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Here the humanising influence of 
the Teutonic school of philosoph-
ic analysis was demonstrated by 
my mother’s action. Mr. Cloyster, 
she said, must reconcile himself 
to exchanging his comfortable 
rooms at the St. Peter’s Port—(“I 
particularly dislike half-filled ho-
tel life, Mrs. Goodwin”—for the 
shelter of our cottage. He accept-
ed. He was then “warned” that I 
was chef at the cottage. Mother
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and their earnest, about Edgar and Jonas and Almira, and who was invited to 
the party, and who danced at the dancing-school, and when the singing-school 
would begin, and other nothings concerning which the parties cooed. By and 
by that boy wants a wife, and very truly and heartily will he know where to find 
a sincere and sweet mate, without any risk such as Milton deplores as incident 
to scholars and great men.  

I have been told that in some public discourses of mine my reverence for the 
intellect has made me unjustly cold to the personal relations. But now I almost 
shrink at the remembrance of such disparaging words. For persons are love’s 
world, and the coldest philosopher cannot recount the debt of the young soul 
wandering here in nature to the power of love, without being tempted to unsay, 
as treasonable to nature, aught derogatory to the social instincts. For though 
the celestial rapture falling out of heaven seizes only upon those of tender 
age, and although a beauty overpowering all analysis or comparison and put-
ting us quite beside ourselves we can seldom see after thirty years, yet the re-
membrance of these visions outlasts all other remembrances, and is a wreath 
of flowers on the oldest brows. But here is a strange fact; it may seem to many 
men, in revising their experience, that they have no fairer page in their life’s 
book than the delicious memory of some passages wherein affection contrived 
to give a witchcraft, surpassing the deep attraction of its own truth, to a par-
cel of accidental and trivial circumstances. In looking backward they may find 
that several things which were not the charm have more reality to this groping 
memory than the charm itself which embalmed them. But be our experience 
in particulars what it may, no man ever forgot the visitations of that power to 
his heart and brain, which created all things anew; which was the dawn in him 
of music, poetry, and art; which made the face of nature radiant with purple 
light, the morning and the night varied enchantments; when a single tone of 
one voice could make the heart bound, and the most trivial circumstance as-
sociated with one form is put in the amber of memory; when he became all eye 
when one was present, and all memory when one was gone; when the youth 
becomes a watcher of windows and studious of a glove, a veil, a ribbon, or the 
wheels of a carriage; when no place is too solitary and none too silent, for him 
who has richer company and sweeter conversation in his new thoughts than 
any old friends, though best and purest, can give him; for the figures, the mo-
tions, the words of the beloved object are not like other images written in water, 
but, as Plutarch said, “enamelled in fire,” and make the study of midnight.  

 “Thou art not gone; being gone, where’er thou art,  
Thou leav’st in him thy watchful eyes, in him thy loving heart.”  

In the noon and the afternoon of life we still throb at the recollection of 
days when happiness was not happy enough, but must be drugged with 
the relish of pain and fear; for he touched the secret of the matter who said 
of love— 

 “All other pleasures are not worth its pains;”  

and when the day was not long enough, but the night too must be con-
sumed in keen recollections; when the head boiled all night on the pillow 
with the generous deed it resolved on; when the moonlight was a pleas-
ing fever and the stars were letters and the flowers ciphers and the air was 
coined into song; when all business seemed an impertinence, and all the 
men and women running to and fro in the streets, mere pictures.  

The passion rebuilds the world for the youth. It makes all things alive 
and significant. Nature grows conscious. Every bird on the boughs of the 
tree sings now to his heart and soul. The notes are almost articulate. The 
clouds have faces as he looks on them. The trees of the forest, the waving 
grass and the peeping flowers have grown intelligent; and he almost fears 
to trust them with the secret which they seem to invite. Yet nature soothes 
and sympathizes. In the green solitude he finds a dearer home than with 
men.  

