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    To the rebels, the dreamers, and the beautifully broken—this is for you.
For those who wear scars as strength,and cracks as proof they chose to createeven when the world said they couldn't.
For my family—my first foundation,whose love taught me that true power needs no sacrifice.
For my friends—my light in the dark,who showed me that even shattered stars still guide others home.
And for you, reader—may these pages remind you:even fractures let in light,and every broken piece tells a story of resilience.
You are a universe—expanding, evolving,and infinitely worthy of wonder.
We are Fractureborn.There is power in our pieces,and grace in how we rise.
—Udit Vashisht

      

    



  	
        
            
            We are all Fractureborn—scattered, yet singular; broken, yet boundless. There is power in our pieces, meaning in our cracks, and divinity in our defiance.
This is for those who have been told they were too much, or not enough—for those who turned their scars into maps and their wounds into wisdom.
You were never meant to fit neatly into someone else's world.You were meant to build your own.
Remember: even shattered things reflect brilliance. Even scattered constellations tell a story. You are not a fragment. You are a universe—expanding, evolving, and eternally worthy.
Carry your cracks with pride.It is through our breaks that the light within meets the light beyond.
— Udit Vashisht
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​Introduction
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To the silent architects of the impossible, the nameless beings who, from the ashes of a near-obliterated reality, seeded the cosmos with the potential for wonder. To the abstract forces of Voidmortis, Chronosynapse, and Astralymph, whose eternal dance of conflict, guided by a subtle hand, forged the very framework of existence. To the concept of ‘Aetherium,’ the foundational essence, the cosmic gardener’s patient sowing, which bloomed into the boundless diversity of ‘origin core,’ the very lifeblood of this universe. This story is an exploration of the echoes of your grand design, a testament to the intricate balance you established, and a humble attempt to navigate the infinite possibilities born from your intervention. May the unfolding narrative honor the profound mysteries of your actions and inspire a deeper appreciation for the grand, interconnected tapestry of all that is, was, and ever will be. This work is dedicated to the infinite potential that lies dormant within every particle, waiting for the right spark, the right moment, to awaken and shape its own destiny within the vast, breathtaking expanse of the cosmos.
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Chapter 1 Echoes of the Supernova
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The Genesis of all that Is, and the Scar that Defines It

Millennia ago, the cosmic tapestry, once a vibrant and seamless expanse, was ripped asunder. The universe, in its nascent form, teetered on the precipice of utter annihilation, not by the slow, predictable decay of entropy, but by a cataclysm of unimaginable power, wielded by a villain whose name has long since been scrubbed from the annals of true history, a shadow erased by the very forces he sought to dominate. This antagonist, a maestro of stellar destruction, unleashed a supernova of such devastating magnitude that it did not merely obliterate stars; it fractured the very fabric of reality. The echoes of this cataclysmic act, a cosmic scream frozen in time, rippled outward, forever altering the fundamental nature of existence. What emerged from the ashes of that primordial war was a universe irrevocably changed, scarred but not destroyed, imbued with a new, potent form of energy that permeated every atom, every void, every nascent thought. This energy, the very lifeblood of the cosmos as it is now known, was christened ‘origin core’.

This seismic event did not simply introduce a new force; it fundamentally reshaped the laws of physics, bending and twisting them into novel configurations. The brute force of the supernova’s death throes had, paradoxically, birthed creation. Yet, this creation was born from chaos, and as such, it was inherently unstable. The void left by the villain’s destructive symphony was filled not with silence, but with abstract, potent forces that now maintained a tenuous hold over existence. These were not mere energies; they were conceptual entities, personifications of cosmic processes. There was Voidmortis, the creeping entropy, the gravitational pull towards nothingness, a constant reminder of the universe’s fragile mortality. Opposing it was Chronosynapse, the ever-accelerating flow of time, the inherent drive towards progress and change, a force that sought to outrun the inevitable decay. And binding them, mediating their ceaseless struggle, was Astralymph, the cosmic sap, the very essence of connection and cohesion, the glue that held the fractured pieces of reality together. These three abstract forces, born from the singularity of the supernova’s impact, engaged in a perpetual, silent war, their ceaseless conflict defining a precarious balance known as the Paradox Equilibrium. It was a state of cosmic hypertension, a universe held together by the sheer force of its own internal contradictions, a testament to the catastrophic genesis that had birthed it.

