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Norah McCool
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She would enjoy every season.




She would squish and smash
her toes in the seashelly, salty,
splashy, beach in the bright

SUmMmer Sum.




She would gallop through the

olden, gleamed, general
leaves in the tree blowing
autumn.




She would flap her arms in the
frozen, fade, frigged snow in
the bare tree wmter
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She would slide down the
wormy, dirty, brown mire in
the rainy spring.




She would enjoy every season.




