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PROLOGUE

October 1, 1997

Herb and stones.
Feathers and bones. Amulets and charms. A pinch of tobacco, a few
dried kernels of corn.

The cloaked woman carefully arranged the
objects on a piece of soft leather spread across the flat surface
of a rock that lay among the boulders in Keams Canyon. Next, she
tossed a handful of freshly picked herbs into her compact fire.
Smoke curled up and obscured the evening sun. She gathered the
smoke with a wave of her hands and inhaled deeply. With her eyes
half-closed, she called upon her spirits and chanted their names.
Her head slowly bobbed and perspiration beaded on her brow.

Ready now.

Eight others, her allies, her power base,
rimmed the flat rock. They wore baggy black sweatshirts with hoods
pulled forward, their features shadowed. They joined her as she
whispered his name and their voices grew louder and louder as an
image of his face appeared to her. She reached into her pouch and
her fingers closed around a jagged piece of quartz shaped like an
arrowhead. She held it up and stabbed at the image.

"Sending it to you, and into you. Sending it to you. Sending it…sending
it."

She jabbed again and again, and twisted the
arrowhead until she saw him fall. He grabbed his knee and cursed
his luck.

She knew she had delivered her dark
medicine.

She hung her head and closed her eyes. She
would show him what happened to someone who dared to chase witches,
who wanted to expose their secrets and their identities. She would
show him the power of the witching way. Her power. Her way.

She stood, smothered the fire with water from
a metal canister and scooped up the leather cloth. She folded the
corners inward and clutched the objects to her chest, then leapt
onto the rock to seal the spell. She dropped her head back, her
raven locks flowing down her back like a river of molten lava. She
spun in a circle in the dusk among the boulders. The silent spirits
watched and listened as she whispered his name again. The others
embraced in a tight circle around her. Their voices joined with
hers and chanted.

"Will...Will...Will..."

 



ONE

Five months later

It was strange music
that had a mournful, wailing quality and a driving, thumping beat.
The singer, some old black guy named Tommy Terrance, was talking
instead of singing. He was saying this music came from the heart
and the soul.

"Uh huh, yeah, and a lot of it comes from
down by the hips, you know. Are you hip, my friends?"

Will began to laugh and now some of the kids
were starting to clap along. Others, however, just sat there
looking bored or annoyed because it wasn't hip-hop, country or
heavy metal. This was the blues and Will Lansa had never heard it.
Judging from the looks of the kids in the auditorium, he wasn't the
only one.

The four black men on stage at Hopi High for
the Friday afternoon concert picked up the beat. They moved into a
song about a guy who was worried about who his girlfriend was
seeing while he was seeing someone else. However, old Tommy wasn't
saying anything about 'seeing.' It was about doing, and wondering
who his old lady was doing while he was doing someone else.

By the time the show was over an hour later
several kids were dancing, laughing and waving their arms overhead
in front of the stage. Will stayed in his seat, tapping his foot
and holding Hanna Wesley's hand. She was smiling and bobbing her
head, and Will was certain that old Tommy was staring back at her
across a dozen rows of seats. Why wouldn't he? Hanna stood out, a
redhead and the only white kid in the school.

Her flaming hair and tall, shapely physique
that curved in all the right places drew looks wherever she went.
She played basketball and had gotten scholarship offers from three
colleges. He was still amazed that they were spending time getting
to know each other.

"Hey, I've got to get home," she said as they
headed out of the auditorium. "Dad called. He's worried about Kaya.
She didn't come back last night after visiting her cousin in Tuba
City. It's probably nothing, but I better get home and see what's
going on."

Gina Watson, Will's English teacher, stopped
them in the hall. She was a Hopi woman and had only been out of
college for a couple of years.

"Hey, what did you two think of that
music?"

"I liked it—sort of," Hanna said. "At first I
thought it was going to be like gospel, but it was too dirty
sounding."

"It's funky. The word is funky, not dirty,"
Ms. Watson said. She turned Will for his opinion. Will
shrugged.

"Like the man said, it's down-home music.
It's just not my home."

"Gotcha. Hey, you two want to get your
picture taken with Tommy before he leaves?"

Will glanced over at Hanna.

"You go," she said and gave him a friendly
shove. "You can interview him for the paper, and ask him about
those dirty lyrics. Oh, I mean funky lyrics."

