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    To the star-chasers and cosmic dreamers, to the pioneers of science and imagination—past, present, and future—who illuminate the universe and inspire new worlds. And to Carl Sagan, whose wonder of the cosmos continues to guide us among the stars.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Since the dawn of time, humanity and technology have walked hand in hand, driven by an unyielding curiosity that has brought us to the edge of the impossible. The stars call to us, and we will answer. Close or far from the cradle of our birth, humanity will endure, venturing among the cosmos until the end of time.
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A Note from the Author

In the aftermath of first contact, the crew of the Odyssey must navigate the fine line between awe and vigilance. The Caraliens have awakened—but so too have the shadows of a long-buried war.

Where Book One explored discovery and wonder, this volume explores trust, diplomacy, and the price of survival. Old enemies stir, alliances take shape, and the weight of ancient choices returns to haunt the future.

The journey continues—not just through space, but through history, memory, and the fragile hope that peace can prevail where war once ruled.

— DAVID JOSEPH

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – Sleeping Beauty
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A soft, low-frequency sound wave rippled through the air, emanating from the five stasis pods in the lab. The air around the crew compressed and decompressed, creating an odd sensation that sent ripples through the atmosphere. Captain Zulu, Shepard, and the rest of the crew inside the quarantine-sealed lab felt the pressure building up.
Ninil and Ishtar exchanged a glance, their expressions tense. Ninil finally broke the silence. "Can you feel that?"
Zulu’s helmet display flashed with warning signals as he responded. "Yeah, my suit’s picking up an irregular anomaly." His voice was calm, but the tightness in his jaw betrayed his discomfort. He looked over at Shepard, whose suit was also showing signs of the anomaly, though the commander’s face remained focused, his eyes closed, trying to withstand the intense sensation.
Both men stood their ground, maintaining their composure despite the rising pressure. But the rest of the crew wasn’t as fortunate. One by one, Tashia, James, and their team began to collapse, their heavy mechanical armour suits thudding onto the ground. Distorted ripples in the air shimmered around them, overwhelming their senses and pulling them into unconsciousness.
Aria instantly detected the anomaly and sprang into action, her voice cutting sharply through the comms. "Captain, there’s a rapid atmospheric shift inside the lab. I’m recalibrating the pressure to compensate, but it’s having no effect."
The transparent metal windows of the sealed chamber started to vibrate, trembling with faint ripples that grew in distorted wavy patterns, stronger with each passing second. Outside the quarantine room, the remaining science crew scrambled to alert the medical team, who rushed to prepare for emergency response. Silence pressed down over them, like a held breath, everyone on edge as they waited for the environment to stabilise.
Amid the chaos, Ninil and Ishtar remained unaffected. Ninil, her expression unreadable, walked calmly toward Princess Odriin’s stasis pod. She placed her hands on the pod, tracing the surface until several control symbols emerged from the pod’s smooth exterior. Without hesitation, she began realigning them.
Shepard, still reeling from the pressure, opened one eye just enough to see Ninil working on the pod. "What... is she doing?"
Captain Zulu barely managed a nod toward Ninil. "I hope.... fixing this."
Ishtar, who had been standing quietly at the edge of the room, made her move. Despite her earlier vow not to interfere in human affairs, she stepped forward. Without exchanging a word with Ninil, Ishtar mirrored her movements, realigning the symbols on the opposite side of Princess Odriin's pod. The symbols on both sides began to glow softly, syncing with the other four pods.
Suddenly, the pressure inside the room ceased. The atmosphere felt normal again, the vibrating windows stilled, and the atmosphere stabilised. Aria’s voice came over the comms, her tone steady but with an edge of confusion. "Atmospheric pressure is back to normal. But I couldn’t make the adjustment. Something else... external, intervened."
Tashia, groaning as she regained consciousness, looked around at her fellow scientists, who were also stirring. "What.... what just happened?"
Doctor James rubbed his helmet, blinking rapidly as he tried to gather his bearings. "I felt like my skull was being crushed. What the hell was that?"
Captain Zulu, his breathing now back to normal, opened his eyes and exhaled. "Good question. Doctor?"
Shepard stretched his neck, shaking off the tension. "Same here. What on Mars just hit us?"
