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Look at this nostril. A noun is a scoundrel. Now I see.  
 
 
 
 
 
Your candle wand measures 43.3 inches but chicken pox is both rustic and villainous.   
Smart and bright, I feel like curving into the long tomorrow.  
 
 
 
 
 
Sailing meadow is crossing opportunity. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Capibaribe River 
 
 
dixie cups 
a condom 
#2 pencils 
a phone card floating 
the new museums created a posh sensibility but with prostitutes 
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