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Chapter 1 
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THE SKY ABOVE UTAH was calm, yet electric, as if the air itself held its breath. Shauna stood at the edge of the vast battlefield, her luminous wings folding gently behind her. The remnants of the war had faded, leaving only faint traces of the chaos that had once raged across the valley. Her chest rose and fell steadily, the Trinity symbol etched into her wrist pulsing softly, a beacon connecting her to the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. 

Around her, the Sons of Light and the faithful survivors had begun to gather, their faces still marked by exhaustion and awe. The air vibrated faintly with the 144,000-hertz frequency, the subtle hum of the instrumental song that had once summoned Christ into the fray. Though the war was over, its echoes lingered, resonating with every heartbeat, every whisper of hope. 

Shauna’s eyes scanned the horizon, landing on Luminaris and Sophia, the two Pegasi, hovering gracefully, their wings catching the light of the descending sun. Their presence was grounding, a reminder of the life she had chosen, the life that would continue beyond the battles and the chaos. 

A faint warmth spread from her chest—the Necklace of Restraint, still gleaming, humming with quiet power. Though the war was behind them, the choices ahead were weighty. Shauna understood that she was no longer just a warrior or a messenger. She was a daughter of Christ, fully ascended, gifted with powers of healing, resurrection, and protection. Her faith had carried her this far, and it would carry her further, into realms few had ever seen. 

As the first trumpet sounded—a delicate, almost reverent note—Shauna lifted her hands, and a soft white glow enveloped her, not blinding, but pure, peaceful. Around her, the Sons of Light instinctively fell silent. They watched, knowing, as the story of this new age was about to begin —not with war, but with the profound calm of a world being restored. 

Shauna inhaled deeply, feeling the pulse of the universe beneath her skin. She was alive, fully, completely, and yet part of something infinitely greater. Her journey was far from over. The new arc—the final chapter of her story—had begun. 
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Chapter 2-Echo’s Choice 
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THE AIR OF HEAVEN SHIMMERED like glass kissed by the morning sun. Shauna stood among the gathered faithful, the white burst of light she had released in the final war still resonating in every breath, in every note of silence. The battlefield below was gone, folded into memory and written into eternity. What remained was the celestial plain—vast, endless, alive with songs of hope. 

One by one, the victors stepped forward into the radiant Court of the King. This was the place of reward, where choices and destinies found their fulfillment. 

Echo walked forward, the strange warrior from another dimension, his figure etched in both sorrow and triumph. His armor bore the stains of battle, yet his eyes shone with the clarity of one who had seen beyond time. He paused at the foot of the Throne, where the light of the Father and the Son poured down like living fire. 

A voice like rushing waters asked, “Echo, son of another world, what is your heart’s desire?” 

The court fell silent. Even Shauna, standing nearby with the Trinity mark glowing faintly on her wrist, leaned forward to hear. 

Echo closed his eyes, remembering the friends he had fought beside. He remembered Shauna’s courage, the Warriors of Light, the songs of victory, and the final flash of grace that had shattered the Destroyer. His lips curved into a quiet, almost wistful smile. 

“I have seen love, I have seen sacrifice,” he said softly. “I have seen a light greater than all the shadows I once knew. But my path is not here. My story belongs to the world from which I came. And so, with gratitude and love, I choose to return.” 

The words rang out like a bell across eternity. 

A gentle hush filled Heaven. The armies of angels bowed their heads. The Warriors of Light saluted. Even Shauna’s heart tugged with both sadness and joy—sadness that he would no longer stand beside them, joy that his choice was honored. 

Christ Himself descended a single step from His throne, His robes gleaming with the brilliance of a thousand suns. He extended His hand to Echo. “Then return, brave one. Return not as you were, but as one who has walked among eternity. Let your light shine in your world, until the end of days.” 

A great wind rose, encircling Echo in spirals of gold and silver. His form became brighter, dissolving into threads of light. His voice carried one last time across the plain: 

“Goodbye, my friends. You gave me faith. You gave me hope. And you gave me family.” 

