BG: Lel's proctics.

BG (o Crewsl: I'm gonno iing It with
him ance 52 he knows whereibe malody

g,

BC [bo Fronkie): Wotch the word “eon-
yon." I's not o word you heor in o
song vary eften 1o Pd like to hear i1,

BE [io Goudiol: Wark somaihing oul in
the last port, Babby. |1's menctony.

BG: You did the lost part beocutifully,
Fronkle. Mow the fint hall doesn't sownd
a3 good.

Gowdia goes bock to the conire
booth.|

BC [so Fronkie: You're not gonna blow
your voloe, arg you, ‘couse you'redeing

fine,

BG: What makes the 'cold grey
concrebe” line 8o good i thol yeu pul
a let of botbom on your vaice

BC: W's olmost Gane Filnay-lih,

BG: 11’y almest libe you'ne putling your-
sall an. You gofia make loces...Lrel in
if, Opan up your whole volos, yourwhole
thgat... That s ir, Perfect.

BG (1o Crewa): You have to pull it owl
ol his thiraat,

BG (o engines) Lel me listen 12 0

once. 'l decide whai o do bo it o-
MBra,

F¥: Why not spend d coupls mare hours
hers?

BC: What's two hours?

Engimesr: & hundred and eighty dedlars
{Ed. naie: Becording stedic fesl.

BG: But you lose o thousand dollon
on the record I yow don't do b righ.

BC: s @ shame you com only moke
two hits o day.

amd thot's how the Four Secsens do
i. O