 “Fountain-heads and pathless groves, 
Places which pale passion loves, 
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are safely housed, save bats and owls, 
A midnight bell, a passing groan,— 
These are the sounds we feed upon.”  

Behold there in the wood the fine madman! He is a palace of sweet 
sounds and sights; he dilates; he is twice a man; he walks with arms akim-
bo; he soliloquizes; he accosts the grass and the trees; he feels the blood of 
the violet, the clover and the lily in his veins; and he talks with the brook 
that wets his foot.  

The heats that have opened his perceptions of natural beauty have made 
him love music and verse. It is a fact often observed, that men have written 
good verses under the inspiration of passion, who cannot write well under 
any other circumstances.  
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I was standing on the bank of the River Golt-
va, waiting for the ferry boat from the other 
side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble 
stream of moderate size, silent and pensive, 
gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; 
but now a regular lake lay stretched out be-
fore me. The waters of spring, running riot, had 
overflowed both banks and flooded both sides 
of the river for a long distance, submerging 
vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so 
that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars 
and bushes sticking out above the surface of 
the water and looking in the darkness like grim 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, wait-
ing for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary 
times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, 
silent and pensive, gently glimmering from behind 
thick reeds; but now a regular lake lay stretched out 
before me. The waters of spring, running riot, had 
overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the 
river for a long distance, submerging vegetable gar-
dens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was no unusual 
thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out above 
the surface of the water and looking in the darkness 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Golt-
va, waiting for the ferry boat from the other side. 
At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream 
of moderate size, silent and pensive, gently glim-
mering from behind thick reeds; but now a regu-
lar lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of 
spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks 
and flooded both sides of the river for a long dis-
tance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields 
and marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to 
meet poplars and bushes sticking out above the 
surface of the water and looking in the darkness 
like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, wait-
ing for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary times 
the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, silent and 
pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but 
now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters 
of spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks and 
flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, submerg-
ing vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it 
was no unusual thing to meet poplars and bushes stick-
ing out above the surface of the water and looking in the 
darkness like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to 
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I was standing on the bank of the River 
Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat from the 
other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a 
humble stream of moderate size, silent and 
pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick 
reeds; but now a regular lake lay stretched out 
before me. The waters of spring, running riot, 
had overflowed both banks and flooded both 
sides of the river for a long distance, submerg-
ing vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, 
so that it was no unusual thing to meet pop-
lars and bushes sticking out above the sur-
face of the water and looking in the darkness 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, 
waiting for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordi-
nary times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate 
size, silent and pensive, gently glimmering from be-
hind thick reeds; but now a regular lake lay stretched 
out before me. The waters of spring, running riot, had 
overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the 
river for a long distance, submerging vegetable gar-
dens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was no unusual 
thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out above 
the surface of the water and looking in the darkness 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Golt-
va, waiting for the ferry boat from the other side. 
At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream 
of moderate size, silent and pensive, gently glim-
mering from behind thick reeds; but now a regu-
lar lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of 
spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks 
and flooded both sides of the river for a long dis-
tance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields 
and marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to 
meet poplars and bushes sticking out above the 
surface of the water and looking in the darkness 
like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, wait-
ing for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary 
times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, si-
lent and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick 
reeds; but now a regular lake lay stretched out before 
me. The waters of spring, running riot, had overflowed 
both banks and flooded both sides of the river for a long 
distance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and 
marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars 
and bushes sticking out above the surface of the water 
and looking in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting 
for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary times 
the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, silent and 
pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but 
now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters 
of spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks and 
flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, submerg-
ing vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was 
no unusual thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out 
above the surface of the water and looking in the darkness 
like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me magnifi-
cent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water and the 
people. The world was lighted by the stars, which were scat-
tered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember ever seeing 
so many stars. One could not have put a finger in between 
them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, others tiny 
as hempseed. They had come out for the festival proces-