Then he was gone. 

The plain grew quiet again, but the silence was not empty—it was filled with the strength of his farewell, with the certainty that even across dimensions, bonds of love endure. Shauna felt her chest ache, but she lifted her eyes upward. 

Because this was only the beginning of the rewards yet to come. 
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Chapter 3-Shauna’s Three Choices 
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THE COURT OF HEAVEN stirred again as Echo’s light faded into eternity. All eyes now turned to 

Shauna. 

Her heart beat like a great drum within her chest, though there was no fear in it—only awe. She had stood beside kings and prophets, fought against the Horsemen and the Destroyer, and witnessed the glory of Christ leading His armies. And yet, this moment felt larger than every battle, greater than every vision. 

For this was not about war. This was about destiny. 

The mark of the Trinity still glowed on her wrist, a living flame beneath her skin, its warmth spreading through her body like a river of peace. She stepped forward, the hem of her white garments of light brushing against the golden stones of the Court. Her Pegasus, Luminaris and Sophia, stood silently behind her, their wings folded, their eyes gleaming with gentle pride. 

The voice of the Father thundered—not in wrath, but in a love so vast it shook her soul. “Shauna, faithful daughter, warrior of light, you who never surrendered your hope even when the world lay in ruins... now you stand before the Eternal Throne. You are offered three paths.” 

A hush fell deeper across Heaven. Shauna lifted her eyes to Christ, who stood at the Father’s right hand, His gaze warm, His smile like sunrise. 

“The first path,” the voice continued, “is to remain in Heaven forever. To dwell in the Creator’s Garden, where peace is unbroken and your soul may rest in joy eternal.” 

Shauna’s heart quivered as she imagined it—rest, beauty, endless light, surrounded by her beloved animals who had always been her companions of love and loyalty. 

“The second path is to walk the New Earth, where Heaven and Earth are one. To reign as a daughter among humanity, guiding, teaching, healing as Christ once healed, until all is made complete.” 

Her breath caught. The New Earth—she had glimpsed it in visions, but to walk upon it, to see families whole, nations healed, the curse undone... it was more than she had ever dared to hope. 

“The third path,” the voice said, softer now, “is to be ever the called one. To remain here in Heaven with your animals and your peace, but to go forth only if the Creator summons you. A guardian, hidden until the time of need.” 

The words hung in the air like a living flame. 

Shauna’s heart swelled with emotion—three choices, each beautiful, each radiant with love. 

She thought of her children, the visions of George, her soulmate. She thought of her human life

—hard, painful, filled with a longing to do good when the world was so broken. And she thought of this place now, where light outshone every shadow, and she felt—for the first time— completely safe. 

Tears glimmered in her eyes. She was not yet ready to answer. 

Christ stepped closer, His voice filled with infinite tenderness. 

“Daughter, there is no wrong choice. There is only the desire of your heart, made whole in My Father’s love. Take your time, and when you are ready, speak.” 

The Court bowed in silence, waiting. 

And Shauna stood between eternity’s three doors, the weight of forever in her hands. 
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Chapter 4-The Creator’s Garden 
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THE LIGHT OF THE COURT softened into a gentler glow as the Father raised His hand. 

“Until her heart has chosen, Shauna will dwell in the Garden of the Creator,” the voice declared. “There she will know peace, and there she may walk with those she loves.” 

Shauna bowed her head, her spirit trembling. The thought of the Garden stirred something deep inside her—an ancient yearning, like a memory she never lived but always carried. 

Christ extended His hand toward her, and the Trinity mark on her wrist shone bright, pulling her gently forward. Her garments of light shimmered, and with one step, the Court of Heaven dissolved into radiant mist. 

When the mist lifted, she gasped. 

The Garden spread out before her in breathtaking majesty. Rivers of crystal water flowed through meadows of colors no human eyes had ever seen. Trees heavy with fruit bowed low, their branches glowing softly, like lanterns lit with starlight. Every flower sang, their petals moving with harmonies that wove into the breeze itself. 

