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The Lugworm


As is often the case, dense fog reigned. It was so foggy you didn't even see your hand in front of you.


The sunrise could possibly be guessed by the brightness, but the whole area was wrapped in a deep, pale grey.


It was windless and otherwise quiet. Just quiet, extremely quiet and quiet. The fog just didn't want to give way.


Between the toes, the fine but fog-damp sand quoll out, which accumulated underfoot as it walked slowly across the beach.


Was there still on the beach or somewhere in the mudflats?


Step by step, Hannes – walked very slowly – through the thick fog.


A seagull called from a very far away, but no one should answer it. The other seagulls have apparently stayed on the ground because of the dense fog, rather than becoming animal.


"Oops!" Whispered Hannes, ... " What was that? "
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