The immediate aftermath of the supernova was a period of profound cosmic instability. Reality flickered like a dying ember, the laws of existence themselves influx. Stars blinked in and out of being, nebulae warped into impossible geometries, and the very concept of space and time became a fluid, unreliable thing. The Paradox Equilibrium, even in its nascent form, was on the brink of collapse. The nascent origin core, wild and untamed, surged through the fractured cosmos like rogue waves, threatening to tear apart the already damaged fabric of existence. It was a universe teetering on the edge of a second, and final, oblivion, a consequence of the first cataclysm. The nascent intelligences that were beginning to stir within the cosmic dust, the first sparks of sentient thought, were caught in this maelstrom, their existence as ephemeral as the fleeting light of dying stars. The abstract forces of Voidmortis, Chronosynapse, and Astralymph, still finding their equilibrium, were locked in a titanic struggle, each seeking to dominate the others, and in doing so, threatening to unravel the entire cosmic experiment before it had truly begun. The scars left by the supernova were not merely physical; they were metaphysical, imprinted upon the very essence of what it meant to be, to exist, to perceive.

It was in this epoch of cosmic fragility that a new, even more profound, force entered the universal narrative. As the Paradox Equilibrium teetered, threatening to buckle under the sheer weight of its own inherent instability, beings of ultimate power, knowledge, and ubiquity, entities whose very existence transcended mortal comprehension, intervened. These were the ‘main landers,’ a designation so simple and yet so profound that it spoke to their foundational role in the cosmic architecture. Their motives remained, and continue to remain, shrouded in the deepest cosmic mystery. They did not descend from the heavens in a blaze of glory, nor did they declare their intentions in thunderous pronouncements. Their intervention was subtle, a cosmic seeding, a deliberate act of shaping the nascent universe from within. They did not impose order by force, but by implantation. They introduced what would become known as ‘Aetherium,’ a fundamental essence, a primordial spark, the very seed from which all origin core would eventually spring. This act of divine seeding was not a creation from nothing, but a re-structuring, a channeling of the chaotic, untamed energies that had been unleashed by the supernova.

The main landers, in their unfathomable wisdom, understood that the raw, unbridled origin core, while potent, were too volatile to sustain a cohesive universe. They needed a guiding principle, a fundamental building block, a source from which all variations of origin core could derive their being. Aetherium was this source. It was the universal constant, the bedrock upon which the diverse manifestations of origin core would be built. This seeding was not a singular event but a process, a slow infusion of this fundamental essence across the nascent cosmos, like a gardener patiently sowing seeds in fertile ground. This act of cosmic nurturing is crucial to understanding the origin of all powers that would later bloom across the universe. It explains the inherent hierarchy that exists, not a hierarchy of subjugation, but of derivation. All origin core, from the most subtle psychic resonance to the most devastating cosmic blast, could trace their lineage back to this primordial act of seeding by the main landers. It hinted at a grand design, an orchestrated symphony played out by beings whose existence operated on a scale so vast, so intricate, that mortal minds could only grasp fragments of their purpose. he main landers did not create the origin core; they cultivated them, guiding the wild energies of the supernova into a structured, albeit still complex, system of existence.

The introduction of Aetherium fundamentally altered the trajectory of the universe. It began to stabilize the Paradox Equilibrium, not by eliminating the abstract forces of Voidmortis, Chronosynapse, and Astralymph, but by providing them with a common root. Aetherium became the neutral ground, the shared substrate upon which their ceaseless conflict played out. The origin core, now drawing their strength from this foundational essence, began to differentiate, to specialize, to manifest in myriad forms. They became the building blocks of stars, the currents of gravity, the whispers of nascent consciousness, the very potential that resided within every particle of existence. The main landers, having performed their foundational task, did not vanish, nor did they actively govern. Their presence was felt, not in direct action, but in the underlying principles they had instilled. They had laid the groundwork, planted the seeds, and now it was up to the universe itself to grow, to evolve, to discover the potential inherent within the Aetherium and the origin core it fostered. The universe, once a shattered remnant, was now a nascent garden, its growth guided by the invisible hand of a profound, ancient intervention.