And in the center of the Garden, a great light pulsed—a living presence. The place where the 

Creator walked. 

“Welcome home,” whispered a voice in her soul. 

Before she could speak, she heard a sound that made her cry out with joy. 

“Duke!” 

Bounding across the grass came her black lab, his tail wagging furiously, eyes sparkling as if no time had passed. Shauna dropped to her knees, arms open wide, and Duke leapt into her embrace, covering her with kisses. Her tears fell into his fur. 

Behind him came Kush, her little Pomeranian, yapping in pure excitement, circling her with joy. 

Then Smokey, her beloved cat, padded gracefully into her lap, pressing her face against Shauna’s cheek with a gentle purr. 

“Smokey...” Shauna whispered, overwhelmed. “You’re all here...” 

The earth trembled softly as wings unfolded overhead. Luminaris and Sophia, her two Pegasus, descended from the clouds, their radiant manes flowing, their hooves barely touching the grass as they landed. Their eyes met hers with such devotion that she felt her heart nearly burst. 

The Garden embraced her, wrapping her in love so deep it healed wounds she never knew she carried. 

Shauna lay back in the grass, surrounded by Duke, Kush, Smokey, Luminaris, and Sophia, the sky above alive with streams of golden light. For the first time since her calling began, there was no battle, no urgency—only peace. 

Yet even in this paradise, she felt the weight of the three choices still waiting in her heart. 

She looked upward, whispering into the infinite sky, “Father... I will walk here until the time is right. But I will not forget what I’ve seen, or those who wait for me.” 

The breeze carried her words away like a song, and the Garden answered with silence—holy, eternal, full of promise. 
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Chapter 5 – Echo’s Farewell 
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THE GREAT HALL OF LIGHT shimmered with an ethereal brilliance as Echo stepped forward. His form—half shadow, half brilliance—seemed to hesitate, caught between the realms of mortality and eternity. The Creator’s throne radiated peace, but in Echo’s chest a quiet turbulence stirred. 

Shauna stood near the front with her wrist still glowing faintly with the Trinity mark, the soft light mingling with the aurora above. She knew what was coming, though her heart tightened to think of it. 

The Creator’s voice resounded, not with thunder, but with a deep, resonant kindness: “Echo, beloved child of many worlds, your path is complete. Will you now take your reward, or return to where you were born?” 

A hush fell over the assembly. Angels lowered their banners, and even the two Pegasi, 

Luminaris and Sophia, folded their wings in reverence. The Sons of Light waited, breathless. 

Echo lifted his gaze. “I have fought beside you, I have sung the Ooooom, I have walked through fire and shadow. Yet my heart... my heart belongs to my own realm. I came here as a stranger, and though I found family, I must now return to the place of my origin.” 

Shauna’s throat tightened, a tear slipping down her cheek. Echo stepped closer to her, his hand lingering near her arm but never quite touching, as if one last act of restraint carried more weight than an embrace. 

“You gave me more than comradeship, Shauna,” he whispered. “You showed me the depth of faith and love that even I, a wanderer of realms, never knew existed. Carry it for us both.” 

A column of light descended, circling him in radiant spirals. His body began to shimmer, becoming translucent. The crowd gasped, but none interrupted. 

Shauna called out, voice trembling, “Echo—will we ever see you again?” 

His smile was bittersweet. “If ever the call of Heaven reaches across the veils, I will answer. But for now—this is my goodbye.” 

The light swelled, encasing him fully. With one last nod, Echo vanished into his own dimension, leaving behind only a ripple of music, a lingering chord that echoed in the chamber like a farewell hymn. 

The silence that followed was heavy. Yet within it was also a peace. Echo had chosen, and in his choice, there was honor. 

Shauna bowed her head, whispering to herself, “Goodbye, my brother of light. May your realm embrace you as we did.” 

