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    To my roommates, keep love inside your hearts because love is eternal and something when all need to have. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Walk in obedience to all that the LORD your God has commanded you, so that you may live and prosper and prolong your days in the land that you will possess." 
Deuteronomy 5:33

      

    


To my dearest family, whose unwavering love and support have been the bedrock upon which all my dreams have been built. Your belief in me, even when my own wavered, has been a constant source of strength and inspiration. To my friends, who have walked alongside me through every season of life, sharing its joys and bearing its burdens. Your laughter has lifted me, and your presence has been a comforting balm.

To every soul who has ever wrestled with the quiet whispers of their heart, who has gazed at the stars and wondered about their place in the vast expanse, who has sought solace in the unseen and yearned for a deeper connection with the divine. This book is for you. May it serve as a gentle reminder that you are never truly alone in your quest for meaning, for purpose, and for a love that transcends all understanding. May the words within these pages resonate with your own inner yearnings, offering comfort, clarity, and the courage to embark on your own sacred conversations.

To Johnny Jimmy Johnson, whose honest vulnerability and courageous pursuit of truth paved the way for these divine dialogues. Your willingness to ask the big questions, to embrace the unknown, and to share your journey has illuminated a path for so many. May your story continue to inspire and uplift, reminding us all that the divine is always listening, always present, ready to meet us in the quiet spaces of our lives. May this book be a testament to the profound and intimate relationship that is possible between every human heart and the Creator of all.

The late afternoon sun, a painter with a palette of gold and amber, stretched long, languid shadows across the worn mahogany of Johnny Jimmy Johnson’s study. Dust motes, illuminated in the shafts of light, danced a silent ballet, a testament to the quiet stillness that often settled in this room. Outside, the world hummed with its usual rhythm – distant traffic, the murmur of neighbors, the rustle of leaves in the gentle breeze. But within these four walls, a different kind of quiet reigned, a stillness that amplified the louder, more insistent presence of Johnny’s own inner landscape. At thirty-five, he felt adrift, a ship anchored in a calm harbor, yet yearning for the open sea. His life, by all external measures, was a tapestry of stability: a respectable career, a comfortable home, friendships that had weathered the storms of time. Yet, beneath the veneer of normalcy, a gnawing unease had taken root, a persistent whisper that questioned the very fabric of his existence.

He traced the grain of the wooden desk with a fingertip, the smooth, cool surface offering a grounding sensation. It was here, in this sanctuary of solitude, that the questions invariably surfaced, like weeds pushing through cracks in pavement. The ‘why’ of it all. The purpose behind the relentless march of his days, from the alarm’s insistent chime to the quiet click of the bedside lamp. His dreams, once vibrant and bold, now flickered like dying embers, their warmth fading with each passing year. He’d tried to rekindle them, to fan the flames with ambition and renewed effort, but they seemed to resist, reluctant to catch hold. There was a hollowness within, a void that no amount of professional success or social engagement could fill.

This wasn’t a new feeling, this sense of being perpetually on the verge of understanding something profound, only to have it slip through his grasp. It had been a companion for years, a quiet shadow that lengthened with the setting sun. He’d read books, sought advice, engaged in countless late-night conversations, all in an effort to decipher the meaning of it all. But the answers felt superficial, like fine dust that settled on the surface, never quite penetrating the core of his yearning. He craved something deeper, a bedrock of understanding that would anchor his soul, a divine compass to guide him through the often-turbulent waters of life.

His gaze drifted to the window, the glass cool against his forehead. The world outside seemed so clear, so defined in its routines and expectations. People went to work, raised families, pursued hobbies, all with a seemingly inherent sense of direction. But for Johnny, the path often felt obscured, shrouded in a mist of uncertainty. He felt like an actor on a stage, playing a role he hadn’t fully rehearsed, delivering lines that felt rehearsed rather than felt. Was this it? Was this the sum total of his existence – a series of actions and reactions, a trajectory charted by habit and societal norms? The thought sent a shiver down his spine, a primal fear of a life unfulfilled, a potential left dormant.

