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Similar to desolation was High Street. Heaven poured down its sobbing. As a tenebrous mist crawled along, an uncanny sensation was left behind. The inclement coldness was palpable to the senses. Ochrous and wizened leaves, plunged from the autumn trees, were an enormous cloak upon the colourless pavement.


It was eleven o'clock. As an enlarged and black automobile ground to a halt outside of a building, two attired gentlemen immediately, got out and, quivering by a wind gush, hammered on the old front door. Ten minutes passed by when the mortician's assistants emerged from the place, bearing on their shoulders a weightily rectangular polished box, which was placed inside the hearse.


The high street became crowded with pedestrians: men, who had left a nearby bar; pensioners who usually strolled at this time; and infants, full of joie de vivre ones. If one peeked through the see-through panes of the vehicle, one would see the mahogany coffin, awaiting the mourners that would accompany it as far as its last dwelling place.
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