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Over the cold limestone plank spread the bottom of a long black robe, and out of those long ends came big-boned extremities. The hood thrown forward left half of a skull bare, and unveiled the hollowed cavities staring at nowhere. At one side, the scythe was standing up (a tool referred more to the human fable, which related that it was used to kill), as the skeleton awaited until the end of times conducting his same monotone routine since life had appeared over the planet. However, the blade was worn out, and it seemed rusty.


	The skeleton lingered patiently as his labor was simply done by lifting one of his bony fingers; it’s not like man believed that he followed them night and day, nor was he born at the same time as man, nor does he stand up behind men that even those who aren’t going to die felt this.


	Nothing seemed to put him out of his dead motion, and this gave the impression of being in such a condition for endless years, rather centuries. But, on some occasions, events happened that brought him out of his slumber-like condition.


	All of a sudden, a dull and bright shimmer had shown up in the apathetic place. Turning to one side, and the hood leaving the skull completely bare, revealing the macabre, this asked, “What brings you here?”


	“Still in your limbo?”


	“I’ve been confined here until man is no longer alive. But what is your purpose this time?”


	“A soul,” answered the lugubrious specter.


	“I thought that your souls were out of discussion.”


	“You are entirely aware that no souls belong to us.”


	“Then… what can I do for you then?” the skeleton asked.
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