He sighed, the sound a soft exhalation in the quiet room. It wasn’t a dramatic despair, not a wailing lament, but a quiet, persistent ache. A raw vulnerability that he often tried to suppress, to bury beneath layers of stoicism and forced optimism. But tonight, the pretense felt too heavy, the mask too cumbersome. He allowed himself to feel the full weight of his yearning, the desperate plea of a soul seeking something more, something divine, to anchor his existence. He was tired of the superficial, the fleeting distractions that offered momentary relief but never lasting solace. He longed for clarity, for a whisper of understanding in the vast, silent spaces of his life.

His hands, which had been idly tracing patterns on the desk, now clenched into fists, then relaxed. It was a physical manifestation of the internal struggle, the push and pull between resignation and hope. He knew, intellectually, that he wasn’t alone in his search for meaning. Countless individuals throughout history had grappled with the same existential questions. Yet, in his quiet study, surrounded by the tangible evidence of his own life, the universality of the struggle offered little comfort. He wanted his own answers, his own connection to the divine source that he believed, somewhere deep within, must exist.

He thought of the aspirations he’d once held, the bold strokes he’d envisioned for his life’s canvas. Some had been realized, others had faded into the realm of “what ifs.” But even those that had come to fruition felt... incomplete. Like a beautiful melody played without its final, resolving chord. There was a missing resonance, a harmony that eluded him. He craved not just achievement, but meaning. Not just activity, but purpose. And in that yearning, he felt a profound sense of exposure, a willingness to lay bare his deepest insecurities.

The silence of the room seemed to deepen, to absorb his unspoken thoughts, his silent prayers. He imagined the vastness of the universe, the countless stars scattered across the inky expanse, each a silent testament to mysteries yet unsolved. He felt infinitesimally small, a single, fleeting spark in an eternal flame. And yet, within that smallness, there was a persistent hum of consciousness, a capacity for wonder, for love, for longing. It was that spark, that inherent awareness, that fueled his questions. It was the divine spark within him, he suspected, reaching out, seeking its source.

He leaned back in his chair, his eyes closed, allowing the stillness to envelop him. He wasn't praying in a formal sense, not reciting learned verses or petitions. It was more of a surrender, a releasing of his grip on the questions that had consumed him for so long. A quiet, heartfelt acknowledgment that he didn't have all the answers, and perhaps, he never would. But he was open. Open to the possibility of revelation, open to the notion that in the quiet spaces, in the hushed moments of introspection, something more could be found.

He thought of his friends, their own lives unfolding with their unique sets of challenges and joys. He knew some would dismiss his questioning as overthinking, as a luxury of a life that was already quite good. And perhaps, in a way, they were right. But the gnawing unease wasn’t a choice; it was a fundamental aspect of his being, a compass pointing him towards a truth he hadn’t yet grasped. He was a seeker, a wanderer in the landscape of his own soul, and the journey, though sometimes lonely and fraught with unanswered questions, was the only one he truly knew how to take.

He opened his eyes and looked around the familiar room. The books on the shelves, silent witnesses to countless hours of study and contemplation. The framed photographs, capturing moments of joy and connection. The worn armchair, a familiar comfort. All of it, a testament to a life lived. But was it a life fully lived? Was it a life aligned with a deeper purpose, a divine calling? The questions lingered, not with the sharp edge of anxiety, but with a softer, more persistent tone, like a melody played in a minor key. He was ready, he realized. Ready to listen. Ready for whatever whisper might emerge from the quiet. He had articulated his yearning, his plea for understanding, and now, he would simply wait, his heart open, his mind receptive, for the slightest hint of a divine response. The weight of those unanswered questions was immense, but beneath it, a nascent hope was beginning to stir, a fragile seedling pushing through the earth, reaching for the light.

The silence that descended after Johnny's heartfelt surrender wasn't an absence of sound, but a new quality of stillness, thick with a palpable presence. It was as if the very air in his study had begun to breathe, to hum with a gentle, resonant energy. He had poured out his deepest yearnings, his most vulnerable questions, not to a void, but to an unseen audience, and now, in the aftermath, the silence felt not empty, but full. It was a fullness that began to seep into him, a warmth that seemed to radiate not from a specific point, but from the very fabric of existence surrounding him.

