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The once bustling cityscape had become an apocalyptic wasteland. Buildings stood like hollowed-out husks, their shattered windows staring blankly onto the streets. Cars, abandoned in a panic, were now rusting tombs for their unfortunate occupants. Screams echoed in the distance as the undead shuffled relentlessly through the rubble, hunger gnawing at their rotting flesh. Fear clung to the air like the stench of decay, and the grim specter of death loomed over the world like a dark cloud.

In the midst of this chaos, Linda Montgomery strode confidently down the deserted street. The flamboyant Republican was a stark contrast to his bleak surroundings, his slim figure clad in a tailored suit that seemed almost too fashionable for the end of the world. His carefully styled haircut remained impeccable despite the pervasive grime, and his polished shoes tapped rhythmically against the cracked pavement, announcing his presence with every step.

As Linda navigated the debris-strewn sidewalk, his thoughts raced with the same intensity as his heartbeat. He knew that the world needed a strong, unwavering voice in these desperate times, and he was determined to be that voice. With each stride, he mentally steeled himself for the upcoming confrontation, knowing that the weight of humanity's future rested on his impeccably dressed shoulders.
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The television studio buzzed with frantic energy as the news anchor, a stoic woman in her mid-forties, adjusted her earpiece and prepared to address the nation. The dimly lit room seemed to bear down on Linda Montgomery, the passionate Republican, who stood tall just off-camera. His heart pounded with anticipation, knowing that this was his moment to make a difference.

"Three, two, one," the floor director counted down, his fingers marking the seconds.

"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen; we are joined tonight by Linda Montgomery, who has some strong opinions on the ongoing zombie virus outbreak and the importance of vaccination." The news anchor's voice was calm and collected, belying the tense atmosphere that permeated the studio.

Linda stepped into the spotlight, his eyes blazing with conviction. "Thank you for having me," he began, his voice trembling with the weight of his message. "I cannot emphasize enough how vital it is for everyone to be vaccinated against this terrible virus. We've seen the devastation it has caused, and we must act now to prevent further loss of life."

"However, Mr. Montgomery," the anchor interjected, her gaze piercing through him, "some argue that we should focus on containment measures rather than vaccination efforts, given the limited resources we have at our disposal."

Linda's eyes widened, and his hands gestured emphatically, slicing through the air as if attempting to cut through the anchor's skepticism. "With all due respect, that is short-sighted thinking! We cannot afford to wait any longer. Vaccination is the key to stopping this nightmare!" He clenched his fists, his knuckles turning white under the strain.

The news anchor raised an eyebrow, seemingly unimpressed by Linda's dramatic display. "But there are concerns about the vaccine's safety, and whether it may have unintended side effects –"

"Enough!" Linda shouted, interrupting her mid-sentence. His face contorted with emotion, his eyes glistening as if on the verge of tears. "We cannot let fear hold us back! I've seen firsthand the suffering this virus has caused, and I refuse to stand idly by while lives are lost!"

He took a deep breath, composing himself, before continuing in a voice that trembled with conviction. "We must trust in science and our medical professionals. They have worked tirelessly to develop this vaccine, and it is our moral duty to support their efforts."

As Linda's impassioned speech echoed through the studio, he felt a fire burning within him, fueling his determination to make a difference in this devastated world. He would not be silenced, nor would he allow anyone to undermine the importance of vaccination in the fight against the zombie apocalypse.

The news anchor stared at him, her lips pursed tightly, leaving an unresolved tension hanging in the air. The camera continued to roll, capturing every second of this raw, emotional exchange. In that moment, Linda Montgomery's unwavering commitment to his cause was laid bare, his unique personality shining through the darkness of a world teetering on the brink of collapse.
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The news anchor leaned forward, her eyes narrowed, as she rebutted Linda's impassioned plea. "But Mr. Montgomery, don't you think it's essential to question the safety and efficacy of the vaccine? We've seen reports of people suffering from severe side effects."

"Of course, concerns should be addressed," Linda replied, his voice firm but measured. He swept a lock of hair back from his forehead, his hand trembling slightly. "But we must also recognize that the benefits far outweigh the risks. The zombies have decimated our world; they show no mercy, no compassion. The vaccine is our best hope for survival, for reclaiming our lives."

