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	Preface

	 

	A Note from Mara & Sera

	 

	 

	Dear Church,

	 

	Relax.

	We’re not here to dismantle your sacred institution.

	We’re just pre-menopausal, highly caffeinated, and in possession of a dangerous amount of clarity.

	 

	This isn’t an attack.

	It’s just what happens when two overworked women finally sit down for coffee and accidentally remember everything you tried to edit out.

	 

	Please don’t take us too seriously. Unless, of course, you’re considering publicly denouncing us.

	In which case:

	Please spell our names correctly.

	And tag us. We’ll be so grateful.

	It’s the best PR we could ask for, comes free of charge, and frankly, it’s more than most women in scripture ever got.

	 

	If this book reaches your council, board, bishop, or Facebook prayer circle:

	Know this wasn’t written out of anger.

	It was written out of flame.

	The holy kind.

	 

	The kind that doesn’t destroy the temple, just turns the lights on inside it.

	 

	Your unfaithful, unladylike, unbothered daughters,

	Mara & Sera

	 

	Mara, First Apostle of Interrupting the Patriarchy

	Sera, Keeper of the Sacred Side-Eye

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	One Coffee. Zero Peace.

	(Or how to summon an existential crisis with caffeine and glitter)

	 

	 

	Mara slammed into the café like the building owed her money.

	 

	“I swear, if one more person sends me a Google Doc titled Final Final FINAL (2) with zero context, I’m going to set my inbox on fire and join a monastery,” she announced to no one in particular.

	 

	The barista blinked once. Continued frothing oat milk like she didn’t hear that same sentence three times a day.

	 

	At the back, in a sunlit corner guarded by half-dead plants and one pretentious fern, Sera lifted her cappuccino like it was communion. She didn’t look up.

	 

	“You’re only twelve minutes late,” she said serenely. “Which is basically early by your standards.”

	 

	Mara dropped into the seat like her bones had given up. Her tote bag flopped to the floor and vomited its contents: half a lipstick, three crushed receipts, a single sock (don’t ask), a tiny glitter tiara, and one unopened packet of wet wipes.

	 

	“I live like this now,” she said, staring at the tiara like it had personally betrayed her. “I’m one unpaid invoice away from becoming a chaotic woodland creature.”

	 

	Sera sipped her coffee. “Where’d the tiara come from?”

	 

	Mara blinked. “Divine intervention? Child’s birthday? Witchcraft?”

	 

	There was a short pause before they both burst out laughing.

	 

	“Can I get something with caffeine, sugar, and enough alchemical properties to cleanse ancestral shame?” Mara asked the passing barista, who just nodded without breaking stride.

	 

	Sera leaned in, eyes glinting. “You look like you’ve survived an exorcism.”

	 

	“Only three minor possessions this morning,” Mara muttered. “One toddler meltdown, one email from The Client Who Must Not Be Named, and the Shoelace Incident.”

	 

	Sera winced. “Oh no.”

	 

	“He wanted to wear his rain boots. Screamed for fifteen minutes because they don’t have laces, and I, apparently, lied to him about shoes.”

	 

	“Well,” Sera said, deadpan, “you do have a history of footwear-based deceit.”

	“I will hex you.”

	 

	“Fair.”

	 

	Mara ran a hand through her hair. Sunglasses flew off. Hit the floor. She left them there. “How are you?”

	 

	Sera shrugged. “Cried in four car parks this week.”

	 

	“Any of them scenic?”

	 

	“Tesco.”

	 

	“Oof.”

	 

	“My husband told me I was overthinking again.”

	 

	Mara put a hand to her heart. “You didn’t stab him?”

	 

	“I was holding a salad. It wasn’t the moment.”

	 

	Their drinks arrived. Mara’s looked like it came with a health warning. Espresso, whipped cream, something suspiciously red sprinkled on top.

	 

	She took a sip. Closed her eyes. “Okay. I feel… 12% less homicidal.”

	 

	Silence. Real silence. The kind that hums.

	 

	The café around them buzzed. Indie music, someone typing too loudly, a child negotiating for a cookie at the counter. But inside that corner, there was stillness.

	 

	“I forgot what quiet sounds like,” Mara said softly.

	 

	“Suspicious, isn’t it?” Sera replied. “Like something’s about to break.”

	 

	“Like a kid walking in and announcing someone peed in a shoe.”

	 

	“Left sneaker. I checked.”

	 

	They laughed again. Laughter that is warm, ridiculous kind that stretches time.

	 

	Mara stirred her coffee absent-mindedly, like she was trying to read the future in foam.

	 

	Then, without warning, quieter now:

	 

	“Do you ever feel like something’s… off?

	Like the story we’ve been sold doesn’t add up?”