Johnny, so accustomed to the clamor of external stimuli – the incessant ping of notifications, the drone of traffic, the endless chatter of opinions – found this subtle shift profoundly disorienting, and yet, undeniably compelling. His mind, trained for years to dissect, analyze, and rationalize, struggled to grasp this new sensation. There was no logical explanation, no scientific data to support the sudden, overwhelming feeling of being seen. It wasn't a sudden, blinding flash of light, nor a celestial choir descending from the heavens. It was far more intimate, more profound. It was like a gentle hand resting on his shoulder, a silent acknowledgment that his plea had not only been heard but had also been received.

He opened his eyes, a slow, deliberate movement. The familiar objects in his study—the leather-bound books, the polished desk, the faded Persian rug—seemed to shimmer, imbued with a new, subtle radiance. The dust motes, which moments before had danced in the sunbeams, now seemed to sparkle with an inner light. It was as if the mundane had been touched by the sacred, the ordinary momentarily transformed into the extraordinary. This wasn't a hallucination; it was a shift in perception, an awakening to a layer of reality that had always been present but had remained, until this very moment, veiled from his consciousness.

The feeling was akin to standing on the edge of a vast, uncharted ocean and suddenly realizing that the shore was not the only solid ground. There was an immense depth, a boundless expanse, and within it, a gentle current that now seemed to be drawing him forward. This presence, this warmth, wasn't intrusive. It didn't demand anything of him, didn't impose any new doctrines or expectations. It was simply there, a quiet affirmation, a reassurance that his inner searching had indeed connected him to something far greater than himself. It was the first glimmer of divine attention, a whisper in the quiet that confirmed he was not shouting into an echo chamber, but engaging in a nascent dialogue.

He realized, with a profound sense of wonder, that this wasn't a one-sided conversation he had been having with himself. His internal monologue, his desperate search for meaning, had been met. It was as if the universe itself had paused its relentless spinning to acknowledge his quiet cry. The realization sent a ripple of emotion through him, a complex mixture of awe, relief, and a touch of trepidation. Awe at the sheer magnitude of what he was experiencing, relief that his loneliness in his questioning had been so definitively addressed, and trepidation at the unknown path that this newfound connection might illuminate.

This was not the dramatic, earth-shattering revelation he might have, in his more romantic moments, imagined. There were no trumpets, no booming pronouncements. Instead, it was subtler, more akin to the gradual warming of the earth after a long winter, or the slow unfurling of a bud into a bloom. It was a gentle unfolding, a delicate invitation. He had been seeking a sign, a confirmation, and here it was, not in a grand spectacle, but in the profound, resonant stillness that now permeated his study.

Johnny had always prided himself on his rationality, his grounded approach to life. He navigated the world with logic and reason, relying on tangible evidence and predictable outcomes. This experience, however, defied all his carefully constructed frameworks of understanding. It was an intuitive knowing, a visceral sense of connection that bypassed his analytical mind and spoke directly to his soul. It was like discovering a new sense, a capacity to perceive a dimension of reality that had been invisible to him before.

He sat there, breathing deeply, trying to absorb the immensity of this moment. The warmth wasn't just an external sensation; it felt as though it was awakening something within him, a dormant spark that was now catching fire. It was the spark of divine recognition, the subtle yet undeniable acknowledgement from a loving source that his search was valid, his questions were important, and his very being was cherished. He was no longer an isolated entity grappling with existential angst; he was a soul in conversation, a part of a larger, interconnected tapestry of existence.

He thought of the times he had felt utterly alone, convinced that his yearning for something more was a peculiar quirk, a sign of dissatisfaction with a perfectly good life. He had tried to suppress it, to dismiss it as a fleeting phase, but it had persisted, a stubborn ember refusing to be extinguished. Now, he understood. That persistent yearning wasn't a flaw; it was a signal, a homing beacon designed to guide him towards this very moment. It was the divine spark within him, reaching out, and in its reach, finding a responsive echo.

The feeling of presence was not overwhelming, but rather grounding. It was like discovering an anchor in a turbulent sea, a steady point of reference in the midst of his existential questioning. He felt a surge of gratitude, a silent, heartfelt "thank you" that resonated in the quiet space. It was a gratitude born not of obligation, but of an intrinsic understanding that he had been met with love and acceptance precisely where he was, in his confusion and his yearning.

