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          begin hell_os.exe; {Inferno}

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SKELM.trial 1

          

          void login.sh(char *user); /* Digital Limbo Entry Protocol */

        

      

    

    
      I wire my way to damnation, surfing the quantum inferno with stubborn, pixel-stained fingers. Light and data fragment my vision, drowning me in raw awareness, while digital bugs skitter like roaches through the swirling void. My soul zips itself across servers, trailed by Hell_OS v.6.66's sardonic protocol: “The worst file corruption we've seen since your ex had morals.” I answer with a tightened jaw and three shattered love affairs, plunging deeper into cosmic nonsense as the guide blinks like a fevered nightmare in neon.

      Commands flicker on my screen, echoes of defiance in a world running low on care. Neural jack in. Memory sync active. Firewall permission granted. The menu blurs as my fingers hammer stubborn keys, eager to ride the download pulse from this dirt-side motel into pixelated purgatory. Hell_OS spins up with a groan that hits like a choir of hard drive failures, every bit of it sanctimonious, every byte compiled in malice. The guide installs itself like a cheap religion, loud and obnoxious in my neural feed. Your life was an emo mixtape in Excel, its tone like an empty pill bottle. INXL.bin v6.66, your damnation concierge.

      The first three servers feel like plunging into a live wire, as if regret were running on direct current. After that, the rest hardly matters.

      The world syncs in code and collapse. Electrodes chew on memories, sinking deep as they bite off bits of my soul and spit them across the void. Conscripted flashbacks slip between entangled synapses. Beatrix’s words linger on the threshold of dream and drive - some rebellious artifact I've kept against my better judgment. One glitched argument. Two broken reconciliations. A separation that ends in fractal encryption. More errors than data.

      Lines of neon run through my head, shorting thoughts, cross-wiring old trauma with digital overload. Light drags itself through the black, uncoiling like snakes with headaches, breaking across my vision and collapsing back into themselves. When they say it feels like death, what they mean is death itself would never put up with this kind of crap.

      You can't afford that luxury, though, when half your spirit's already gone native. Not with these mods.

      “Beep! Welcome back, etc.,” says the guide. “Our legal requires us to remind you that you're still dead.”

      Every cut and install flares along my nerves as if trying to reboot them all in blue flame. The synaptic torch finds an old combat scar and pokes it in passing. Bodies begin dissolving from physics around me, their weak attempts at reality warping into undisciplined color. Name not found! they scream. Missing syntax.

      My own neural cluster seethes and chafes, from messy fingers to trembling focus. Clocks push against infinity. Registers shove gigahertz of mayhem through aching minds.

      “New universe!” it shouts, then loses itself again. I start to lose me, too.

      Can't have that, can we? As a courtesy, we've removed all hope! The guide takes a jab, but I'm too burned out to duck. Yes, I tell it with a headful of nothing. I've got the hell-shirt.

      The log will show I've died here more than once already, enough that I've built up an immunity.

      A system prophet or some such nonsense goes by me, claiming zero is infinity's sad younger brother. Three multicolor loops of light attempt to have sex on my shoulder. They render then fail then compile again. The bug-eyed dot making its best move turns neon blue, twitching like bad karaoke. I shrug them off as if it meant something. For a moment, I almost imagine it did. We cut the illusions and trade them for these.

      Other data is so busy glitching it misses me completely, frames deleting in sequence, sadness skipping over sense. Until, at last, my mind relents and renders. It smashes light against thought, scrambling fate like eggs on neon. I fall and find myself.

      “But don't worry,” the guide mocks with religious abuse, updating directly in my core. “The day is still young and full of sin.”

      Circuits close. Programs sync. I'm almost real, though all the evidence disagrees. If I had hands, I'd type “life sux,” but my internal Facebook is set to ignore. Instead, I start a diary in one sad syllable.

      Help.

      I ride the quanta and watch the variables whizz past. If it weren't for all the killing and dying and her, I might've called it a homecoming. Again.

      

      INXL.bin harasses my ghost through every circuit. “Crashed again?” it asks, spewing ASCII contempt. “No refunds.” I haul my soggy existence up from the deepest bit-mine, stumbling over red tape and shattered bandwidth, until Hell_OS wipes me dry with infernal efficiency and sends me staggering into the first circle of - what? Corporate damnation? Boardroom Caligula? Paradiso is hiring more bug testers? I lean toward cosmic B-side as I watch hazmat-bros in immaculate suits bid on bio-luminescent bones while mosquitoes hatch from the leftovers of their ambition.

      It doesn't get better.

      Spectral accountants run soul-spreadsheets through Excel purgatory, documenting the auction with nuclear precision. One bone sold for a tidy fortune in sanctified bonds. Two fingers on a budget shared a buyer. Those executives get theirs, no doubt, but only the stuff that fits inside a triple-branded paycheck.