Ninil, stepping back from Princess Odriin’s pod, calmly addressed the crew. "I believe what you all just experienced was a defence mechanism triggered by the pods. When they began to open, they released a wave of energy to scan the environment, likely to determine if it was safe for them to fully open. That energy is part of their exotic matter technology."
Aria chimed in; her tone thoughtful. "That makes sense. I detected the energy signature, but I couldn’t compensate for it. It wasn’t like anything we’ve encountered before."
Ishtar, still standing near the Princess’s pod, nodded slowly. "The Caral species has come a long way since we last interacted with them. Their mastery over exotic matter has evolved significantly. Even in this heavily shielded lab, I can feel traces of that energy all around us."
Tashia, now back on her feet, raised an eyebrow. "Exotic matter? Are you saying this technology goes beyond anything we can understand?"
Ishtar turned to face her, her gaze serious. "Yes. Three hundred thousand cycles ago, we helped guide their species when they first began experimenting with exotic matter. They were on the verge of a catastrophe that would have fractured their reality, and we intervened. Since then, they’ve advanced beyond what even we could have predicted."
"Three hundred millennia?" James muttered, incredulous. "And they’re still around?"
Ninil nodded, her expression unreadable. "Their civilisation survived, but it’s clear they’ve continued to evolve in ways even we didn’t anticipate. Their language, their technology, it’s more complex now, but there are still echoes of what they were."
Captain Zulu folded his arms, listening intently. "So, what do we do now? If these pods are scanning us, does that mean they’re going to open?"
Ninil glanced at the pods, then back at Zulu. "I am not sure, Captain. I believe the energy scan was a preliminary check. The symbols we aligned on the Princess’s pod connected her stasis system to the other four. But full activation may take time." 
Ishtar continued, "Captain, these symbols are almost identical to the ones they used long ago. We've aligned them to form a phrase that means 'Together we are one.' The stasis pods are interconnected, like parts of a puzzle. They rely on each other to function correctly. I believe, if even one is missing or incomplete, the others won’t fully activate."
Shepard, still standing near the pods, shook his head. "That’s comforting," he said dryly. "So, we’re basically sitting on a ticking bomb that may or may not open up depending on how happy these things are with their surroundings?"
Tashia shot him a look. "I don’t think that’s quite how it works, Shepard."
"Maybe not," Shepard replied, "but it sure feels like it."
Captain Zulu exhaled slowly, weighing their options. "Alright. We’ve stabilised the situation for now, but we can’t afford to be complacent. Ninil, and Ishtar, I want you both to monitor these pods closely. Aria, keep analysing the data and see if you can predict when the next phase of activation might occur."
Ninil nodded. "We will, Captain. But be prepared, if these pods are linked to the Princess’s ship, we may need to return there sooner than we thought."
James, who had been studying the pods from a distance, glanced at Zulu. "And what if something happens before then? If that energy wave hits again, we might not be so lucky next time."
Zulu met his gaze, his expression firm. "That’s why we’ll be ready. We don’t leave anything to chance."
As the crew slowly recovered from the incident, the tension in the air didn’t dissipate. The pods, glowing softly in the dim light of the lab, held their secrets close. Whatever lay inside them, it was clear that the crew of the Odyssey was only beginning to understand the magnitude of what they had discovered.
Shepard, ever the pragmatist, broke the silence. "Well, Captain, I guess the real question is, what happens when these things finally wake up?"
Zulu didn’t answer immediately. He turned, staring at the pulsating pods, their soft hum filling the air. "We’ll find out soon enough, Commander," he said quietly. "And whatever happens, we’ll be ready."
A day had passed since the stasis pod incident, and the crew aboard the Odyssey was still processing what had transpired. Captain Zulu, Commander Shepard, Professor Tashia, Doctor James, and their respective teams had taken a much-needed break, retreating to their quarters for rest. Only a skeleton crew of scientists, along with Ninil and Ishtar, remained to monitor the situation in the heavily shielded laboratory.
Outside the lab, six heavily armed soldiers stood guard, their imposing figures clad in armoured spacesuits as a precaution. Captain Zulu had become convinced that those suits had saved their lives when the pods activated their scanning systems, utilising exotic matter technology. From now on, everyone stationed on Deck 11, the scientific deck, was required to wear a heavy armoured spacesuit at all times.