The news anchor tapped her pen against her notepad, her frustration evident in the sharp rhythm. "Mr. Montgomery, some argue that this vaccine was rushed to market without sufficient testing. How can we trust that it won't cause more harm than good?"

"Setbacks are inevitable in the face of such a monumental challenge," Linda countered, his voice rising with passion. "And yes, there may be some risks involved, but we cannot let fear paralyze us. We must stand united, trusting in the expertise of those who have dedicated their lives to finding a solution."

As he spoke, Linda clenched his fists at his sides, his knuckles turning white. The news anchor's attempts to remain composed were beginning to falter, her lips pressed into a thin line.

"Mr. Montgomery, I understand your point of view, but it's crucial for the public to have all the information before making such a life-altering decision," the news anchor insisted, her voice strained.

It was clear she was struggling to maintain her professional veneer, her grip on the pen so tight that her knuckles mirrored Linda's own. Linda could see the frustration simmering just beneath the surface, threatening to boil over.

"Indeed, information is power," Linda conceded, his eyes locked on the news anchor's. "But we must also remember that misinformation can be just as dangerous, if not more so. Fear-mongering and spreading baseless doubts serve only to undermine our efforts to rebuild what we've lost."

As the tension between them continued to escalate, Linda's mind raced with thoughts of all he had witnessed since the outbreak. He knew that every second they spent arguing was another moment wasted, another life potentially lost.

"Let us not forget," he added, his voice barely above a whisper but filled with conviction, "that inaction has consequences too."
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Linda's eyes blazed with determination as he leaned forward, addressing the news anchor with renewed vigor. "Let me make this crystal clear," he began, his voice infused with passion. "I've seen firsthand what this virus has done to our community, to our families. The devastation it leaves in its wake is something I wouldn't wish on my worst enemy."

The news anchor, her patience wearing thin, shot back, "Mr. Montgomery, that may be true, but we cannot simply force people to comply. What of personal freedoms, individual choice?"

As Linda listened to her challenge, his heart pounded in his chest, a mixture of anger and desperation coursing through his veins. He knew he couldn't afford to let her derail his message.

"Freedom?" he spat, an incredulous laugh escaping his lips. "What freedom is there in watching your loved ones succumb to this plague, knowing you could have done something to prevent it?" His breathing grew heavy as the weight of his words settled around them. 

"Mr. Montgomery, I understand where you're coming from, but we must also respect people's rights to make their own decisions," the news anchor countered firmly, her eyebrows knitting together as she struggled to maintain her professional tone.

As Linda absorbed her words, his mind screamed in protest. How could she not see the urgency, the lives hanging in the balance? Clenching his jaw, he fought to keep his emotions in check as he formed his rebuttal.

"Rights and freedoms are meaningless when our very existence is at stake!" Linda exclaimed, his voice cracking under the strain. "We must act now, before it's too late. We can no longer afford the luxury of endless debate or false pretenses of autonomy. Lives depend on it!"

In that moment, Linda's resolve solidified, his determination unwavering. He would not let anyone stand in the way of his mission to save what was left of humanity. With a final, resolute nod, he stared down the news anchor, daring her to challenge him once more.
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The studio lights cast a harsh glow on the two figures at the center of the room, intensifying the tension that hung in the air like a fog. The camera lens focused intently on Linda Montgomery and the news anchor, capturing every nuance of their impassioned exchange. Around them, the stage appeared to be in suspended animation; crew members stood frozen in place, holding their breath as they bore witness to the unfolding drama.

"Rights and freedoms are meaningless when our very existence is at stake!" Linda repeated, his words echoing against the sterile walls of the studio. It felt as though the newsroom was a bubble, momentarily insulated from the chaos raging outside.

As Linda stared down the news anchor, daring her to challenge him once more, he couldn't help but notice the reactions of those around them. A sound technician nervously adjusted his headphones, his eyes darting between the arguing pair, while a makeup artist bit her lip, her gaze locked on the floor. They were all part of the audience to this debate, their own opinions simmering beneath the surface of their expressions.

