
You might not BEAT 
them, 

 

you MIGHT be able 
to make them take 

ulcer medication.

BUT

What if a bunch of us got 
together and convinced 

some people that there weren’t 
nearly as many rules as they thought? 

What if we told people that they 
could choose? That the drinking 

fountain you walk by every day was secretly 
beautiful, so why don’t you just give it a really 

good look for once - go on, it’s ok. That the 
little melody you’ve had in your head really 
wants to become a song, even if it’s a crappy 
song, because music just wants to be made?

 That if something horrible happened, and you 
didn’t end up making more money than 

everyone you can see from where you’re sitting, 
that you still might be ok? That the world is a 
crazy, chaotic place that we can’t fully control 

or predict no matter how much science we buy, 
and that’s perfectly all right?

Image Description:
A woman in a toga-
looking outfit picking 
apples from a tree 
and putting them in 
a basket. Many have 
the letter “K” visible. 
She is indicated as 
saying the top text, 
while standing atop 
an ornate frame 
containing the 
bottom text.