As Captain Zulu paced in his quarters, he received a call from Ninil, who was back in the lab with Aria. The holographic comms flickered to life in the centre of Zulu’s living quarters. Sensing something significant, Zulu straightened up, preparing himself for the conversation.
"Captain," Ninil’s voice came through with a sense of urgency. "I believe we need to compare the data you retrieved from Earth with what we found on the Erebus. This might help us understand more about what we’re dealing with."
Zulu's brow furrowed as he processed her words. "Go ahead, Ninil. What exactly are you thinking?"
Ninil motioned to the holographic projection that appeared simultaneously in both the lab and Zulu’s quarters, thanks to Aria’s seamless coordination. "Aria has already pulled up both data sets, Captain. There's a remarkable resemblance between the symbols you discovered on Earth and those found aboard the Erebus."
Zulu leaned closer, studying the projections. "I noticed similar symbols when Shepard was on the Erebus. But could this just be a coincidence?" he asked, scepticism lacing his voice.
Aria’s calm, analytical tone cut through the air. "Captain, I’ve already run an initial comparison. The evidence suggests it’s not a coincidence. The symbols found on Earth appear to be an earlier, more refined version of what we’ve uncovered on the alien ship."
Zulu considered this for a moment, the weight of their discovery sinking in. "So, these symbols might share a common origin," he mused, "which means the connections between the two are deeper than we thought."
Professor Tashia, coming out of the PhotonScrub shower, overhearing the discussion as she entered the living room, raised an eyebrow. "Are you suggesting the language we found on the Erebus could be a proto-language of what’s on Earth?"
"Exactly," Ninil confirmed. "The symbols on Erebus seem to be primitive compared to what the one we discovered on Earth, but the connections are there. Ishtar suggested the same after reviewing the data."
Ishtar, standing quietly nearby, nodded in agreement. "Captain, the symbols you’ve found on Earth may be a more advanced form of their language or it could well be a different dialect altogether."
Aria’s holographic form brightened, her tone tinged with excitement. "Exactly! We can apply comparative methods to trace the evolution of their language. By analysing the similarities and differences between both sets of symbols, we may finally be able to fully translate these enigmatic markings. Right now, we’re 98% there, but the meaning remains incomplete. These symbols could be the missing pieces, Captain! For the first time, we’d have a completely new language, and it’s not human. With this, we could configure our universal translator to their language!"
Professor Tashia, who had been following the conversation closely, interjected. "Aria, what about the S.O.S. message you decoded earlier? Can’t that be factored in when analysing the symbols?"
Aria’s projection flickered as she responded, "Sofia Martinez and I have already examined that, Professor, but the language is incredibly intricate. It’s not just a matter of translating words; they have layers of meaning, which makes it more complex."
Captain Zulu stroked his chin thoughtfully. "If we can figure out how their language evolved, we might gain insights not just into their culture, but also into their technology and intentions."
"Exactly, Captain!" Aria replied. "Sofia and I have been working tirelessly on this cryptographic puzzle. But this... this could be the breakthrough we’ve been waiting for!"
Commander Shepard, who had arrived at the lab a little earlier and had been quietly observing from a corner, finally spoke up. "Captain, this isn’t just about understanding their language. If we figure this out, it could give us an advantage if things take a turn. If this language controls their tech, knowing how to read it could be our key to survival."
Zulu nodded in agreement. "You’re right, Commander. The more we understand, the better prepared we’ll be for any surprises."
Doctor James, who had just returned to the group after some much-needed rest, crossed his arms, his face sceptical. "Captain, while this all sounds promising, we’re making some huge leaps here. Just because the symbols line up doesn’t mean we’ll be able to decode them, let alone use the language to our advantage."
Tashia stepped in, her voice calm but firm. "James, the greatest discoveries often start with small connections. We’re not expecting instant results, but this comparison gives us a direction. These symbols might hold the key to understanding the Caral’s mastery over exotic matter. It’s worth pursuing."