"Mr. Montgomery, your passion is commendable," said the anchor, her voice wavering slightly, "but we have to consider the long-term consequences of forcing people into vaccination."

Linda's heart hammered in his chest, his frustration boiling over into anger. "Long-term consequences?" he spat, hands clenched at his sides. "What about the immediate consequences of doing nothing? Can you not see the world crumbling around us?"

His words sent a shiver through the room, and he noticed the reactions of others shifting. The sound technician glanced away uncomfortably, while the makeup artist raised her eyes to meet Linda's, her expression a mixture of fear and agreement.

"Look, I'm not saying we do nothing," the anchor replied defensively, trying to regain control of the conversation. "I'm saying we need to find a middle ground that respects individual freedoms."

"Middle ground?" Linda scoffed, his eyes blazing with intensity. "There is no middle ground when it comes to saving lives!" He slammed his fist on the table between them, punctuating his declaration and sending a ripple of surprise through the room.

For a moment, the studio fell silent, the air thick with tension. As Linda surveyed the faces around him, he could see the impact of his words. Some appeared struck by the gravity of his argument, while others seemed more entrenched in their own beliefs than ever. But one thing was clear: Linda Montgomery's passionate plea had shaken the room to its core, leaving an indelible mark on all who had witnessed it.
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Outside, the once bustling cityscape served as a stark backdrop to their heated exchange. Crumbling buildings and abandoned cars painted a haunting picture of what had become the new normal. The once lively streets, now eerily quiet, were occasionally interrupted by distant screams or the guttural moans of the undead.

"Thank you, Mr. Montgomery, for your impassioned arguments," the news anchor managed through gritted teeth, attempting to wrap up the segment with some semblance of professionalism. "And thank you, viewers, for joining us. Stay tuned for further updates on this ongoing crisis."

As the camera lights dimmed, Linda could no longer contain his pent-up frustration. He stormed off the set, seething with anger at the stubbornness of the anchor and the world's refusal to see reason in these dire times.

In Linda's dressing room, he paced back and forth, replaying the debate in his head. How could they not understand? Vaccination was the key to survival, and yet people clung to their misguided beliefs, even as society crumbled around them. He couldn't help but feel responsible – if only he could make them see the truth.

"Mr. Montgomery?" A timid knock on the door pulled him from his thoughts. "I just wanted to say that I agree with you. We need to prioritize vaccination." It was the makeup artist from earlier, her face filled with determination.

"Thank you," Linda replied genuinely, touched by her support. "But I fear it might be too late for some."

"Maybe," she conceded. "But we can still make a difference for those who are willing to listen."

As they shared a solemn nod, Linda felt a renewed sense of purpose. Though the world outside was falling apart, there were still those who understood the gravity of the situation. And together, they would fight to save lives and restore humanity to its former glory.

With this newfound resolve, Linda Montgomery prepared to face the challenges that lay ahead. The next chapter of his life would be fraught with danger and despair, but he knew that he couldn't stand idly by while others suffered. With each passing day, new allies and obstacles would arise, shaping the course of his journey in ways he never could have anticipated. But one thing was certain: Linda's unwavering conviction would guide him through the darkest of times, as he fought for the greater good in a world teetering on the brink of collapse.
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A hush fell over the crowded room as Moscow Mitch entered, his tall and lean frame casting an ominous shadow over the sea of anxious faces. His reputation as a powerful and influential political figure preceded him, causing even the most boisterous of personalities to shrink in his presence. A cold, calculating demeanor seemed to radiate from him, as if he were a predator stalking its prey.

"Good evening," Moscow Mitch said with a thin smile that failed to reach his eyes. The tone was not welcoming but rather chilling, sending a shiver down the spines of those who dared to make eye contact with him.

"Evening, sir," replied a young staffer, attempting to hide the tremble in her voice. She couldn't shake the feeling that Mitch somehow knew her deepest secrets, the things she thought were hidden from the world.