She turned and disappeared into the crowd. As
Will watched her go he noticed a woman with a long single braid
leaning against the wall. Her arms were crossed and she stared at
him with dark, penetrating eyes. Had he seen her before? She wasn't
a teacher. Maybe she was a parent. Whoever she was, she was
strikingly beautiful and held his gaze for several moments.

"Hey, you coming Will?" Ms. Watson asked at
last.

"Oh, yeah." As they headed back into the
auditorium, he glanced back and saw that the woman had
disappeared.

"By the way, how's that senior thesis coming
along? You're two weeks overdue and I can't extend it much
longer."

"Sorry about that. I'm almost done."

"I'm looking forward to reading it. You took
on a challenging subject."

They joined a couple of teachers and several
kids on stage. Too late he saw that one of them was Mosi Nakai, his
ex-girlfriend. He paused on the top step as their eyes met. She
quickly turned and headed off-stage in the other direction.

Will sighed and wondered why life was so
damned complicated. He liked Mosi and wished they were still
friends, but he liked Hanna, too. Ms. Watson pulled him forward and
introduced him to the bandleader who smiled and shook his hand.

"Now you look like you got the blues, son.
What's wrong?"

"Nothin,' just high school."

"I dig it." He laughed and slapped Will on
the shoulder. A camera flashed and Will nodded to Carmen, the girl
who had taken their picture. She was the editor of the school
newspaper and the one who had encouraged him to write for the
paper.

"I bet you kids don't see too many black folk
on the rez," Tommy said.

"No, not too many," Will answered as he
remembered the lecture today from first period. Ms. Watson had
talked about how a hundred years ago the Army sent black soldiers
into the Hopi villages to steal children from their families. They
took them to the government school in Keams Canyon and chopped off
their long hair. They forced them to live in dorms, and punished
them if they spoke their native language.

Will thanked Tommy for playing, then excused
himself and headed for the parking lot. Outside of the auditorium
the hallway was empty, revealing a trail of litter. It was the
usual stuff—wads of paper, broken pencils and discarded food
wrappers. Among the refuse was an eagle feather with a beaded
leather thong attached to it. The feather was on the floor near the
wall where the woman with the braids had stood. A chill snaked up
his spine as he continued down the hall. He felt as if the woman
was still standing there, staring after him.

Will pushed open one of the sets of double
doors and stepped outside. With a groan, he remembered his truck
was in the shop. His father, who had some business at the Bureau of
Indians Affairs a few miles from the school, was picking him up
today. The parking lot was nearly empty, and he suddenly wished
he'd told his father he would get a ride with one of the guys. They
were all from K-Town, or Kykotsmovi, at the foot of Third Mesa, and
took turns driving. It was that or take the bus.

No sign of his father yet. He set his
backpack down and leaned against the wall. He thought about the
concert again and wondered if Dad had any blues albums hidden away
in his country and country-rock collection. Maybe somewhere between
Willie Nelson and Johnny Cash, both of whom had Native American
blood as Dad had told him a zillion times. Probably not, he
thought. He'd never heard any music like that from Dad's stereo.
Never on the radio, either. Not even in Colorado, where he'd lived
most of his life with his mother.

Will dropped his head back against the wall
and closed his eyes. An image of Hanna came to mind and triggered a
flood of warm feelings. He definitely liked being around her. He
could talk to her in a way that he'd never been able to do with
Mosi. She was bright as well as attractive, and when she looked
into his eyes the rest of the world vanished.

Until three weeks ago, she'd remained a
distant figure, a blaze of red hair that seemed to float above a
sea of ebony locks. She was the daughter of a Methodist minister
and lived in the village of Morovi on Second Mesa. She had several
friends from basketball, her church, and across the rez. While Will
was attending Hopi High for the first time this school year, Hanna
had lived here all her life.

He smiled at the memory of their first
conversation. She'd spoken to him as they bussed their dishes in
the lunchroom.

"Hey, Will Lansa. Your bud, Hatathey, says
you're writing your senior paper on Dine witchcraft. Is that
true?"

"Guilty as charged, I guess." He had expected
her to tell him to stay away from the subject as several classmates
had already done. To his surprise, that didn't seem to be her
concern.