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat from 
the other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate 
size, silent and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but now a 
regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of spring, running riot, had 
overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, 
submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was no unusual 
thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out above the surface of the water 
and looking in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me 
magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water and the people. The 
world was lighted by the stars, which were scattered thickly all over the sky. I 
don’t remember ever seeing so many stars. One could not have put a finger in 
between them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, others tiny as hemp-
seed. They had come out for the festival procession, every one of them, little and 
big, washed, renewed and joyful, and every one of them was softly twinkling 
its beams. The sky was reflected in the water; the stars were bathing in its dark 
depths and trembling with the quivering eddies. The air was warm and still. 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for 
the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary times the Goltva 
is a humble stream of moderate size, silent and pensive, gently 
glimmering from behind thick reeds; but now a regular lake lay 
stretched out before me. The waters of spring, running riot, had 
overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the river for 
a long distance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and 
marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars and 
bushes sticking out above the surface of the water and looking 
in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to 
me magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water 
and the people. The world was lighted by the stars, which were 
scattered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember ever seeing 
so many stars. One could not have put a finger in between 
them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, others tiny as 
hempseed. They had come out for the festival procession, every 
one of them, little and big, washed, renewed and joyful, and 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat from the 
other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, silent 
and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but now a regular lake lay 
stretched out before me. The waters of spring, running riot, had overflowed both 
banks and flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, submerging vegetable 
gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars and 
bushes sticking out above the surface of the water and looking in the darkness like 
grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me magnificent. It was dark, yet I could 
see the trees, the water and the people. The world was lighted by the stars, which 
were scattered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember ever seeing so many stars. 
One could not have put a finger in between them. There were some as big as a goose’s 
egg, others tiny as hempseed. They had come out for the festival procession, every one 
of them, little and big, washed, renewed and joyful, and every one of them was softly 
twinkling its beams. The sky was reflected in the water; the stars were bathing in 
its dark depths and trembling with the quivering eddies. The air was warm and still. 
Here and there, far away on the further bank in the impenetrable darkness, several 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting 
for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary times 
the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, silent and 
pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but 
now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters 
of spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks and 
flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, submerg-
ing vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it 
was no unusual thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking 
out above the surface of the water and looking in the dark-
ness like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me 
magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water 
and the people. The world was lighted by the stars, which 
were scattered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember 
ever seeing so many stars. One could not have put a finger 
in between them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, 
others tiny as hempseed. They had come out for the festi-