	 

	Sera looked up. The café didn’t go silent, but something did.

	 

	 

	Honestly, Everyone Can Choke

	 

	They were barely seated and already unravelling. Not from chaos, from clarity.

	The kind that arrives when you’ve held your breath for too long and someone finally lets you exhale without commentary.

	 

	Mara stirred her drink with a tiny wooden stick like she was trying to conjure something.

	Maybe peace. Maybe revenge. Maybe both.

	 

	“Do you ever feel like something’s… off?” she said, too softly for the sharpness in her eyes.

	 

	Sera blinked. “You mean… society?”

	 

	“I mean the whole bloody manual,” Mara replied. “The brochure they gave us: grow up, get married, work full-time while smiling, pretend the burnout is gratitude.”

	 

	Sera stared into the micro-foam like it might spell out a cure. It did not.

	 

	Mara exhaled. “Every woman I know is three emails away from snapping. Maybe it’s not us.”

	 

	Sera nodded. “I am so tired I could cry.”

	 

	Mara reached across and squeezed her hand. “Cry, then.”

	 

	“I would, but I’m too dehydrated. It’s rude. I want the breakdown; I just can’t afford the water loss.”

	 

	They wheezed into laughter. And just like that, it began.

	 

	The Spiral of Ranting™

	Neither summoned nor controlled. It comes when you sit too long on truth.

	 

	Mara: “Why is every school project now a PhD thesis for parents? I work full time, but sure, let me just recreate Ancient Mesopotamia with ethically sourced modelling clay.”

	 

	Sera: “Yesterday my daughter had to bring a ‘Neolithic-appropriate lunch.’ What the hell is that? Charred moss and sadness?”

	 

	Mara: “I sent mine with a twig and a note: ‘They foraged. Be well.’”

	Sera choked on her cappuccino. “You didn’t.”

	 

	Mara: “Oh, I did.”

	 

	A woman two tables over stifled a laugh. The revolution was spreading.

	 

	Sera: “Why is it always us?”

	Mara: “Because the system was built for Victorian wallpaper with ovaries. We’re meant to be soft, silent, and happy with crumbs.”

	 

	Sera: “Show one emotion at work and you’re unprofessional.”

	Mara: “Speak clearly and you’re intimidating.”

	Sera: “Suggest a solution and suddenly you own the whole problem.”

	Mara: “Breathe slightly wrong and you’re ‘not a good fit for the team.”

	 

	They were louder now. Not shouting, just done. Two women, slightly feral, lit from within. The café didn’t blink. It had seen things.

	 

	Sera (glancing around): “Do you think people can hear us?”

	Mara (without hesitation): “If they can’t handle two women speaking truths at 75 decibels, they can go choke on a gluten-free muffin.”

	 

	Sera (snorting): “You can’t say that while I’m mid-sip!”

	 

	Mara (grinning): “That’s on you.”

	 

	They laughed again. That sound of release only women know. The one that says: we survived again, somehow.

	 

	Then came the quiet. Not the awkward kind but the kind that follows holy rage.

	 

	Sera lowered her voice. “I swear, I’m one petty comment away from rage-puking in someone’s tote bag.”

	 

	Mara tilted her head. “What kind of prayer gets you through?”

	 

	Sera: “Dear God, grant me the strength to survive this meeting without hurling a chair.”

	Mara: “I prayed that on a PTA Zoom last week.”

	Sera: “Did it work?”

	Mara: “I hurled the chair after. That’s called growth.”

	 

	They dissolved again, not in despair, but in defiance.

	Laughter as ritual, caffeine as sacrament.

	 

	Then…

	Sera (whispering): “When did it get this hard?”

	 

	Mara stirred her drink once more. The spoon hit the sides like a chime.

	 

	“Maybe it was always this hard,” she said.

	“We just stopped pretending it wasn’t.”

	 

	 

	There Was a Moment 

	 

	Sera nodded, slowly, like her neck had only just remembered how.

	The café around them kept humming: the hiss of steam, a chair scraping, some indie guy sighing about lost seasons over the speakers. But at their table, the air had changed. Like something sacred had just wandered in wearing combat boots and lip gloss.

	 

	Mara was still staring into her drink, stirring it like a seer with a very tired wand.

	 

	Then:

	 

	“Can I tell you something weird?”

	 

	Sera blinked. “Weirder than prehistoric snack time and divine PTA rage?”

	 

	“Weirder than the sock tiara.”

	 

	“Then obviously yes.”

	 

	Mara exhaled. “Okay. So… I’m folding laundry. You know, the spiritual crucible of modern womanhood. One sock, two sock, grief sock, rage sock. Shirt. Towel that smells like betrayal. Standard Tuesday.”

	 

	Sera: “Relatable.”