"Why pick on the Navajos? You're Hopi, aren't
you? I know your dad is, anyway. Why don't you write about Hopi
witchcraft?"

He had studied her a moment, noticed the
curve of her lips and the freckles that were sprinkled lightly
across her pale cheeks. He'd found her comment humorous but was
slightly annoyed that she of all people would question his heritage
and infer that he might be more white than Hopi.

"I tried. I couldn't get anywhere. No one
wanted to talk. Besides, There's a lot more information available
about Navajo witches. Lots of stories, at least."

"Stories? You mean, like old tales from the
past? Why not get first-hand information about stuff going on
now?"

"Like I said..."

"Do you even believe in witchcraft,
Will?"

"I don't know," he said with a shrug. "I've
only heard stories. I know there are medicine people with powers.
My grandfather is one of them. He's an extraordinary healer, but
he's not a witch."

"Can he grow back missing limbs?"

"Maybe on a lizard. I didn't say he was God,
after all," Will replied sarcastically.

"You're funny, Will Lansa. I like you. My dad
knows a Hopi witch. I bet he could set something up. You know, like
an interview."

"Really?"

"Sure. You must be good at interviewing
people. I see your byline in the school paper."

"I guess. I don't know, I'm pretty much done
with my research. I've just got to finish writing it."

Her pretty mouth broadened into a smile.
"You're afraid to talk to a witch," she teased.

"I didn't say that. I'm not afraid. Besides,
I thought your dad was a minister. What's he doing hanging with a
witch?"

Hanna laughed. It was a lovely musical sound
that made him smile.

"He's trying to save the man's soul, of
course. That's what he does...in his own way."

"Okay, I'll meet this witch."

"Good. Come to my house after school. It's next to
the church in Morovi."

Will snapped out of
his reverie as the double doors swung open. He tensed when he saw
Carson Nakai and three of his Dine buddies step out. The Navajos
made up about twenty percent of the students and usually stuck
close together. Nakai did a double take when he saw Will.

Carson Nakai was a junior and had been a star
halfback on the football team when Will first came to Hopi High.
Will, who was an All-Colorado state running back at the time, had
beaten Nakai out for the starting position. Then, while in practice
preparing for their third game, Will had injured his knee and he
was out for the season.

In fact, it was doubtful that he'd ever
regain his speed and mobility. He'd undergone surgery in which
pieces of broken cartilage were removed, but the knee was still
tender after five months. Nakai had reclaimed the starting position
and never failed to brag to Will about his touchdowns.

"Hey, look who's here. It's Aspen. Still
slumming on the mesas, I see, but going after the rare white meat
now."

Will ignored the comment. Nakai had called
Will 'Aspen' from the first day of football practice.

"What's up, Carson?"

"What's up is that
I don't like the way you're treating my sister. She's a good
kid."

Will stood up. "We broke up. So what? It's
none of your business."

Nakai poked a finger at Will's chest.

"Listen, pretty boy, mountain rat. The crew
and I all agree that no respectable Bruin should hang with a white
girl, especially the daughter of a missionary. It don't look
right."

"Says who?"

Nakai smiled, looked around to make sure they
were alone, then abruptly punched Will just below the sternum and
knocked the wind out of him. Caught off balance, Will stumbled and
the other boys grabbed his arms.

"Says me, the guy who scored fourteen
touchdowns and ran away with your game, Has-Been. That's what I'm
calling you from now on – Has-Been ."

"Screw you." He tried to wrench away, but
Nakai sank his fist into Will's gut. This time Will tensed his
muscles just in time and Nakai's fist bounced off of Will as if
he'd struck a board. Will's leg snapped out lightning quick and his
foot struck Nakai's chest, sending him back-pedaling.

"Hold onto him!" Nakai shouted angrily just
as one of the doors opened. "I don't want him running away like a
damned prairie dog!"

He grabbed Will by the collar and made a
fist, but before he could throw the punch a hand snagged Nakai's
wrist as a leg tripped him. Nakai tumbled to the ground.

It was Dan Hatathey, the football team's star
linebacker. He was a mass of brawn and muscle, and was a Dine
friend. It had been Hatathey who'd tackled Will in practice and
ended his football days and he'd felt bad about it ever since. The
upside was that they'd become good friends.

"What the hell do you guys think you're
doing?" Hatathey demanded.