And the judgment procession continued—one soul, one story, one choice at a time. 
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Chapter 6 – The Weighing of Souls 
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THE CHAMBER OF ETERNITY shimmered with a light beyond the sun, a brilliance that did not blind but instead revealed. From the crystal floor to the endless expanse above, the radiance of the Creator filled everything, a presence so overwhelming it silenced even the angels. The air itself thrummed with reverence, vibrating like the low, endless hum of a thousand voices held in perfect harmony. 

Echo’s farewell still lingered in the air like the fading note of a sacred song. As his presence dissolved into the veil of dimensions, the next soul was summoned forward. A figure emerged from the sea of waiting, luminous yet trembling, their essence clothed in fragments of both glory and shadow. Every step they took left ripples of light upon the floor, though faint traces of darkness clung stubbornly at their heels. 

The Books of Deeds opened with a sound like rushing waters. Pages of eternal record turned on their own, glowing script writing itself in the air above. Shauna’s breath caught as she watched scenes unfold—not imagined, not exaggerated, but every moment of this soul’s existence, from the cry of their first breath to the echo of their last. There was no hiding here, no pretense. All stood naked before truth. 

The Creator’s voice rolled through the chamber, vast as the cosmos yet tender as a parent speaking to their child. 

“You were given freedom. With it, you walked paths of kindness and cruelty, light and shadow. All has been written, and now your soul is weighed.” 

From the throne’s side descended an angel of fire. Its form shifted like a living flame, wings unfurling until they spanned the chamber. In its hands was carried the great scale—not of gold or iron, but of living essence, woven of light itself. The scales hovered, waiting. 

On one side were laid the soul’s deeds of compassion: the times they lifted another from despair, the moments of sacrifice unseen by the world, the prayers whispered in loneliness. Each glowed like a jewel, brilliant in its purity. On the other side, the betrayals appeared, the selfish choices, the harm inflicted whether deliberate or careless. They burned like coals, dark embers that hissed as they fell. 

The balance shifted back and forth, trembling under the weight of eternity. Shauna’s heart pounded. Though she already knew the justice of the Creator was perfect, she still felt the ache of suspense. For this was not an abstract tale—it was a life, a being who had walked the earth, who had struggled as she had, who now stood naked before the truth of their own story. 

At last the scales steadied. The chamber held its breath. The angel of fire lifted its blazing eyes to the throne and spoke in a voice that shook the foundations of heaven. 

“This one is not perfect. Yet their name is written in the Book of Life. By the Lamb’s sacrifice, they are redeemed.” 

A sound like thunder broke from the assembly—not fear, but joy. A tidal wave of celebration rolled through the hall as the soul fell to their knees, weeping with gratitude. They were lifted up not by their own strength, but by grace. 

The Creator extended a hand of light, and in that touch the shadows burned away, leaving only radiance. The redeemed soul was clothed in garments of white and crowned with the seal of eternity. The angel hosts began to sing, their voices cascading like rivers of living water: a hymn of victory, of mercy, of unfathomable love. 

Shauna felt tears streaming down her own cheeks, though in this place tears were made of light. She placed a hand over the Trinity mark on her wrist, feeling its warmth, remembering her own journey through shadow into unshakable faith. She whispered, more to herself than anyone else: 

“Grace is the greatest miracle.” 

The soul, now redeemed, was led into the garden of the Creator, where rivers of living water flowed and the tree of life bore its fruit. Shauna watched them disappear into glory, and she knew the weighing would continue. Soul after soul, story after story, truth revealed and mercy poured out. 

And still, the Book of Life remained open, glowing with names known before the foundations of the world. 
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Chapter 7 – The Shattered Accusations 
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THE CHAMBER OF ETERNITY did not rest. No sooner had the redeemed soul entered the garden than another figure approached. This one came forward with defiance in every step. Their form was darkened, not for lack of beauty but for the pride that clung to them like iron chains. They carried themselves as though the throne owed them audience, as though the light itself should bend to their will. 

Shauna felt the tension before the voice spoke. This soul was not trembling, not humbled. Their eyes darted upward, blazing with accusation. 

