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@rihg, flaming dragon that towered over
eeth and steely spines. “Ah, teacher!”
rds, the dragon wept salt tears.
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Karen adds: As @ young girl
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one living.
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ace for the first time.®
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feel our parents deep inside us b :
don’t we face mistakes—ours an

ot
itv now, realizing that they may 0
BT

ecausc

Y