The others released Will as Nakai jumped to
his feet and shoved Hatathey, who barely budged. He grabbed Nakai
by the collar and held him at arm's length, pinning him to the
brick wall. Nakai struggled to free himself from Hatathey's iron
grip. Hatathey was about to punch Nakai in the gut when they heard
a short blast from a police siren and that ended the fight. Nakai
and his buddies scattered like rats as the police cruiser moved
slowly in their direction from across the parking lot.

"You okay, Sazi?" Hatathey asked. His
nickname for Will was short for Anasazi, a Navajo word that meant
'ancient enemy'. For his part, Will called Hatathey Tava, a Hopi
term for Navajos that literally meant 'head-pounder.'

"Yeah, I'm fine." He brushed off his shirt
and grabbed his backpack as his Dad pulled up. "Thanks for the
help. See you next week."

"Hey, don't forget you've still got to come
to Chinle one of these weekends and go camping with me in Canyon de
Chelly. You'll love it."

"Sounds good. Let's plan on it."

"Ya-ta-hey!"
Hatathey called out. He waved a hand towards the cruiser and walked
off to his Jeep. Will moved over to the car, opened the door and
slid into the front seat.

"Hey, Dad," he said as if nothing had
happened.

 



TWO

Will leaned back in
the passenger seat, then propped his feet up on the dash and
crossed his arms. Pete Lansa immediately snapped his fingers.

"Hey, feet down. Not in the patrol car. You
know better."

"Do now," Will muttered.

Pete Lansa smiled and pushed back his
shoulder-length hair.

"So what happened back there?"

"Just some jerks."

"Hm, let me guess. It had something to do
with you and a certain redhead."

"How did you know?"

"Got an inkling the other day when I ran into
your principal, Mrs. Natamaya, over at the Keams Canyon restaurant.
She said there was some resentment, hurt feelings. I figured she
was talking about the Dine girl." He glanced over at Will. "You
weren't mean to her, were you?"

"No, I still like Mosi, sort of. It's just
that she was getting too territorial. I couldn't look at another
girl without her getting all jealous."

"Territorial, huh? Well, the Dine
do have us surrounded."

Will laughed. "Yeah, right."

"Maybe you should clear the air, explain how
you feel."

"It's too late. Besides, Dad, I don't think
it's..." He was about to tell his Dad that it wasn't any of his
business, but caught himself. "I don't want to talk about it
anymore, okay?"

"Hey, just trying to help. You know, I'm
pretty well informed on the topic of inter-racial relationships,
for better and worse."

"I know. But like I said..."

"Okay, fine."

They fell silent and slipped into their own
thoughts as they drove through the high desert beneath a brilliant,
spacious, pale blue sky. Will felt relieved when his father turned
onto Highway 87 and headed toward Second Mesa. That meant he'd
already taken care of his business at the BIA office. Hopefully
they would go directly home. Most of the time his Dad took forever
to get anywhere. He was always stopping at different places,
checking on someone, following up a lead, or just patrolling to
make his presence known. The long-haired chief of police was one
with the people, but also one with the law.

Will knew that his father had alienated some
of his traditional Hopi family when he'd married a white woman. His
mother Marion was a social worker, born into a wealthy Aspen,
Colorado silver mining family. She gave birth to Will on the
reservation, but the marriage ended three years later and she took
Will back to Aspen. In the years that followed, Pete Lansa tried to
see his son as often as possible and Will's mother always
encouraged him to visit his father. Will spent the summer here
after his sophomore year, but he never thought he would live on the
rez.

Will's thoughts drifted to Hanna again. Until
he'd gotten to know her, he hadn't realized that she'd lived her
entire life on the reservation. Her mother had died in a car
accident when she was only six years old, and Hanna was raised by
her father and a Hopi woman named Kaya. Kaya was close to Jim
Wesley, but she wasn't his wife. Reverend Wesley had vowed never to
remarry, so officially Kaya was a live-in housekeeper, cook, and
substitute mother. Will hadn't pushed Hanna to tell him any more
about that relationship.

Will remembered meeting her father that day
after school. The reverend had greeted him warmly and welcomed him
into their home. He was a tall, angular man with thick, curly,
salt-and-pepper hair and a droopy white mustache. Reverend Wesley
had expressed an interest in Will's multi-cultural background and
the differences between his life in Aspen and the reservation.
However, when the conversation finally turned to the Hopi witch, a
furrow had formed on the reverend's brow and he'd grown
pensive.