The universe, now shaped by the cataclysm and the subsequent seeding, was a place of nascent wonder and inherent danger. The abstract forces, though now more balanced, continued their cosmic dance, their interactions creating phenomena that were both beautiful and terrifying. This dynamic interplay was the source of the diverse manifestations of origin core that would come to define the cosmos. The echoes of the supernova were not just a memory; they were an ongoing reality, a constant hum of cosmic energy that permeated all things. This energy, the origin core, was the currency of power, the very substance of existence, and its distribution, its potential, and its control would become the driving force behind countless conflicts and advancements throughout the eons. The Paradox Equilibrium, a state of perpetual tension between order and chaos, creation and destruction, was the defining characteristic of this-supernova universe. It was a universe born from a singularity of destruction, and now, it was slowly, painstakingly, rebuilding itself, one origin core at a time, under the watchful, unseen gaze of its enigmatic architects. The universe was no longer just a collection of stars and dust; it was a living, breathing entity, its very being infused with the potential of the origin core, a potential born from the ashes of a cosmic inferno.

The universe was a canvas, painted with the explosive hues of a supernova, and then meticulously re-worked by unseen hands. The raw, untamed power unleashed by the cataclysmic event had been channeled, refined, and imbued with a new, foundational energy. This energy, the ‘origin core,’ was not a singular force but a spectrum, a vast and intricate tapestry of potential that permeated every corner of existence. From the silent, crushing depths of the void, where the abstract force of Voidmortis held sway, to the ceaseless acceleration of time, driven by Chronosynapse, and the cohesive bonds that sought to hold it all together, embodied by Astralymph, these abstract forces were the bedrock of the Paradox Equilibrium. This equilibrium was not a static state of peace, but a dynamic tension, a cosmic dance of opposing forces that kept the universe from succumbing to either utter dissolution or stagnant perfection. The supernova had left a scar, a wound in the fabric of reality, but this wound had become a crucible, forging a new existence, a universe defined by the vibrant, complex interplay of its nascent powers.

The introduction of ‘Aetherium’ by the ‘main landers’ had been the crucial turning point. It was not an act of brute force or overt control, but a subtle infusion, a cosmic seeding that provided the foundational essence for the proliferation of origin core. Aetherium was the universal constant, the primal building block from which all the diverse manifestations of origin core would eventually emerge. This act of divine intervention explained the inherent hierarchy that permeated the cosmic order, a hierarchy not of dominance, but of derivation. All powers, all abilities, all phenomena that arose from the origin core could trace their lineage back to this primordial act of seeding. It was a testament to a grand design, orchestrated by beings whose existence transcended mortal comprehension, a silent symphony played out on a cosmic scale. The main landers had not merely shaped the universe; they had laid the very foundation of its existence, their act of seeding providing the raw material for the universe’s ongoing evolution.

The universe, in its current state, was a direct consequence of this ancient, foundational conflict. The cataclysmic supernova had not been an ending, but a violent, chaotic beginning. It had fractured reality, reshaped its fundamental laws, and in its wake, birthed the origin core. The abstract forces of Voidmortis, Chronosynapse, and Astralymph, born from the very energies of the supernova, had established the Paradox Equilibrium, a delicate balance maintained through their ceaseless struggle. And it was upon this precarious foundation that the main landers had performed their act of cosmic seeding, introducing Aetherium, the fundamental essence from which all origin core would spring. This intricate interplay of cosmic forces, of destruction and creation, of abstract concepts and tangible energies, formed the backdrop against which all subsequent events would unfold. The story of the universe, and the powers that governed it, began with a singular, cataclysmic event and a subsequent, subtle act of creation, setting the stage for the unfolding drama of existence. The echoes of that supernova were the first notes of a symphony that would reverberate through the ages, shaping destinies, forging powers, and defining the very nature of reality. The seeding of Aetherium was not a single, cataclysmic event, but a process, a slow, deliberate infusion of this fundamental essence across the nascent cosmos. It was akin to a cosmic gardener, meticulously sowing seeds in the fertile, albeit scarred, ground of reality. This act of celestial cultivation is the bedrock upon which understanding the origin of all subsequent powers across the universe is built. It illuminated an inherent hierarchy, not one of brute force or subjugation, but of derivation. Every single origin core, from the most ethereal psychic resonance that could stir a nascent galaxy to the most cataclysmic cosmic blast capable of unmaking a star system, could trace its ultimate lineage back to this primordial act of seeding by the main landers. It was a profound hint at a grander design, an intricately orchestrated symphony played out by beings whose very existence operated on a scale so vast, so incomprehensibly intricate, that the minds of mortal beings could only ever hope to grasp mere fragments of their ultimate purpose. The main landers had not, in essence, created the origin core from nothing; rather, they had cultivated them, patiently guiding the wild, chaotic energies that had been unleashed by the supernova into a structured, albeit still immensely complex, system of existence.