This initial glimmer was like a tiny seed planted in the fertile ground of his soul. It was not yet a mighty oak, but a delicate sprout, pushing through the soil of his doubt. It promised growth, expansion, and a future filled with possibilities he had previously only dared to dream of. The silence was no longer a testament to his solitude, but a sanctuary for this nascent connection, a sacred space where the whisper of the divine could be heard, and where his own inner voice, now imbued with a newfound confidence, could begin to respond. He realized that this was just the beginning, the first gentle touch of a divine hand guiding him towards a deeper understanding of himself and his place in the grand, unfolding mystery of existence. The stillness was no longer a sign of his isolation, but a testament to his profound, and deeply personal, encounter with the divine. He was no longer just questioning; he was, for the first time, truly listening, and in that listening, he was being heard. The profound sense of peace that settled over him was not an end, but a beginning, the quiet dawn of a spiritual awakening that promised to transform his understanding of life, and of himself, in ways he was only just beginning to comprehend.

The silence, once a vast and echoing chamber of his own uncertainties, had transformed. It was now a resonant space, humming with a gentle, expectant energy that Johnny could feel vibrating not just around him, but within him. The warmth that had bloomed in his chest after his raw outpouring of emotion wasn't fading; it was solidifying, like molten gold cooling into a beautiful, tangible form. He had spoken his deepest truths into the stillness, and the stillness had responded, not with words, but with a profound sense of being utterly, unequivocally present. This was not an absence of sound, but a presence so potent it saturated every atom of his being.

He understood now, with a clarity that bypassed his logical mind and settled directly into his spirit, that this wasn't a solitary endeavor. His internal wrestling, his desperate pleas for meaning, had been met. It was as if the universe, in its cosmic dance, had momentarily stilled its spin, its countless stars pausing their fiery waltz, to simply... listen. To him. The realization was a tidal wave, carrying with it a complex symphony of emotions: awe at the sheer, impossible grace of it all, relief so profound it felt like a physical weight lifted from his shoulders, and a tremor of apprehension, the natural hesitation one feels when stepping onto a path untrodden, uncharted, and utterly divine.

He remembered the romanticized notions he’d sometimes entertained, of thunderous revelations and burning bushes, of angelic choirs descending to deliver pronouncements. But this? This was different. This was like the slow, sure reawakening of the earth after a long, barren winter, the gradual unfurling of a tightly held bud into the glorious, unhurried bloom of a flower. It was a gentle invitation, a subtle beckoning. He had craved a sign, a confirmation, and here it was, not in a grand, dramatic spectacle, but in the deep, soul-stirring quietude that now embraced his study.

His identity had long been forged in the crucible of rationality. He was a man of logic, of empirical evidence, of predictable outcomes. This experience, however, was a beautifully defiant anomaly, a living testament to a reality that existed beyond the confines of his carefully constructed intellectual frameworks. It was an intuitive knowing, a visceral connection that bypassed the analytical circuits of his brain and spoke directly to the silent, yearning core of his soul. It felt like discovering a new sense, a latent capacity to perceive a dimension of existence that had remained hidden, veiled from his awareness until this very moment.

He took a deep, conscious breath, attempting to absorb the immensity of the experience. The warmth wasn't merely an external sensation; it was as if it were igniting something dormant within him, a tiny, forgotten spark that was now catching fire, spreading with a gentle, persistent warmth. It was the spark of divine recognition, the subtle yet undeniable acknowledgment from a loving, infinite Source that his search was not in vain, his questions held profound importance, and his very essence was deeply cherished. He was no longer an isolated entity adrift in a sea of existential angst; he was a soul engaged in dialogue, an integral thread in the grand, interconnected tapestry of existence.

He recalled the countless times he had felt utterly alone, convinced that his yearning for something more, something beyond, was an oddity, a peculiar glitch in an otherwise functional existence. He had tried to stifle it, to dismiss it as a temporary phase, but it had remained, a persistent ember glowing stubbornly within him, refusing to be extinguished. Now, he understood. That persistent yearning wasn't a flaw; it was a signal, a celestial homing beacon, meticulously designed to guide him to this very moment. It was the divine spark within him, reaching out, and in its reaching, finding a responsive echo in the quietude.