"Sorry, can't help you there, Will," he'd
answered curtly.

"Why not Dad?" Hanna protested. "Maybe Will
can help you."

Wesley shook his head.

"Too dangerous. You can't trust witches. You
don't know how they might react."

"Excuse me, but isn't it dangerous for you,
too?" Will had asked.

Reverend Wesley hesitated, then shrugged his
narrow, bony shoulders.

"It is, but it's my mission."

Will's thoughts were interrupted and he
realized his father was talking.

"Sorry, Dad, what did you say?"

Lansa laughed.

"Day dreaming again? I said, we have to take
a detour on Second Mesa."

Will groaned. "Can't you take me home
first?"

"It won't take long."

Sure. He'd heard
that before.

The worst thing about living here was the
distance between home and school. It was the driving; the endless
miles of moonscape, passing smatterings of sage and juniper,
isolated oil rigs pumping at the earth, and occasional rock
outcroppings. The high desert of Black Mesa was flat, harsh and
dry, and capped by more faded blue sky than he'd ever seen. How the
Hopi ancestors had decided upon this desolate expanse as their
homeland and calling Second Mesa the center of the universe was a
mystery to him.

Will remembered describing the bleak
landscape to a friend in Aspen once. The friend had said how
terrible it was that the American government had forced the Hopi to
live in such an inhospitable environment. However, that wasn't the
case at all. The Hopi had lived here long before the arrival of the
Europeans. Both the Spanish and the Americans had found the land so
forbidding that, for the most part, they had left the Hopi alone
until well into the nineteenth century.

Even after all these months Will still felt
as if he were visiting an alien world when he crossed this stark
landscape. He missed Colorado's winding roads, always climbing or
descending, bordered by forests of evergreens and aspens. He missed
his old friends and his old life. Unfortunately, things had gotten
too crazy with drugs, false accusations, and murder. In an odd way,
living on the reservation was a relief; an escape from that
materialistic world of greed and excessiveness. His senior year
here was like a monastic retreat—a cleansing, a healing.

"So where are we headed?" Will asked
glumly.

"We're going to experience some everyday
life," Lansa said. "A farmer outside of Morovi is complaining that
someone destroyed his corn field and now vultures are circling over
it. He won't go near it."

Corn. That was another strange thing about
the rez. The stuff grew in patches and produced cobs of blue, red,
and, yellow. It was a rainbow of corn, and it carried an importance
that, to Will, went far beyond what any vegetable deserved. Of
course, he would never say that to anyone here. He was already
marked as a mountain elitist and he didn't need to contribute to
that reputation.

"Something dead in the field, you think?"
Will tried to sound interested.

"Probably an animal that was hit by a drunk
who ran off the road and into the corn, then drove away."

Fascinating, Will
thought sarcastically.

"So what are you going to do?"

"Take a look. Talk to the farmer. See what I
can do to help. Then we'll head home." There was a pause, then his
father spoke again.

"Actually, I'm kind of interested in seeing
this cornfield. It's something new."

"How could a corn field be something new?
Hopis have been growing corn forever."

"Not like this. It's a special project
involving a federal grant and the University of Northern Arizona
Agricultural Department. The corn was started in greenhouses in
Flagstaff, then transplanted here about ten days ago. They enriched
the soil, installed irrigation sprinklers, and a have a big water
truck. It's kind of controversial, so it's possible that someone
intentionally drove their vehicle through that cornfield just to
cause trouble."

"Why is the project controversial?"

"The Hopi Council approved it, but just
barely. Corn is always planted in early June, when the planting
dances are held in the plaza. It's not planted in early May, and
certainly not grown in greenhouses. The traditional people in the
villages believe the university and the government are messing with
the Hopi cycle and disturbing the natural balance."

Will stared out the side window as the desert
rushed by. In many respects, the Hopi Way baffled him. Growing corn
should never be controversial.

He dismissed the thought and wished he could
call Hanna. Last year, his mother had given him a cell phone. They
were wildly popular among kids in Aspen. Reception was hit and miss
in the mountains, but it was non-existent here. Too few people, not
enough interest in technology, and not enough money to pay for
it.