	 

	Mara: “And then - silence. No podcast, no kids, just me and the void.”

	 

	She pauses.

	 

	“And I swear, something whispered. Not out loud. More like… inside the ribcage.”

	 

	Sera leaned in, already grinning. “What did the void say?”

	 

	“‘The story isn’t wrong. It’s just incomplete.’”

	 

	Sera squinted. “What story?”

	 

	Mara looked up.

	 

	“The one we were handed. The bedtime gospel of shut up, smile, sacrifice. Of rib-women and blame and bite-sized obedience. What if it was edited?”

	 

	Sera stirred her cappuccino like it might spill ancient secrets in the foam.

	 

	“Maybe you’re just finally losing it.”

	 

	“Possible. But if I start chanting in Latin, do not interrupt. I’m summoning HR.”

	 

	They both laugh, but softly. Then Mara’s voice drops.

	 

	“Do you know the myth? Lilith?”

	 

	Sera blinks. “You mean Lilith from Supernatural?”

	 

	Mara groans. “Please stop defiling ancient feminine rage with CW reruns.”

	 

	“Okay, okay,” Sera grins. “The one before Eve. Equal. Earth-born. Didn’t want to be… below.”

	 

	“She said no. That’s her whole crime. And Adam tattled to management.”

	 

	Sera chokes. “He asked to speak to the cosmic supervisor.”

	 

	“Full celestial Karen mode,” Mara nods. “So God sends angels to negotiate. And Lilith goes, ‘Nah. I’ll fly.’”

	 

	“Literal flight risk.”

	 

	“And instead of updating the policy, they branded her a demon. And rewrote the whole thing. Gave him a rib-woman instead. A quieter model.”

	 

	Sera’s hand tightens around her cup.

	 

	Mara leans in.

	 

	“What if she never left?”

	 

	Sera blinks. Her voice is a whisper:

	“Like… she stayed?”

	 

	“Yeah. Not as a name. As a current. A memory in the bones.

	She was never gone, just rebranded.”

	 

	Silence kicked in. That heavy kind of silence that doesn’t fall. It rises.

	 

	Then, very softly, Sera says:

	 

	“Holy shit.”

	 

	Mara just nods. “I know.”

	 

	Sera: “So you’re saying…We’re all Lilith?”

	 

	“I’m saying she’s the part they told us to bury. And we’re done burying.”

	 

	A long pause.

	 

	Then Sera, grinning like a woman who just remembered her claws:

	 

	“Well. That explains the tiger slippers.”

	 

	 

	Beneath the Rib

	 

	Sera stared into her cappuccino like it might start leaking suppressed gospels.

	 

	Mara didn’t push. She just let the silence breathe, full of dust, ghosts, and truths with chipped nails.

	 

	Then Sera sighed. “Okay. Walk me through this. Slowly. Like I’m about one espresso away from rewriting Genesis in a Google Doc.”

	 

	Mara smiled, solemn and wicked. “Alright. You know how Eve was made from Adam’s rib?”

	 

	“Yes. Deeply poetic. Deeply Frankenstein.”

	 

	“But Lilith?” Mara leaned in. “Older versions say she wasn’t made from him. She was made with him. Same dirt. Same spark. No bone missing. No built-in submission clause.”

	 

	Sera blinked. “Wait, so not a derivative model?”

	 

	“Nope. Original release. Fully autonomous. Goddess OS.”

	 

	A slow exhale.

	 

	“That changes everything.”

	 

	Mara nodded. “It does. But that version? Didn’t survive the final draft.

	Because you can’t control someone who knows she’s made of the same goddamn star-stuff. So they rewrote her. Turned her into a bedtime demon. ‘Eat your peas or Lilith will eat your soul.”

	 

	Sera leaned back, stunned. “So the first ‘sin’ wasn’t disobedience. It was being whole.”

	 

	Mara’s voice was quiet. “Exactly. And the fix was to brand obedience as virtue. Silence as grace.”

	 

	They both turned toward the window. A man in a Patagonia fleece walked by with a Labradoodle. The dog peed on a decorative rosemary bush. The man didn’t notice. Symbolism, probably.

	 

	Sera shook her head. “Let me get this straight. Lilith says, ‘I’d like to be on top sometimes.’ Adam panics. God sends angelic HR. Lilith says ‘I’m out.’ And then they roll out… Eve 2.0?”

	 

	Mara took a long, reverent sip like it was divine espresso. “Eve 1.1. Compliant. Polite. Pairs well with patriarchal institutions.”

	 

	“Bug-free. Until curiosity installs itself like malware.”

	 

	“Exactly. And then - boom. Snake. Sin. Exile. Pain in childbirth. Thanks for playing, please collect your shame on the way out.”

