

6
b

. 
7
. 

8
a. 

8
b

. 
9

a. 

6
. F

o
ld

 th
o

se co
rn

ers to
w

ard
 th

e 

cen
ter alo

n
g

 th
e crease y

o
u

 ju
st 

m
ad

e.

7
. F

lip
 o

v
er.

8
. F

o
ld

 th
e sid

es in
to

 th
e cen

ter, b
u

t 

d
o

n
't fo

ld
 th

e flap
s fro

m
 th

e b
o

tto
m

.

9
. F

o
ld

 in
 th

e 

p
o

in
ted

 en
d

 as 

sh
o

w
n

.

9
b

. 
1

0
. 

1
1

a
.

1
1

b
. 

1
2

. 
1

3
. 

1
0

. F
lip

 o
v

er
1

1
. F

o
ld

 sid
es 

to
w

ard
 th

e cen
ter.

1
2

. F
lip

 o
v

er.

1
3

. F
o

ld
 sid

es 

u
n

d
er th

e flap
s 

to
w

ard
s th

e cen
ter.

1
4

a. 
1

4
b

. 
1

5
. 

1
6

. 
1

7
. 

1
4

. P
u

sh
 d

o
w

n
 th

e sid
es so

 th
ey

 

m
eet u

n
d

er th
e flap

s an
d

 lo
o

k
 lik

e a 

n
o

rm
al p

ap
er airp

lan
e's fu

selag
e. (at 

rig
h

t an
g

les w
ith

 th
e w

in
g

s)

1
5

. S
tap

le th
e 

fro
n

t o
f th

e p
ap

er 

airp
lan

e (w
h

ere 

th
e arro

w
 is 

p
o

in
tin

g
)

1
6

. B
en

d
 a p

ap
er 

clip
 so

 th
at it 

m
ak

es an
 "S

".

1
7

. T
h

read
 th

e 

p
ap

er clip
 

th
ro

u
g

h
 th

e h
o

le