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat 
from the other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of moder-
ate size, silent and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but 
now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of spring, running 
riot, had overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the river for a long 
distance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was 
no unusual thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out above the surface 
of the water and looking in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The weather 
seemed to me magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water and 
the people. The world was lighted by the stars, which were scattered thickly all 
over the sky. I don’t remember ever seeing so many stars. One could not have 
put a finger in between them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, others 
tiny as hempseed. They had come out for the festival procession, every one of 
them, little and big, washed, renewed and joyful, and every one of them was 
softly twinkling its beams. The sky was reflected in the water; the stars were 
bathing in its dark depths and trembling with the quivering eddies. The air was 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for 
the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary times the Goltva 
is a humble stream of moderate size, silent and pensive, gently 
glimmering from behind thick reeds; but now a regular lake 
lay stretched out before me. The waters of spring, running riot, 
had overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the river 
for a long distance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields 
and marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars 
and bushes sticking out above the surface of the water and 
looking in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The weather 
seemed to me magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, 
the water and the people. The world was lighted by the stars, 
which were scattered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember 
ever seeing so many stars. One could not have put a finger in 
between them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, others 
tiny as hempseed. They had come out for the festival proces-
sion, every one of them, little and big, washed, renewed and 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat from 
the other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, si-
lent and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but now a regular lake 
lay stretched out before me. The waters of spring, running riot, had overflowed both 
banks and flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, submerging vegetable 
gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars 
and bushes sticking out above the surface of the water and looking in the darkness 
like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me magnificent. It was dark, yet 
I could see the trees, the water and the people. The world was lighted by the stars, 
which were scattered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember ever seeing so many 
stars. One could not have put a finger in between them. There were some as big as a 
goose’s egg, others tiny as hempseed. They had come out for the festival procession, 
every one of them, little and big, washed, renewed and joyful, and every one of them 
was softly twinkling its beams. The sky was reflected in the water; the stars were 
bathing in its dark depths and trembling with the quivering eddies. The air was 
warm and still. Here and there, far away on the further bank in the impenetrable 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting 
for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary times 
the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, silent 
and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; 
but now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The 
waters of spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks 
and flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, 
submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so 
that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars and bushes 
sticking out above the surface of the water and looking 
in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The weather 
seemed to me magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the 
trees, the water and the people. The world was lighted by 
the stars, which were scattered thickly all over the sky. I 
don’t remember ever seeing so many stars. One could not 
have put a finger in between them. There were some as 
big as a goose’s egg, others tiny as hempseed. They had 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat 
from the other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of mod-
erate size, silent and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but 
now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of spring, run-
ning riot, had overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the river for a 
long distance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that 
it was no unusual thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out above the 
surface of the water and looking in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The 
weather seemed to me magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the 
water and the people. The world was lighted by the stars, which were scat-
tered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember ever seeing so many stars. 
One could not have put a finger in between them. There were some as big as 
a goose’s egg, others tiny as hempseed. They had come out for the festival 
procession, every one of them, little and big, washed, renewed and joyful, and 
every one of them was softly twinkling its beams. The sky was reflected in 
the water; the stars were bathing in its dark depths and trembling with the 
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I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, wait-
ing for the ferry boat from the other side. At ordinary times 
the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, silent and 
pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but 
now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters 
of spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks and 
flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, submerg-
ing vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was 
no unusual thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out 
above the surface of the water and looking in the darkness 
like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me magnifi-
cent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water and the 
people. The world was lighted by the stars, which were scat-
tered thickly all over the sky. I don’t remember ever seeing 
so many stars. One could not have put a finger in between 
them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, others tiny 
as hempseed. They had come out for the festival procession, 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat 
from the other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate 
size, silent and pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick reeds; but now a 
regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of spring, running riot, had 
overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the river for a long distance, 
submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was no unusual 
thing to meet poplars and bushes sticking out above the surface of the water and 
looking in the darkness like grim solitary crags. The weather seemed to me mag-
nificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water and the people. The world 
was lighted by the stars, which were scattered thickly all over the sky. I don’t 
remember ever seeing so many stars. One could not have put a finger in between 
them. There were some as big as a goose’s egg, others tiny as hempseed. They had 
come out for the festival procession, every one of them, little and big, washed, re-
newed and joyful, and every one of them was softly twinkling its beams. The sky 
was reflected in the water; the stars were bathing in its dark depths and trem-
bling with the quivering eddies. The air was warm and still. Here and there, far 
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I was standing on the bank of the River 
Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat from the 
other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is 
a humble stream of moderate size, silent 
and pensive, gently glimmering from be-
hind thick reeds; but now a regular lake 
lay stretched out before me. The waters of 
spring, running riot, had overflowed both 
banks and flooded both sides of the river 
for a long distance, submerging vegetable 
gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it 
was no unusual thing to meet poplars and 
bushes sticking out above the surface of 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, 
waiting for the ferry boat from the other side. At 
ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of 
moderate size, silent and pensive, gently glim-
mering from behind thick reeds; but now a regular 
lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of 
spring, running riot, had overflowed both banks 
and flooded both sides of the river for a long dis-
tance, submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields 
and marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to 
meet poplars and bushes sticking out above the 
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I was standing on the bank of the River 
Goltva, waiting for the ferry boat from the 
other side. At ordinary times the Goltva is a 
humble stream of moderate size, silent and 
pensive, gently glimmering from behind thick 
reeds; but now a regular lake lay stretched 
out before me. The waters of spring, running 
riot, had overflowed both banks and flood-
ed both sides of the river for a long distance, 
submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and 
marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to 
meet poplars and bushes sticking out above 
the surface of the water and looking in the 