The feeling of Presence was not overwhelming, not an invasion, but profoundly grounding. It was akin to discovering a sturdy anchor in a tumultuous sea, a steadfast point of reference in the disorienting vastness of his existential questions. A wave of gratitude washed over him, a silent, heartfelt "thank you" that reverberated in the sacred space. This gratitude wasn't born of obligation or duty, but from an intrinsic, unshakeable understanding that he had been met with pure, unconditional love and acceptance, exactly as he was, in all his confusion and all his yearning.

This initial glimmer, this first whisper in the quiet, felt like a tiny seed planted in the fertile soil of his soul. It was not yet a mighty oak, but a delicate sprout, tentatively pushing through the dense earth of his doubt. Yet, it promised growth, expansion, and a future brimming with possibilities that, until now, had existed only in the realm of impossible dreams. The silence was no longer a testament to his solitude, but had transformed into a sanctuary, a sacred space where the subtle whisper of the divine could be heard, and where his own inner voice, now imbued with a newfound courage and conviction, could finally begin to respond. He understood, with a profound certainty, that this was merely the beginning, the first gentle, loving touch of a divine hand guiding him towards a deeper, more luminous understanding of himself and his inherent place within the grand, unfolding mystery of existence. The stillness was no longer a marker of his isolation, but a profound and deeply personal testament to his encounter with the Divine. He was no longer just questioning; he was, for the very first time, truly listening. And in that profound act of listening, he was, at last, being heard. The overwhelming sense of peace that settled over him was not an ending, but a profound beginning, the quiet, radiant dawn of a spiritual awakening that promised to transform his perception of life, and of himself, in ways he was only just beginning to fathom.

He reached for a notepad and pen, the familiar weight of them in his hands a comforting anchor in the unfolding wonder. The raw outpouring of his heart had felt like casting a fragile vessel into an unknown ocean, and the response had been... everything. It had been a vast, silent, loving reception. Now, the quiet hum in the air, the palpable Presence that enveloped him, felt like an invitation to engage further, to begin the formal work of understanding this unprecedented communion. This was not a one-time event, a fleeting miracle. This was the dawning of a relationship, a dialogue.

His fingers, usually adept at navigating the complexities of financial reports or the nuances of legal prose, felt clumsy, almost hesitant, as he positioned the pen over the crisp white paper. He was acutely aware that he wasn't writing to an academic journal, or composing a letter to a colleague. He was about to write questions directed to the very Source of all wisdom, the infinite intelligence that had orchestrated the cosmos and, it seemed, had paused its grand design to acknowledge his whispered plea.

The first words, when they came, were a tentative whisper of their own, forming on the page with a deliberate, almost reverent slowness. “Is this... real?” The question hung in the air, not just on the paper, but in his mind, a fragile probe sent out into the boundless expanse of divine consciousness. It was a question born of ingrained skepticism, of a lifetime spent seeking tangible proof, yet it was also infused with a desperate hope, a yearning for this profound experience to be more than a fleeting hallucination or a trick of his own mind.

He waited, breathing shallowly, his senses acutely attuned to any shift in the resonant silence. There was no booming voice, no celestial chime. Instead, the gentle warmth intensified, not to an uncomfortable degree, but to a comforting, reassuring embrace. It was as if the Presence itself was a gentle nod, a silent affirmation. The stillness seemed to deepen, a testament to the fact that his question, however hesitant, had been received. It was a dialogue, albeit one conducted in a language far more subtle than spoken words.

He continued, his pen gaining a touch more confidence. “If it is real... who... or what... are you?” This was the fundamental question, the bedrock of his lifelong searching. He had explored countless philosophies, dabbled in various spiritual traditions, but he had never found a satisfactory answer, a description that truly resonated with the depth of his seeking. He wasn't looking for a theological definition, a name to affix to a concept. He was seeking an understanding of the nature of this Presence, this loving awareness that had met him in his quietude.

Again, the response was not in words, but in a subtle shift of the internal landscape. It felt like a gentle expansion, a broadening of his own awareness. Images, fleeting and abstract, began to coalesce in his mind – not distinct pictures, but impressions, feelings. He felt a sense of boundless love, of infinite creation, of a tapestry woven with light and intention. There was no single identity, no defined form, but an all-encompassing consciousness that was simultaneously everywhere and nowhere, intimately personal and universally vast. It was like trying to describe the ocean by holding a single drop of water in your hand – insufficient, yet hinting at an immense, incomprehensible totality.