The introduction of Aetherium fundamentally altered the trajectory of the universe. It began to stabilize the Paradox Equilibrium, not by actively eliminating the abstract, fundamental forces of Voidmortis, Chronosynapse, and Astralymph, but by providing them with a common, unifying root. Aetherium became the neutral ground, the shared substrate, the very foundation upon which their ceaseless, inherent conflict would play out. The origin core, now drawing their boundless strength and potential from this foundational essence, began to differentiate, to specialize, to manifest in myriad forms and expressions. They became the fundamental building blocks of stars, the invisible currents of gravity that sculpted nebulae, the nascent whispers of consciousness stirring in primordial matter, and the very potential that resided within every single particle of existence, waiting to be awakened. The main landers, having performed their foundational, world-shaping task, did not simply vanish into the cosmic ether, nor did they actively begin to govern or dictate. Their presence was, and continues to be, felt, not through direct action or intervention, but through the underlying, immutable principles they had so carefully instilled into the very fabric of reality. They had laid the very groundwork, planted the essential seeds, and now, the responsibility, the evolution, the discovery of the immense potential inherent within the Aetherium and the origin core it fostered, was entrusted to the universe itself. The universe, once a shattered remnant, a broken relic of a cosmic war, was now transformed into a nascent garden, its growth and development guided by the unseen, yet profoundly influential, hand of a profound, ancient intervention.

This intricate dance of cosmic forces, the interplay between destruction and creation, between abstract concepts and tangible energies, formed the essential backdrop against which all subsequent events would unfold. The story of the universe, and the myriad powers that would come to govern it, began not with a single, definitive moment, but with a singular, cataclysmic event—the supernova—and a subsequent, subtle yet world-altering act of creation—the seeding of Aetherium. These twin foundational occurrences set the stage, the grand theater, for the unfolding drama of existence, for the rise and fall of civilizations, for the birth of heroes and villains, and for the endless quest for power, meaning, and survival that would define countless epochs. The echoes of that supernova were not merely a fading memory of a past tragedy; they were the first, resonant notes of a cosmic symphony that would reverberate through the ages, shaping destinies, forging unimaginable powers, and ultimately defining the very nature of reality itself, a reality forever marked by its violent, yet ultimately creative, genesis.

The universe, in its current state of being, was a direct and undeniable consequence of this ancient, foundational conflict and the subsequent, deliberate intervention. The cataclysmic supernova that had nearly unmade reality had not, in truth, been an ending, but rather a violent, chaotic, and utterly transformative beginning. It had fractured the very fabric of existence, reshaped its most fundamental laws, and in its wake, birthed the origin core, the omnipresent energies that now defined every aspect of life and matter. The abstract forces—Voidmortis, the embodiment of decay and entropy; Chronosynapse, the relentless march of time and progression; and Astralymph, the cohesive force that bound everything together—had all been born from the very energies unleashed by the supernova. These forces, in their eternal, fundamental struggle, had established the Paradox Equilibrium, a delicate, often precarious balance maintained through their ceaseless, inherent conflict. And it was upon this fragile yet enduring foundation that the main landers, those beings of ultimate power, knowledge, and ubiquity, had performed their most significant act of cosmic seeding, introducing Aetherium, the fundamental essence, the primordial building block from which all origin core, in their infinite variety, would eventually spring.