Lansa glanced over at him. "What're you
thinking?"

"That my cell phone probably will never work
here."

"Actually, the traditionals don't like wires,
so maybe wireless phones will become popular."

"Yeah, but they need cell towers every few
miles."

"They'll go right along with the oil rigs.
Who would you call, anyhow?"

"Hanna, of course, to see what she's
doing."

"Didn't you just see her?"

"Yeah, but I think there was some problem
with Kaya. She hadn't gotten home from a visit to some relatives in
Tuba."

"Ah, well, if Kaya was drinking again..." His
voice trail off and he shook his head. "I feel sorry for Hanna,
dealing with that. It's not even her mother."

"Hanna never mentioned the drinking
problem."

Will spotted someone on the side of the road
in the distance. As they neared, the figure turned to face them and
stuck out an arm. Will was surprised to see someone dressed in
kachina garb, complete with headdress. Instead of holding out his
thumb, he was pointing across the road. Will glanced over, but
didn't see anything until they were past the figure.

"Did you see that?" Will snapped his head
around, twisting in his seat to look back. The road appeared
deserted.

"What?" Lansa slowed the cruiser and turned
onto a dirt road as if following the kachina's directions.

"Didn't you see him?"

"See who?"

"That guy. Someone dressed like a
kachina."

"Sorry, I missed him." Lansa stopped and
looked back at the miles of empty road.

"Dad, he was there."

"What did the kachina look like?"

"I didn't get a real good look, but I think
the headdress had feathers in a circle all the way around the face
of the mask, and the face was divided like a pie into different
colors."

Lansa studied Will for a moment and then
drove on. If he recognized the kachina, he didn't say.

"Keep your eyes open, Will. Let me know if
you see anything else."

Even though he was more familiar with
downhill skiing than kachinas, Will was acquainted with the
mysteries of the Hopi world—the power and influence of the
kachinas. To some tourists, kachinas were dolls carved from wood
that were painted, dressed and decorated. To others they were men
in kachina costumes and headdresses who danced in the plazas of the
villages during seasonal ceremonies. However, at the heart of the
Hopi world, they were nature spirits and supernatural beings who
sent rain, bountiful harvests, and who provided guidance and
healing. They emerged from the underworld in November during the
Wuwuchim ceremony and remained on earth
for six months. They departed in July after the summer solstice and
the Niman kachina ceremony. They were the
essence of the Hopi Way.

The patrol car bounced along the dirt road
for several minutes, then turned onto another dirt road. With each
mile Will felt more and more anxious, as if something other than a
disturbed cornfield was waiting for them.

Finally, Lansa touched the brakes as they
passed a small wood-frame house that was set back from the road at
the end of a double-track driveway. Will leaned forward, looking up
through the windshield as the patrol car came to a stop. Several
vultures circled high above a cornfield.

"Is this it?"

"Do you see any other cornfields? Incredible.
The stalks are knee-high in May. Come on. We'll take a look first,
then go talk to Leroy."

They got out and walked into the field.
Enormous sprinklers were set up on one side. Nearby was a gigantic
water tank that looked more like a grounded blimp. This was
definitely not a Hopi plan. On the rez, corn typically grew in
tight clusters, separated by several feet. Here, the corn formed
rows, as if they were in Kansas.

"Look at that!" Will said as they came upon
an area where the young stalks were bent over. It was as if a
swirling windstorm had criss-crossed the field.

"It's a damned shame," Lansa said, shaking
his head and looking around at the damage. "The UNA ag department
went to a lot of hard work and expense to set up this experiment.
Now look at it."

"What do you think happened here, Dad?"

"I don't know. One thing's for certain,
though. No drunk driver caused what we're seeing." Lansa studied
the ground. "It starts right here. There's no path from the road.
It's also too uniform, almost like a design."

"Yeah, except we're too close to the 'easel'
to see what it is. Do you think it's a crop circle? You know, like
in the fields in England?"

"I don't know anything about crop circles,
except that we've never had them here."

Until now, Will thought.

"Dad, look over there." Will pointed toward
something blue protruding from the corn stalks. He moved closer and
stopped. It looked like a denim-covered leg.

"Stay where you are, Will." Lansa held out
his arm like a crossing guard and continued forward.

"What
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