James sighed, his scepticism still evident, but he wasn’t dismissing the idea outright. "Alright, Tashia, I see where you’re coming from. I just hope we’re not underestimating the complexity of this language or the tech behind it. We’re dealing with concepts far beyond anything we’ve ever encountered."
Tashia smiled, understanding James’s concerns. "No one’s saying it’ll be easy. But every piece of information brings us closer to understanding. We’ll take it one step at a time."
With the debate settled for now, Captain Zulu glanced at Aria’s holographic form. "Aria, proceed with the comparison and keep us updated. This could be the key we’ve been missing." 
Aria’s holographic eyes sparkled with determination as she responded, “On it, Captain. This is going to be monumental!”
Captain Zulu, watching the flicker of energy in her holographic form, couldn't help but smile. “Aria,” he said warmly, “you’ve really outdone yourself. You’re looking more human every day.”
A soft smile spread across Aria’s face, her features softening in response. “Thank you, Captain,” she replied, her voice carrying a hint of warmth that hadn’t been there before. “I’ve been working on my appearance, hoping to get it just right.”
Zulu’s gaze lingered for a moment, a rare softness in his tone. “Well, I’d say you’ve succeeded.”
For the briefest moment, there was an almost human pause between them, a quiet connection forming in the space where machine and man met. The Captain’s compliment hung in the air, and Aria’s gentle smile remained, her glowing presence just a little bit brighter.
Ishtar stepped forward, her expression calm but firm. "Doctor James, I understand your scepticism, but this language is more than just symbols on a holo display. It’s an integrated part of their biology, their culture, and they’re very being. If we’re going to make sense of the Caral, this is how we start."
There was a moment of silence as everyone absorbed Ishtar’s words. Even James seemed to take a step back, realising the depth of the challenge they faced.
Captain Zulu broke the silence. "All right, we proceed with the language comparison. Ninil, Ishtar, and Aria... coordinate with Sofia and get to work on deciphering the symbols. Tashia, James, I want both of you ready in case we need a medical or scientific response to any further pod activations."
Shepard gave a quick salute. "And I’ll keep my team on standby, Captain. If anything starts to go wrong, we’ll be ready to move in."
Zulu nodded. "Good. Everyone, stay alert
As Captain Zulu was about to end the holographic comms with Aria, another voice called out in the background of the lab. "Got it!" Ninil’s excited voice echoed through the chamber.
Zulu paused, his hand hovering over the console. "Ninil, say that again. You got what?" he asked, his tone a mix of curiosity and urgency.
Ninil responded. "Captain, I think I know how to open the pods. It works on sound wave frequencies. If we take a look at the symbols at the bottom of the pods.  When my species, we, visited them last, these symbols were their sound frequencies, what they used to call music."
Professor Tashia, who had been standing just behind Zulu with her hands resting gently on his shoulders, leaned forward. "So, we should build a frequency generator to replicate those sounds and run through different frequencies from low to high?" she asked, with excitement in her voice.
Doctor James, standing in the lab beside Ninil, interjected. "I already have a frequency sound generator in the medical bay. It can generate any frequency, though only one at a time."
Ninil nodded, gesturing toward the pods. "Look at the corner of the pods’ locking mechanisms. There are three different coloured dots: green, orange, and white. I believe that once we match their frequencies, these dots will light up one by one. When all three are illuminated, I believe the pods should open then."
Zulu processed this, then nodded decisively. "Alright, Doctor, bring your sound generator to the science deck. Tashia, get your team and work with Ninil to modify the generator so it can run through the necessary frequencies. Shepard," Zulu added, turning to the Commander on his comms, "make sure your soldiers are standing by outside the shielded lab. I want everyone on Deck 11 in full armoured spacesuits until we’re absolutely sure there’s no threat. So far, the stasis pods haven’t emitted any harmful radiation nor crazy waves, but better safe than sorry."
The crew wasted no time. James went to retrieve the frequency generator while Tashia went straight to the lab to join Ninil and her team to make the necessary modifications. Shepard and his team stood guard outside the lab, their armoured suits on, weapons at the ready, just in case something unexpected occurred.
Once everything was set, Tashia stepped forward and smiled at James. "Doctor, care to do the honours?"