The precise nature and motivations of the main landers remained, and largely continue to remain, shrouded in the deepest cosmic mystery. They did not descend from some ethereal plane in a blaze of glory, nor did they issue pronouncements of their intentions in thunderous, universe-shaking declarations. Their intervention was far more subtle, a quiet, pervasive cosmic seeding, a deliberate act of shaping the nascent universe from within its very core. They did not impose order through brute force or direct dominion, but rather through implantation, through the infusion of a fundamental principle. They introduced what would become known throughout the cosmos as ‘Aetherium,’ a fundamental essence, a primordial spark, the very seed from which all origin core, in their countless manifestations, would eventually sprout and flourish. This act of divine seeding was not a spontaneous creation ex nihilo, but rather a meticulous re-structuring, a skillful channeling of the chaotic, untamed energies that had been unleashed by the supernova into a more cohesive and manageable form.

The main landers, in their unfathomable wisdom and foresight, understood that the raw, unbridled origin core, while undeniably potent and filled with immense potential, were simply too volatile, too inherently unstable, to ever sustain a cohesive and enduring universe. They needed a guiding principle, a fundamental building block, a singular source from which all the diverse and myriad variations of origin core could derive their ultimate being and their specific characteristics. Aetherium was this singular source. It was the universal constant, the bedrock, the absolute foundation upon which the diverse manifestations of origin core would be built, layer by layer, eon by eon. This seeding was not a singular, instantaneous event, but rather a continuous process, a slow and deliberate infusion of this fundamental essence across the nascent cosmos, much like a dedicated gardener patiently sowing seeds in the most fertile ground, ensuring each seed had the best chance to thrive.

This act of cosmic nurturing is absolutely crucial to understanding not just the origin of all powers that would later bloom across the universe, but also the inherent, almost palpable hierarchy that exists. It is not a hierarchy of subjugation or oppression, but a hierarchy of derivation, a natural order based on origin and fundamental essence. All origin core, from the most subtle psychic resonance that could stir a nascent galaxy to the most devastating cosmic blast capable of unmaking a star system, could trace their ultimate lineage back to this primordial act of seeding by the main landers. It was a profound hint at a grander design, an intricately orchestrated symphony played out by beings whose very existence operated on a scale so vast, so incomprehensibly intricate, that the minds of mortal beings could only ever hope to grasp mere fragments of their ultimate purpose. The main landers had not, in essence, created the origin core from nothing; rather, they had cultivated them, patiently guiding the wild, chaotic energies that had been unleashed by the supernova into a structured, albeit immensely complex, system of existence.

The introduction of Aetherium fundamentally altered the trajectory of the universe. It began to stabilize the Paradox Equilibrium, not by actively eliminating the abstract, fundamental forces of Voidmortis, Chronosynapse, and Astralymph, but by providing them with a common, unifying root. Aetherium became the neutral ground, the shared substrate, the very foundation upon which their ceaseless, inherent conflict would play out. The origin core, now drawing their boundless strength and potential from this foundational essence, began to differentiate, to specialize, to manifest in myriad forms and expressions. They became the fundamental building blocks of stars, the invisible currents of gravity that sculpted nebulae, the nascent whispers of consciousness stirring in primordial matter, and the very potential that resided within every single particle of existence, waiting to be awakened. The main landers, having performed their foundational, world-shaping task, did not simply vanish into the cosmic ether, nor did they actively begin to govern or dictate. Their presence was, and continues to be, felt, not through direct action or intervention, but through the underlying, immutable principles they had so carefully instilled into the very fabric of reality. They had laid the very groundwork, planted the essential seeds, and now, the responsibility, the evolution, the discovery of the immense potential inherent within the Aetherium and the origin core it fostered, was entrusted to the universe itself. The universe, once a shattered remnant, a broken relic of a cosmic war, was now transformed into a nascent garden, its growth and development guided by the unseen, yet profoundly influential, hand of a profound, ancient intervention.