“I lived as I pleased,” they spat, their words like daggers hurled into holy silence. “If you are love, then why did you allow suffering? If you are just, then why give me freedom only to condemn me now? No judge is fair who sets rules knowing we will fail!” 

The voice of the accuser echoed through the hall, stirring unease even among some of the gathered hosts. Shauna’s breath caught—this was the question that haunted humanity since Eden, spoken now in raw defiance. For a moment, it felt as though creation itself leaned forward to hear the answer. 

The Books of Deeds opened again. Pages flared, revealing both light and shadow. Shauna’s eyes widened as she saw fleeting glimpses: acts of kindness done without thought, but quickly followed by cruelty and betrayal. Every choice weighed. Every motive laid bare. 

The scales of eternity were summoned once more, and the angel of fire placed the fragments of this life upon them. The balance tilted, shadows outweighing light. The truth could not be denied. 

The soul’s voice grew louder, desperate now: 

“This is not justice—it is tyranny! I lived as I was made! If you wanted purity, you should have created me flawless. I am your failure, not mine!” 

Lightning split the chamber. The throne itself pulsed, and the Creator’s voice rose—not thunderous in anger, but resonant with sorrow deeper than oceans. 

“I did not make you a puppet, but free. I gave you choice so that love could be real, not programmed. You rejected love. You embraced yourself above all. This is not My failure—it is your refusal.” 

The soul shrieked, falling to their knees as fire began to burn through the chains they had embraced as pride. Their accusations shattered into silence. What remained was raw truth— naked, unadorned, undeniable. 

The angel of fire lowered its wings. 

“Not found in the Book of Life.” 

The weight of those words pressed upon the chamber. Shauna felt her chest ache as though the sorrow of heaven had lodged itself within her own heart. She wanted to cry out, to plead for mercy, but she knew mercy had already been offered and rejected. 

The soul’s form dimmed, unraveling like ash in the wind. Shadows swallowed them as they were cast beyond the gates of eternity, their cries fading into the void. 

Silence lingered. Heavy. Crushing. 

Then the Creator’s voice spoke again, quiet yet steady, restoring balance to the trembling assembly: 

“Every soul chooses. Love cannot be forced. This is the justice of freedom.” 

Shauna lowered her head, tears falling again. She whispered into the silence, “Then let me never take freedom for granted.” 

The weighing would continue. The chamber would not rest until every soul had stood before truth. But the image of the defiant one lingered within her, a reminder of the razor edge between mercy embraced and mercy refused. 

And in the depths of her spirit, Shauna understood: the final battle ahead would not only be fought in flesh and blood, but in the choices of hearts. 
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Chapter 8 – The Song of the Redeemed 
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THE CHAMBER SHIFTED again. The gates parted, and this time a trembling figure stepped forward, head bowed, eyes wet with grief and longing. They seemed frail, worn by years of sorrow, yet in their trembling steps was something that clung to hope like a candle against the storm. 

Shauna felt it instantly—this soul had suffered much. Their garments were torn, stained by the weight of the world, yet their heart pulsed with a light that flickered but never died. 

The Books of Deeds opened, and the scales of eternity were prepared once more. Pages turned, revealing a life of hardship—losses, betrayals, mistakes that carved scars upon the soul. Yet alongside the shadows were acts of faith: whispered prayers in loneliness, kindnesses given when there was nothing left to give, love offered even when none was returned. 

The angel of fire spread its wings, and the balance quivered. Shadows weighed heavy, yet each time darkness seemed to tip the scale, another act of love would rise like a stone of light, steadying it again. 

At last, the Book of Life was opened. The soul’s name shimmered across its radiant page, written in light that could not be erased. 

The Creator’s voice filled the chamber: 

“Though you fell many times, you rose again. Though the world pressed you down, you clung to faith. You are Mine.” 

The soul gasped, hands trembling as their tattered garments dissolved into robes of brilliance, woven from pure light. Tears became jewels upon their face, each drop transformed into glory. 

Then something extraordinary happened. Instead of remaining silent, the soul lifted their hands and began to sing. 