James, with a mixture of anticipation and caution, activated the modified frequency generator. A soft hum filled the room, steadily rising as the device climbed to 430 Hz. The faint glow of a green light flickered to life, growing stronger with each increment. As the frequency hit 432 Hz, the pods’ green indicators flared to full brightness, shining as vividly as distant stars.
"That’s one," James muttered under his breath.
The generator shifted frequencies, moving up slowly to 963 Hz. The orange light flickered and then glowed brightly.
"And that’s two," Tashia whispered, her eyes glued to the pods.
Finally, as the generator hit 1000 Hz, the white light lit up, and a soft vibration began to ripple through the pods. With a gentle, almost elegant motion, the covers of the stasis pods retracted, revealing the figures inside.
Zulu, Tashia, and Doctor James stepped closer, eyes widening in shock. Before them lay five humanoid figures, strikingly beautiful and eerily human-like. Their features, their skin, even their expressions seemed so.... familiar.
James was the first to speak, his voice tinged with disbelief. "Is this a joke? A prank from the universe? How is it possible that these aliens look exactly like us?"
Ninil and Ishtar exchanged a glance, and then Ishtar stepped forward. "Captain, Doctor, last time we encountered these beings, they didn’t look human at all, not one bit. It’s either they’ve evolved to resemble humans, or their technology scanned your forms and adapted accordingly, choosing this as a safer form for interaction."
Ninil nodded in agreement. "Their stasis pods are incredibly sophisticated. It’s likely, that they scanned all of you when you entered the room and selected forms that would be familiar and non-threatening. They might have chosen face structures, builds, and even skin tones based on what they deemed most appropriate for peaceful contact."
Zulu looked back at the stasis pods. The princess, Odriin, lay peacefully asleep, her dark brown skin contrasting gently against the blueish hue of the pod. The four others were lighter brown, all young, seemingly in their early thirties, and in perfect health. Their faces were serene, as if they were merely resting, unaware of the chaos they had caused upon their discovery.
"Unbelievable," Zulu murmured, still trying to process what he was seeing.
Tashia, standing beside him, placed a hand on his arm. "It’s more than we could have hoped for, Captain. They look just like us. It’ll make communication and understanding... so much easier."
James, still sceptical but slowly accepting the reality, nodded. "At least they don’t look hostile. That’s something."
Shepard, who had been silently observing from just outside the lab’s quarantine entrance, opened the sealed door and stepped into the quarantine room. His eyes swept over the humanoids in the pods, his expression unreadable. "Captain, if they scanned us and chose to take our form, we need to be cautious. If they have that level of technology, there’s no telling what else they’re capable of."
Zulu nodded, still watching the sleeping figures. "You’re right, Commander. We’ll proceed carefully. But for now, this is a good sign. If they resemble us, there’s a chance we can communicate, even cooperate."
Ninil stepped forward, her voice calm and reassuring. "They’re sleeping peacefully, Captain. There’s no sign of danger. I believe they knew this was a safe place the moment their pods opened."
Ishtar agreed. "The fact that they look like you are a positive indicator. It means they’re willing to engage on your terms. Whatever their original form was, they’ve chosen this one for a reason."
Zulu, feeling a wave of relief, allowed himself to relax slightly. "Let’s just hope that reason is peaceful."
As the crew stood in awe of the humanoids before them, the tension in the air slowly began to dissipate. The fear of the unknown had been momentarily replaced by a sense of wonder. The aliens, now so familiar in appearance, seemed less like a threat and more like a bridge between two worlds.
Zulu watched the peaceful figures in the stasis pods and spoke softly, “Let them rest.” He paused for a moment before turning his attention to Aria. “Aria, can you arrange some clothes for these five humanoids and a warm sheet to cover them? Their nakedness might make things a bit awkward when they wake up.”
Aria’s holographic form shimmered as she responded, “Right away, Captain.”
Before Aria could act, Doctor James spoke up, his tone cautionary. “Captain, I wouldn’t recommend moving them or even covering them just yet. They’re still in their stasis pods, and we don’t fully understand the process they’re going through. It’s best to leave them as they are until they wake on their own.”
Professor Tashia, standing next to Zulu, nodded in agreement. “James is right. Any interference, even something as small as covering them, could disrupt their recovery. We don’t know how sensitive their stasis systems are.”