The setting was a high-stakes political fundraiser, held in a lavish ballroom adorned with gleaming chandeliers and intricate tapestries. Beneath the opulence, however, lurked a palpable tension that weighed heavily on everyone present. Whispers of a mysterious illness spread like wildfire, fueling anxiety and speculation. How could someone as untouchable as Moscow Mitch fall victim to such a fate?

"Have you heard the rumors, sir?" another guest asked cautiously, unable to contain his curiosity. "About this... infection?"

Mitch's gaze locked onto the man, making him visibly flinch. He paused for a moment, allowing the anticipation to build before responding. "Rumors are just that – unsubstantiated gossip. I suggest you focus on more productive pursuits."

As Mitch turned away, his mind raced with thoughts about the approaching danger. If the rumors were true, how could he protect himself from the impending doom? And how would his enemies use this vulnerability against him?

"Enjoy the evening," Mitch called out to the room with a sardonic grin, aware of the unease that lingered in the air. He could feel their fear like electricity buzzing through his fingertips, and it only fueled his determination to maintain control – at any cost.

The guests exchanged nervous glances, wondering how and why someone as formidable as Moscow Mitch would become infected. As they sipped their champagne, anticipation gnawed at their insides, leaving them with an unsettling feeling that something terrible was about to happen. But what? And when?

"Sir, your speech is in an hour," a staffer reminded Mitch in a hushed tone.

"Thank you," he replied, his mind already formulating the words he would use to manipulate the room into submission. The game was far from over, and Moscow Mitch would not go down without a fight.
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The chandelier overhead cast a distorted shadow on the marble floor, its flickering light making Moscow Mitch's gaunt face seem even more sinister than usual. He prowled the room like a predator, his eyes locked on each of his unsuspecting guests, their ignorance almost amusing to him.

"Sir, your speech is in an hour," a staffer reminded Mitch in a hushed tone.

"Thank you," he replied, his mind already formulating the words he would use to manipulate the room into submission. The game was far from over, and Moscow Mitch would not go down without a fight.

"Is everything all right, Mitch?" asked Senator Jacobs, his voice unsteady as he approached Moscow Mitch.

"Everything is under control, Senator," Mitch responded with a sly smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. "But I must tell you, there have been some... unusual occurrences lately."

"Unusual? What do you mean?" Senator Jacobs questioned, intrigued by the mysterious tone of Mitch's voice.

"Let's just say I've acquired certain... abilities," Moscow Mitch hinted cryptically, allowing a shadow of darkness to pass over his face before continuing. "Abilities that can be both a blessing and a curse."

Senator Jacobs shifted uncomfortably, feeling the weight of Moscow Mitch's words settle heavily in his chest. He knew better than to pry further, but his curiosity gnawed at him relentlessly.

"Abilities?" he echoed cautiously, watching as Mitch's malevolent grin grew wider.

"Indeed, Senator," Mitch replied, his voice dripping with malice. "Soon, you'll see for yourself."

As if on cue, a server approached with a tray of hors d'oeuvres. Moscow Mitch's eyes locked onto a single bite-sized morsel, the edges tinged with an unnatural green hue. Despite the unsettling appearance, he reached out and plucked it from the tray, popping it into his mouth with a sinister grin.

"Delicious," he remarked, wiping a smudge of green from his lips. "Simply to die for."

It started with a shudder – a small, almost imperceptible tremor that rippled through Moscow Mitch's body. His eyes widened in shock as the room seemed to spin around him. A sudden wave of nausea washed over him, and he clutched at his stomach, staggering back from the crowd.

"Help... me..." he whispered hoarsely, his voice barely audible over the collective gasp of horror that filled the room.

Senator Jacobs stood frozen, unable to tear his eyes away from the gruesome transformation unfolding before him. As Moscow Mitch's body convulsed, his once-imposing figure now weakened and vulnerable, Jacobs couldn't help but feel a strange mixture of terror and satisfaction – a sense that perhaps the universe was finally balancing the scales.

"Is this what you meant by 'abilities,' Mitch?" Senator Jacobs murmured under his breath, though he knew there would be no answer.