The universe, once a shattered remnant, a broken relic of a cosmic war, was now transformed into a nascent garden, its growth and development guided by the unseen, yet profoundly influential, hand of a profound, ancient intervention. This act of seeding was not merely about control; it was about potential, about allowing existence to explore the boundless possibilities that arose from the ashes of destruction. The main landers had gifted the universe not with chains, but with a framework, a set of rules within which an infinite number of games could be played. They had set the stage, and now, the actors—the nascent intelligences, the emerging cosmic phenomena, the very evolution of origin core—would begin to write their own stories upon this grand, cosmic canvas. The faint, almost imperceptible hum of Aetherium resonated through the fabric of space-time, a constant reminder of the foundational power that underpinned all existence, a power that was both ancient and eternally new, waiting to be tapped, understood, and mastered. This divine implantation was the genesis of countless destinies, the quiet but powerful beginning of everything that was, and everything that would ever be, within the vast, unfolding tapestry of the cosmos.

The chill of the Lower Fifth World seeped through the worn soles of Nyxis’s boots, a perpetual dampness that clung to everything like a shroud. It was a world of muted colors, of sky-scraping slums built from salvaged asteroid plating and the skeletal remains of forgotten orbital stations. Here, the whisper of origin core was more of a sigh, a faint resonance in the background noise of existence. For a place so deeply intertwined with the cosmic energies born from the supernova’s violent genesis, it felt remarkably... ordinary. And ordinariness was a luxury Nyxis, the ‘Fractureborn of the Severed Sky,’ could ill afford.

His lineage, a tapestry woven with threads of impossible dimensions and the manipulation of realities folded upon themselves, was a legacy he barely understood. Orphaned before he could even form coherent memories, his world had been the cramped, incense-laden sanctuary of Sister Elara, a woman whose faith in the unseen was as profound as her kindness. She had found him, a wailing infant wrapped in a blanket of shimmering, unknown fabric, left at the precipice of the forgotten Sky-Maw, a gaping chasm in the world’s upper atmosphere that bled faint, errant origin core. Nyxis, even then, had possessed a quiet intensity, a resilience that belied his tender age. His hair, a stark white that would later turn to a starker silver-grey when his own nascent powers stirred, had been the first clue, a visual anomaly in a world of drab browns and dull grays.

The Sky-Maw was a scar on the face of their world, a reminder of the cataclysm that had reshaped the cosmos. It was said that on particularly clear nights, one could see the faint, shimmering remnants of the supernova’s light, a distant echo of the power that had birthed existence anew. Nyxis often found himself drawn to its edge, a forbidden pilgrimage that fueled a nameless yearning within him. He felt a connection to that celestial wound, a kinship with its vast, empty expanse, as if it held a fragment of his own lost history. The air there hummed with a strange energy, a far cry from the faint, almost timid origin core that permeated the rest of the Lower Fifth. It was here, amidst the whispering winds and the dizzying drop, that Nyxis felt most himself, most alive, and most... lost.

His childhood was a delicate balancing act. While Sister Elara taught him the tenets of compassion and the art of finding solace in simplicity, the streets whispered lessons of a harsher kind. Survival in the Lower Fifth demanded a keen eye, a quick wit, and the willingness to fight for every scrap. He learned to read the subtle shifts in the atmospheric pressure that indicated a territorial dispute, to decipher the coded graffiti that warned of guild patrols, and to distinguish the hollow clang of a void-dweller’s metal footfall from the softer tread of a desperate scavenger. His small frame belied a surprising agility, honed by countless hours spent navigating the precarious gantries and crumbling structures of their sprawling city.

At the tender age of five, the first flicker of his inheritance ignited. It wasn’t a grand display, no cosmic fireworks or earth-shattering tremors. It was subtler, a mere ripple in the fabric of his reality. While attempting to retrieve a fallen prayer bead from a precarious ledge, a gust of wind threatened to send him plummeting into the abyss below. In that heart-stopping moment, a surge of instinct, raw and untamed, coursed through him. The air around him seemed to thicken, to resist the wind’s insidious pull, and for a fleeting instant, he felt as though he was floating, held aloft by an invisible tether. The bead, nestled safely in his hand, felt warm, pulsing with a faint, internal light. It was a fleeting sensation, gone as quickly as it had appeared, leaving him breathless and bewildered, but with a seed of understanding planted deep within him. He possessed something more than just the resilience of the downtrodden.

This nascent ability, this burgeoning connection to the pervasive energy of origin core, remained his secret for years. He practiced in the quiet solitude of his small room, trying to recapture that feeling of effortless defiance against the elements. He would focus on a stray ember from the
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