Zulu sighed but nodded. “Alright, no unnecessary risks. We’ll wait for them to wake naturally, but let’s have everything ready for when they do.”
With that, the crew quietly left the lab, leaving behind the five sleeping beings, aliens who, for now, looked just like them.
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Chapter 2 – My name is Odriin
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Captain Zulu was sound asleep in his quarters, gently holding his wife, when he was abruptly awoken by a holographic comm from Aria. The soft glow of the hologram filled the room as Aria, now appearing in a United Earth of Planets uniform, leaned forward slightly, her tone urgent but calm.
"Captain, Captain, wake up," Aria’s voice insisted, breaking the quiet. Zulu stirred, sitting up at the edge of the bed, still half-asleep.
"What is it, Aria?" Zulu asked, rubbing his eyes.
"Princess Odriin is awake," Aria replied. "She’s requested a glass of water."
Zulu raised an eyebrow. "That’s all she wanted. Just water?"
Aria hesitated for a moment, then continued. "No, Captain. She also requested to see the person in charge of this ship. She knows your name and she also asked to see Professor Tashia McColl. The rest of her companions are still asleep, but she’s also asked for sustenance."
"Alright," Zulu replied, nodding as he processed the information. He glanced over at Tashia, who was already awake, listening to the conversation.
Tashia smiled at Aria’s holographic form and said, "Aria, you’re looking more human every day with that projection. It’s almost like talking to a person."
Aria tilted her head slightly, her expression curious. "Is it bothering you, Professor? I can revert to my previous form if you prefer or just remain a voice around the ship’s consoles."
Zulu intervened, shaking his head. "No, Aria, it’s perfect. It’s good that we can put a face to our AI now. I think the crew’s getting used to it."
"Thank you, Captain," Aria said with a soft smile. "It was a gift from Ninil and Ishtar. They thought that, like them, I should have a more physical presence. It makes interacting with humans more.... pleasant."
Zulu nodded. "I know, Aria. Ninil wanted to express her gratitude for letting them stay onboard and integrate with the crew. I asked Nova to assign one of the engineers to work with Alexander on expanding your projection capabilities throughout the ship."
Tashia chuckled, flashing a grin. "Ah, so that’s where the pretty face comes from?" she teased, her laugh light and playful.
"I believe so, Professor," Aria responded with a playful gleam in her holographic eyes.
A short time later, Zulu and Tashia arrived on deck 11, dressed in their armoured suits. As they passed, the soldiers stationed at the entrance saluted them. The couple nodded in return before stepping into the sealed lab, where the first door closed behind them as they walked through a transparent quarantine tunnel. The second door slid open, and they entered the lab.
Princess Odriin was already awake, sitting upright in her stasis pod, her eyes fixed on Zulu as he approached. Her gaze briefly travelled over his armour, as though she was trying to determine if it was part of his anatomy or just a suit.
Zulu stopped a few feet from the pod, meeting her eyes. Odriin began speaking in her native language, a language that, surprisingly, the ship’s universal translator quickly deciphered, thanks to Aria, Specialist Sofia Martinez and the multidimensional beings.
"We are the Caraliens," she began, her voice calm but authoritative. "We come from beyond your horizon, refugees of a distant war. Our people lost several worlds in another galaxy and were forced to flee. This ship was among the final fleet of a hundred battleships and civilian vessels to navigate the Celestial Passages into this galaxy. We fought fiercely, destroying many enemy ships, but our Celestial Passage Station was destroyed prematurely during our traverse through its Subspace Conduit. The destruction severed the temporal gateway, crippling our engines and damaging most of the ship’s outer structure, throwing us drastically off course from our intended destination."
She paused her expression a poignant mix of sorrow and resolve. "Faced with the extensive damage and the aftermath of our battle with the Tot Empire, I made the choice to enter stasis alongside my crew and the inhabitants of the mothership. I transmitted a distress signal, hoping that one day our people would discover us, while also giving the ship's organic auto-repair systems time to restore its functionality. Countless years have passed since we entered stasis."
Captain Zulu, still taking in her words, nodded slowly. "I believe a void of a hundred aeons separates us.... that’s quite a long time. But we’re glad we could find you, Princess."
"I thank you
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