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[…] 
The infernal storm that inundates the street and bespatters my window whilst I am writing, equal to 
Dante’s ‘Pioggia maledetta eterna e greve,’ confounding all season, and cloaking the face of day, 
makes it indeed totally indifferent what month I picked for travel, even to those who have only to 
please themselves in choosing. 
[…] 