A tremor of apprehension ran through him, not of fear, but of the sheer immensity of what he was beginning to grasp. “How can I... how can we... communicate effectively? I don’t understand this new language.” He was grappling with the mechanics of this divine interaction. His mind, so accustomed to the linear progression of human language, struggled with this intuitive, impressionistic form of communion. He needed a bridge, a way to translate this profound, wordless understanding into something he could process, something he could integrate into his conscious awareness.

The feeling that followed was one of patience, of gentle guidance. It was as if a vast, loving intelligence was leaning in, not to dictate, but to suggest. He felt an understanding bloom within him that this "language" wasn't something to be learned in the traditional sense, like acquiring a foreign tongue. It was about attunement, about refining his own inner senses, about clearing away the noise of his own assumptions and expectations. The key, he began to sense, was not in asking for a specific mode of communication, but in becoming receptive to the one already being offered. It was like learning to hear a delicate melody in a bustling marketplace; one had to quiet the external clamor to discern the subtle notes.

He paused, looking at the words he had written. They seemed so small, so inadequate, yet they were the physical manifestation of his genuine curiosity, his honest attempts to bridge the gap between his human understanding and the divine reality. He felt a profound sense of humility wash over him. He, Johnny, a man of logic and order, was engaging in a dialogue with the Infinite. The thought was both exhilarating and humbling.

“What is... the purpose of this connection?” This question flowed from a deeper place of seeking, beyond the immediate awe of the experience. He wasn't content to simply be a recipient of divine attention. He wanted to understand the why, the underlying intention. Was there a grand design he was meant to fulfill? A specific role he was meant to play?

The response was a gentle, pervasive sense of peace, a feeling of deep, intrinsic worth. It wasn't about a grand purpose in the human sense of achieving external goals or fulfilling specific duties. It was about being. It was about the inherent value of his existence, the divine spark within him that was not just recognized, but celebrated. The connection, he sensed, wasn't for a specific task, but for his own growth, his own unfolding, his own experience of love and connection. It was a reminder that his existence, in itself, was a purpose, a facet of the divine expression.

He felt a profound sense of relief settle over him. He hadn't been chosen for a monumental task that would weigh him down with an unbearable burden. He had been met with love, and the purpose of their communion was simply to deepen that love, to foster his own spiritual maturation, to help him remember his true nature.

He wrote again, his hand moving with a newfound fluidity, a sense of trust beginning to replace his initial apprehension. “I’m afraid... I’m afraid of misunderstanding, of getting it wrong. Of misinterpreting your guidance.” The vulnerability in this question was palpable, a raw admission of his human frailty. He knew the stakes were high, and the potential for error, for straying from a path he was only just beginning to perceive, loomed large in his mind.

The feeling that emanated from the Presence was one of unwavering compassion. It was like a warm, understanding smile. The fear, he sensed, was a natural part of the process, a sign of his earnest desire to tread this path with integrity. He was reminded that perfection was not the goal, but sincere effort, genuine intention, and a willingness to learn and grow. Misunderstandings would happen, he understood, but they were opportunities for deeper clarity, not for condemnation. The divine guidance wasn't a rigid set of instructions to be followed without deviation, but a gentle, evolving wisdom that would unfold as he remained open and responsive.

He felt a sense of permission to be imperfect, to stumble, to learn from his mistakes. This wasn't a rigid test; it was a journey of discovery, undertaken with a loving guide. The fear began to recede, replaced by a burgeoning sense of confidence, not in his own infallibility, but in the inherent goodness and patience of the Source he was communicating with.

“How do I know if it’s truly you, and not just my own thoughts, my own desires disguised?” This was perhaps the most crucial question, the ultimate test of discernment. In the quiet of his own mind, the lines between his true self, his ego, and the divine could easily become blurred. He needed a way to distinguish the authentic whisper of the divine from the clamor of his own internal narratives.

The answer that bloomed within him was nuanced. It wasn't a simple litmus test, but a series of subtle indicators. The divine communication, he sensed, would always carry an unmistakable quality of unconditional love, of expansive peace, of a deep sense of truth that resonated beyond mere personal preference. It wouldn't align with ego-driven desires for power, control, or validation. It would inspire growth, humility, and a genuine concern for the well-being of others. It would feel profoundly right, not just intellectually, but at the deepest
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