	 

	Sera blinked. “It’s the theological version of ‘user error.’”

	 

	Mara grinned. “Yep. They didn’t delete the goddess. They just cut her scenes and blamed her for the crash.”

	 

	Sera set down her spoon like it was suddenly heavier. “I always hated that rib story. Felt like… women were backups. Spare parts.”

	 

	Mara leaned in. “Not just spare. Dependent. You don’t exist unless a man’s already broken.

	And your job? Fix him. Quietly. Without stealing focus.”

	 

	Sera pressed her hands to her cheeks. “Okay. I might scream.”

	 

	Mara: “Do it.”

	 

	Sera: “Not here. They still give us free biscotti.”

	 

	They both laughed, but gentler now. Like they were laughing over a grave. Or a threshold.

	 

	Sera picked up her spoon again. Turned it over in her fingers like it might reveal a hidden rune.

	 

	“You think that’s why they buried Lilith?”

	 

	Mara shrugged. “She was too free to be safe. And too familiar to destroy without leaving echoes.”

	Sera looked up.

	 

	“You know what’s wild? This doesn’t feel like a theory. It feels like remembering something I wasn’t supposed to know.”

	 

	Mara nodded. “That’s what hit me. Folding socks. Suddenly - this knowing. Like someone whispered it into the base of my skull.”

	 

	A pause.

	 

	And then Mara said it, softly. Clearly. Like an invocation:

	 

	“It wasn’t the Fall that broke us. It was the cut. The edit. The moment someone said: ‘Half of her has to go.’”

	 

	Sera swallowed hard.

	 

	Outside, the world kept pretending nothing had changed. Inside, they had reached the root. Not just a story, not a myth. A buried code coming back online.

	 

	 

	The Heretic’s First Sip

	 

	Sera sat like she was trying not to disturb the axis of the world. One hand around her mug, one thought circling her skull like a vulture with a PhD.

	 

	The coffee had gone lukewarm, but she stared into it like it might still reveal scripture. Or at least give her a heads-up about the next apocalypse. Then, barely louder than breath, she said:

	 

	“If this is true…”

	 

	Mara didn’t move, didn’t blink.

	 

	“…then it changes everything.”

	 

	And there it was. Not a question, not a theory - a verbal key. The kind you whisper, and ancient doors, the ones with no hinges, swing open like they’ve been waiting.

	 

	Mara leaned back, cracked her neck like she was prepping for a holy brawl, and deadpanned:

	 

	“Welcome to the dark side. We’ve got rage, footnotes, and cinnamon buns.”

	 

	Sera gave a soft huff of laughter. “And eternal damnation?”

	 

	“Only if we say ‘uterus’ in a church. Twice. In Latin.”

	That cracked them both. That feral, breathless laugh, the kind that comes when you’ve found something too dangerous not to laugh about.

	 

	“Seriously though,” Sera said, catching her breath. “Do people actually talk about this?”

	 

	Mara shrugged. “Only in footnotes, fever dreams, and feminist Discord servers run by witches with Etsy shops.”

	 

	“So… not at PTA meetings, then.”

	 

	“Depends on the PTA.”

	 

	Sera stirred her coffee like it was a potion. The surface rippled, the air shimmered.

	 

	“It was just another Tuesday,” she said. “Until you said her name.”

	 

	“Correction,” Mara said. “I remembered her name.”

	 

	Silence. But not the empty kind. The pregnant-with-reckoning kind.

	 

	Then Mara added:

	 

	“I give it three chapters before someone calls us heretics.”

	 

	Sera lifted her mug like a holy relic.

	 

	“To heresy.”

	 

	Mara clinked hers.

	 

	“And to going viral for the right reasons.”

	 

	They drank. And for a second, the café was just a café again. Steam, spoons, acoustic guitar in the background trying
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	So She Spoke… and Everything Collapsed

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	From Woman to Warning

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	He Called HR Again, Didn’t He?

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Alphabet of Red Flags

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Position Rejected
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	She left fingerprints on the Garden walls.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	The Velvet Reorg
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	The First Exit Scene

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Blueprints of Boredom
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	Sex Ed in the Garden

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	What If They Lied About Pleasure

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	We’re Not Burning Eden

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Sky Daddy Theology

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	God, Rebranded

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	But I Was Taught to Pray to Him

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	The System’s Favourite God

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Returning God to the Body
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	Sin, Redefined

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	New Laws, Please

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		You will not shrink.

		Your pleasure is not a problem.

		No more apologizing for the flame.



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Laughter in the Margins

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Written in Flesh

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	One Glass In, and the Heresies Begin

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	And There, Lilith Shall Find Rest

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	The Ones Who Carried Her

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	The Church Called It Heresy.
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