I was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, 
waiting for the ferry boat from the other side. At or-
dinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of mod-
erate size, silent and pensive, gently glimmering 
from behind thick reeds; but now a regular lake lay 
stretched out before me. The waters of spring, run-
ning riot, had overflowed both banks and flooded 
both sides of the river for a long distance, submerg-
ing vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so 
that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars and 
bushes sticking out above the surface of the water 
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abcdefghijklmnopqrstuvwxyz

0123456789 0123456789 0123456789 0123456789 0123456789
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½ ¼ ¾ ⅓ ⅔ ⅛ ⅜ ⅝ ⅞ 0123456789⁄0123456789

abdeèhilmⁿorst
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access to some characters is subject to application support. 
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0123456789 0123456789 0123456789 0123456789 0123456789

$¢€£₽¥ƒ₡₣₤₱₧₹₺§#%‰¤°

$¢€£₽¥ƒ₡₣₤₱₹₺§#%

.,:;!?¡¿'" ‘ ’“”‚„‹›«»-–—_…()[]{}\/*•@©℗™℠®¶†‡ℓ℮

ßfiflffffifflfbffbfhffhfjffjfkffkfrffrfryffryftfftftyfftygyryttttyty�� 

ÁÀÂÄÃÅĂĀĄǺÇĆČĈĊĎĐÉÈÊËĔĚĖĒĘĞĜĢĠĦĤÍÌÎÏĬİĪĮĨĲĴĶĹĽĻĿ

ŁÑŃŇŅŊÓÒÔÖÕŎŐŌØǾŔŘŖŠŚŞŜȘŦŤŢȚÚÙÛÜŬŰŪŲŮŨẂŴẄ

ẀÝŸŶỲŽŹŻÐÞÆǼŒƏ

¡¿‹›«»-–—()[]{}•@©℗$¢€£₽¥ƒ₡₣₤₱₧₹₺§#%‰

áàâäãåăāąǻçćčĉċďđéèêëĕěėēęğĝģġħĥíìîïĭīįĩĳıĵȷķĸĺľļŀłñńňņŋŉ

óòôöõŏőōøǿŕřŗšśşŝșŧťţțúùûüŭűūųůũẃŵẅẁýÿŷỳžźżðþæǽœə

ÁÀÂÄÃÅĂĀĄǺÇĆĈČĊĎĐÉÈÊËĔĚĖĒĘĞĢĠĜĦĤÍÌÎÏĬİĪĮĨĲĴĶĹĽĿĻŁÑŃŇŅŊ 
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all-cap figures
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ABCDEFGHIJKabcdefghijk

¿(ABC)?def123GH@ijk$€38

ABCDEFGHIJK&abcdefghijkl

ABCDEFGHIJKabcdefghijklm

¿Abc? def & 123 GHijk $12 €38

Offer Muffin

ABCDEabcde 0123456789

ABCDEabcde 0123456789

ABCDEabcde 0123456789

ABCDEabcde 0123456789

ABCDEabcde 0123456789

1/2 23/87 8/5 239/348

1o 1a 1st 2nd $8.95 footnote.18

H2O Polo Tournament

→  ABCDEFGHIJKabcdefghijk

→  ¿(ABC)?def123gh@ijk$€38

→  ABCDEFGHIJK&abcdefghijkl

→  ABCDEFGHIJKabcdefghijklm

→  ¿Abc? def & 123 GHijk $12 €38

→  Offer Muffin

→  ABCDEabcde 0123456789

→  ABCDEabcde 0123456789

→  ABCDEabcde 0123456789

→  ABCDEabcde 0123456789

→  ABCDEabcde 0123456789

→  1/2 23/87 8/5 239/348

→  1o 1a 1st 2nd $8.95 footnote.18

→  H2O Polo Tournament
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