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CD2 Piste 37. MP3 éleve piste 110 — p. 102

At home

I sprang to my feet, my hand grasping my pistol, my mind paralyzed by
the dreadful shape which sprang out upon us from the shadows of the fog.
A hound it was, an enormous coal-black hound. Fire burst from its open
mouth, its eyes glowed.
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