At first it was soft, fragile, like the first notes of dawn. But soon it swelled into a melody that filled the chamber, a song rising not from perfection but from redemption. The very walls of eternity vibrated with it. 

Shauna’s heart swelled. The song wrapped around her like a river, washing away the ache left by the soul who had been lost before. This was the counterbalance—the sound of love triumphant. 

The armies of heaven joined in, one by one. Trumpets sounded, strings reverberated, drums of light kept rhythm. The entire host became a choir, and the chamber transformed into a symphony hall of eternity. 

Even Shauna’s own voice joined, unbidden, carried by the Spirit. Her tones blended with the redeemed, and she realized the song was not theirs alone—it was the song of all who had overcome by faith. 

The angel of fire lowered its wings. The scales vanished. The soul now stood clothed in light, embraced by the hosts of heaven. 

As the last notes lingered like golden mist, Shauna whispered, “This is the sound that heals the world. The sound that binds heaven and earth.” 

The Creator’s voice, warm and radiant, answered her thought: 

“And this song will not end. It will be sung on the new earth, and in the heavens above, forever.” 

The judgment resumed. Another soul would soon step forward. But the echo of the redeemed’s song remained in Shauna’s spirit—a reminder that even the smallest faith could give birth to eternal glory. 
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Chapter 9 – The Circle of Light 
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THE SKY ABOVE SHIMMERED in hues of gold and violet, as if the very air had been woven from strands of eternity. Shauna stood at the center of a vast platform of crystal, her wings outstretched, catching every ray of the radiant light that poured from the Creator. 

Around her, the souls of the redeemed formed a circle, each one glowing with a gentle, steady light. Their voices murmured in harmony, a delicate counterpoint to the symphony of heaven. Shauna’s heart felt the weight of all their journeys—their victories, their failures, the moments of doubt that had been transformed into faith. 

The Creator’s presence enveloped her like a warm tide. Though His face remained beyond comprehension, His voice echoed in her mind: 

“Shauna, the circle is ready. Each step forward binds the past and future together. Every soul’s journey contributes to the melody of eternity.” 

With a deep breath, Shauna stepped forward, her bare feet brushing the surface of the crystal. The ground beneath her feet shimmered like water, reflecting a million stars. As she moved, a soft hum rose from the circle, resonating with the rhythm of her heartbeat. 

She raised her hands. The glow from her palms extended outward, linking each soul in the circle. The light flowed like a river, connecting each of them, knitting together joy and sorrow, hope and despair, faith and doubt into a perfect, unbroken pattern. 

And then she saw it—a faint ripple, subtle at first, like a breeze over still water. The ripple grew, spreading through the circle, forming concentric rings of light that pulsed with energy. Shauna understood immediately: this was the Circle of Light, a conduit for the divine energy that balanced all of heaven and earth. 

The souls began to rise, drawn into the rings of energy. Some hesitated, memories of pain flickering across their faces. Shauna extended her hand toward them, and they felt it—a touch that did not just comfort, but healed, mended, and strengthened. One by one, they moved into the rings, their bodies transforming into streams of radiant light, their voices adding to the celestial song that filled the skies. 

Shauna’s own wings flared. She lifted off the crystal, circling above the glowing souls. With each rotation, the hum of the Circle of Light intensified, resonating with the power of the 144 quantum frequencies she had mastered. The air vibrated with life, the very universe seeming to hum in anticipation. 

The Creator’s voice came again: 

“Soon, all will be revealed. The path you have chosen, Shauna, and the faith of these souls will echo through eternity. This circle, this harmony, is your legacy.” 

Shauna closed her eyes, letting the energy flow through her, through every fiber of her being. In that moment, she knew: the Circle of Light was more than judgment—it was the promise of renewal, the bridge to the new heaven and new earth, and the prelude to a glory that had never been seen. 

A single thought passed through her mind, steady and unshakable: “We are ready.” 

And as the circle pulsed brighter than ever, a ripple of anticipation swept through heaven, heralding the next movement in the eternal symphony. 
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