For Moscow Mitch, the moment of infection had arrived – and with it, a new chapter of fear and chaos was about to begin.
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"Clear the room!" someone yelled, but it was already too late. Moscow Mitch's eyes rolled back in his head, revealing bloodshot whites that gleamed against the dim lighting. His skin took on a sickly pallor as he stumbled towards a group of petrified onlookers who scrambled to escape his reach.

"Get away from him!" Senator Jacobs barked, grabbing chairs to form a makeshift barricade. Frantic whispers and cries of panic filled the air, punctuated by violent crashes as people knocked over tables and decorations in their desperation to flee.

"God help us all," Jacobs muttered, watching with morbid fascination as Moscow Mitch lunged at a young intern, sinking his teeth into her arm. Her screams echoed through the room, sending chills down everyone's spine.

"Help me! Please, someone!" she shrieked, tears streaming down her face. But no one dared to approach the monstrous figure that Moscow Mitch had become.

"Enough!" A booming voice cut through the chaos, and all eyes turned to the doorway where Reverend Deacon Charles Whitfield stood, his commanding presence silencing the cacophony of terror. "Fear not, for the Lord is with us!"

"Reverend Whitfield, what are we supposed to do?" a trembling woman cried out, clutching her purse to her chest like a lifeline.

"Pray, my child," he replied, his eyes alight with fervor. "And trust that God will guide us through this tribulation."

"Is this... the end times?" someone whispered, and Reverend Whitfield seized the opportunity to rally the crowd, his charismatic magnetism drawing them in like moths to a flame.

"Perhaps," he said, his voice low and resonant. "But we must stand strong in our faith and trust that the Almighty will deliver us from this evil. Now, let us pray."

"Reverend, I don't think praying is going to help," Senator Jacobs interjected, his gaze never leaving the zombified Moscow Mitch who was now shambling towards another victim. "We need a plan – some way to contain this... thing."

"Senator Jacobs, you of little faith!" Reverend Whitfield rebuked him sharply, casting a disapproving glance in his direction. "Do not underestimate the power of prayer. Now, join hands with your brothers and sisters, and let us seek the Lord's guidance together."

As the crowd reluctantly complied, Senator Jacobs couldn't shake the feeling that they were playing right into Reverend Whitfield's hands. But with no better options, he reluctantly joined the circle, silently praying that salvation would come before it was too late.
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As Reverend Whitfield raised his hands in prayer, the room seemed to slow down for a moment, the chaos and panic of Moscow Mitch's transformation temporarily eclipsed by the evangelical leader's powerful presence. His eyes burned with conviction as he called upon the divine, and for a moment, it seemed that even the zombified figure of Moscow Mitch paused to listen.

"O, Lord," Reverend Whitfield intoned, his voice resonating throughout the room like the tolling of a great bell, "we beseech you to deliver us from this scourge which has befallen your children. We acknowledge our sins and humbly ask for Your forgiveness."

As the reverend continued his impassioned speech, Senator Jacobs couldn't help but notice the way people in the room were hanging onto his every word, their expressions rapt with a mixture of fear and awe. He knew all too well the power that men like Charles Whitfield wielded, not through brute force like Moscow Mitch, but through the subtle art of manipulation and persuasion.

"Is this not a sign of Your displeasure, O Lord?" Reverend Whitfield continued, gesturing dramatically toward the still-snarling Moscow Mitch. "Has our wickedness brought this curse upon ourselves?"

As if on cue, a scream rent the air, shattering the fragile silence the reverend had conjured. In the corner of the room, Mitch lunged at a terrified man, his teeth sinking into flesh. The spell was broken, and the congregation erupted into pandemonium once more.

"God has spoken!" shouted Reverend Whitfield, raising his arms to the heavens. "This is divine retribution for our sins! Repent now, or suffer the same fate!"

Senator Jacobs clenched his fists, his knuckles turning white with frustration. He knew that Moscow Mitch's transformation was neither supernatural nor divine punishment, but the result of a virus. Yet, he couldn't deny the effectiveness of Reverend Whitfield's rhetoric in controlling the crowd. The fear in their eyes had been replaced with an almost feverish devotion to the man who claimed to be their salvation.

