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Death looked down the listless dry street.

The sun-bleached wood of the run-down buildings was almost as white as his bones and just as glary in the sun.

What remained of the roofs were grey with lichen.

A solitary street lamp marking the coach stop leaned drunkenly on its post.

The town was as parched and dry as him.

Leaning on his scythe, he reached into his heavy black wool cowl and pulled out a plain, but serviceable wooden hourglass and held it up to his skeletal face.

Surely it was later than that?

He gave it a vigorous shake, but the build-up of sand didn’t change or move any faster. 

A light breeze wrapped his cowl around his legs as it lifted the red dust from one side of the street and deposited it on the other with a whisper.

He shook his leg a couple of times to free it.

God it was hot here.

Hot enough to create a Death for each and every kind of creature that died out here.

Unfortunately, without flesh or skin, he couldn’t squint in the face of the relentless sun, or sweat to cool down.

He threw back his hood and scratched his skull behind the ear hole with a bony finger.

How long before the Powers That Be gave him a nice, cool Summer uniform.

Something elegant in linen would be best.

Maybe a little tailored suit, with a smooth fitted silhouette.

And a modern, streamlined watch to match.
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