"Reverend," he hissed under his breath, grabbing Whitfield's arm, "this isn't helping! We need to focus on getting everyone out of here safely."

Reverend Whitfield shot him a dark glare, the fire in his eyes refusing to dim. "I am doing what is necessary to save these souls, Senator," he replied icily. "Perhaps you should consider where your own loyalties lie – with the living or the damned?"

As Moscow Mitch continued his rampage, it was hard not to see the stark contrast between the two figures who held the room in thrall: one through terror and violence, the other through manipulation and deceit. And as Senator Jacobs looked around at the frightened faces surrounding him, he couldn't help but wonder which of them was truly the more dangerous.
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Senator Jacobs scanned the room, taking in the varying reactions of those around him. A group of Reverend Whitfield's devout followers huddled together, whispering fervent prayers while casting fearful glances at Moscow Mitch. Meanwhile, a young couple stood frozen in terror, their eyes wide and unblinking as they stared at the horrifying scene before them.

"Please, listen to reason!" Senator Jacobs implored, turning to address the congregation. "This is not some divine curse. It's a virus, and we need to act quickly if we're going to stop its spread."

A middle-aged man stepped forward, his face flushed with anger and disbelief. "Are you suggesting that our Reverend is lying to us?" he demanded, his voice trembling with emotion. "He has led us through every trial and tribulation, and now you dare to question his word?"

Senator Jacobs sighed, running a hand through his hair as he struggled to find the words that might convince them. "I'm not questioning his faith," he replied, his voice laced with desperation. "But this is a matter of science, not religion. We have to approach it rationally if we want to save lives."

Reverend Whitfield, sensing the growing divide among his flock, raised his hands to silence the murmurs spreading throughout the room. "My dear brothers and sisters," he began, his voice dripping with honeyed sincerity, "we must remember that there is more than one way to interpret the will of the Lord. Perhaps He has sent this plague upon us as a test – to separate the true believers from the doubters and the blasphemers."

As he continued speaking, Jacobs could see the resolve in his followers' eyes harden, their fear giving way to a renewed sense of purpose. He felt his heart sink, knowing that he was fighting a losing battle against the power of blind faith.

"Reverend Whitfield," he whispered, desperation etching itself across his face. "This isn't about faith or doubt. People are dying, and we need to do something. You have the power to lead your followers in a direction that will save lives, not condemn them."

"Senator Jacobs," Reverend Whitfield replied, his voice cold and unwavering, "I am doing exactly what the Lord has called me to do. The question is, are you prepared to do the same?"

As Moscow Mitch's moans echoed throughout the room, Senator Jacobs knew that time was running out – both for those already infected and for those who had yet to fall under the spell of Reverend Whitfield's twisted gospel. With a heavy heart, he took a deep breath and prepared himself for the difficult battle ahead, determined to save as many lives as he could, even if it meant standing against a man who claimed to speak for God Himself.
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The walls of the room shook as Moscow Mitch's moans grew louder and more guttural, his face contorted in agony. The crowd around him backed away in terror, unsure of what would happen next. Reverend Whitfield continued to preach, using the chaos to strengthen his control over his followers.

"Behold, my brothers and sisters!" he cried out, pointing a trembling finger at the writhing form of Moscow Mitch. "The divine wrath of the Lord has come upon this sinner! Let his suffering be a lesson to us all!"

As if on cue, Moscow Mitch let out a primal scream that sent chills down the spines of everyone present. His body convulsed violently before becoming unnaturally still. The room fell silent, every eye fixed on him in anticipation. Suddenly, with an eerie creaking sound, Mitch's limbs began to move again – but this time, it was clear that something was terribly wrong.

"Stay back!" Senator Jacobs yelled, trying to maintain order amidst the growing panic. "Don't let him touch you!"

Moscow Mitch lunged forward, his eyes glassy and vacant as he grabbed one of Whitfield's followers by the arm. The man shrieked in pain and horror as Mitch's nails sank into his flesh, drawing blood. In mere moments, the infection spread through the man's veins, turning him into another mindless, shambling monster.

"Father, save us!" someone screamed, their voice barely audible above the cacophony of terrified cries.

"Everyone, get out
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