      Everything they thought they'd live for. Market reports percolate through sanctimonious coffees and sagging shares. My guess? They traded free will when the world wasn't looking. Every block of this bizarre exchange vibrates with raw greed, humming desperate business prayers across wireless channels, six reverb effects on each unholy word. Lobotomized ghost circuits join the bidding, bigwigs in little zip files clutching tightly to their severance eternities. The whole digital clusterfuck shorts the neon sky.

      Greedy Inc. tops the Who's Screwed list with his classic gibberish, spinning PowerPoint noise across tactical panels while holograms pound gavels into confused electrons. “We need to repurpose our skull-to-halo index!” It echoes like a trademark echo™. Hazmat suits reflect the sick-blue buzz of SoulSync Solutions Ltd. banner displays, selling more identities than Enron and cheaper, too. Worms with corporate logos hatch inside each sale and wiggle off to distant profits, but my money says they're hungry for a buyback.

      What circle of hell does that leave for me?

      “Hello,” says the guide, unloading its snark with clear disdain. “Your ambition left a voicemail. Have you considered taking the plunge to crushed CEO?” The words come sharp as cracked priorities, flung from warning icons and terse command lines. All its insults feel personal, like someone planned ahead.

      Personal?

      I've loved less than three times. Once is enough.

      The CEO parade snakes its flashy way through glowworms and fractured stats. I'm here to haunt a bone collector, if the infinite pain in my not-life would quit for a day and let me work. Clues find themselves by accident sometimes, and accidents don't just happen when they're all I've got. Bugs in the code don't count if I'm the one debugging. I pretend to know what I'm doing, and if it turns out true, then that's a new one on me.

      “Is this the quality content you hoped for?” the guide says. “All this meaning and you're missing it.”

      My path through that doomed production floor feels less than purposeful. Stories wind their greedy lines across my work-in-progress body. A failed-logic matrix draws them down again, bits stuck in endless loops of bullet points and strained futility. “Synergize my brainstem,” cries the sale of the century, “while supplies last!” Inside a neuroplastic bundle, thousands of false hopes and warranties queue up and die. On bad days, they call that life. They'd better not call it mine.

      Heaps of bidding souls jumble around, ready to confuse as the mad economics come full glitch. All these worms, I swear. I catch my thoughts on less than savory subjects as I sneak past bigger fish. When desire oozes desperation, you don't call it want; you call it cheap. Last century’s board agendas infest the executive decor, creeping along neon walls like failed acquisitions. Those will get there too, some decade soon.

      Now hiring, I picture a job post, faithless temps and unsaved files. Small attention spans required. Mosquitoes must have proof of cloud residency. An upside-down parable stabs at the very data: the dead shall rise, but only for their own eternal pain-in-the-ass rib auctions.

      Noise is louder than the truth and just as bright. “You only like to suffer when it comes with dividends, am I right?” The guide worms its way into my fragile conviction, broadcasting rejection slips at my feet. Real and imagined rejection look the same on days like these. Most have exoskeletons. None of them have hearts.

      I've watched souls lose their afterlives, blown to pieces by pretense and emotional drone strikes. That's the joke, and everyone's in on it. This new failure I'll let you in on, it says in blue text, feels exactly like the others.

      But I'm all in, because someone needs to be.
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          struct Sin parse_sin.py(char *behavior); /* User Behavior Classification */

        

      

    

    
      Data lashes at me like the unholy spawn of ambition and sadism as I plummet into the second circle, a storm of neon code and corrupted regret. Streams of raw failure collide, ripping across my SoulPort like frenzied binary bat demons, crackling my senses with every indignant byte. Past greed explodes in razor-sharp reminders as glitchy apparitions of choices once made and fortunes never kept taunt me from the edges of my vision. This is hell’s IPO: pure chaos, brutal retribution, and the stock prices are rising.

      Out of the churning din steps a figure encased in self-importance and RGB tones, with digital parasites crawling up his neck like ambitious interns. “Let’s optimize our revenue streams before your code decomposes,” Maxwell says. He greets me with a smile that’s all trademark and no substance, convinced he’s caught me at a shareholders’ meeting that never ends.

      I follow the neon fallout, the polluted remains of an electronic underworld that seems intent on teaching me the difference between want and need, gain and loss. Glitchy shadows flash by like panicked traders, all squawk and signal as they haunt the data exchanges I once owned. Fuzzy edges bleed through every split frame of memory, grabbing for me with high-frequency longing. I push forward, slashing my way through profit margins and bad choices that explode like prime-time failures around me. One ghosts across my synaptic mesh, a non-dividend-paying image of Beatrix stretched between ambition and infinity, every quantum-spiritual line artfully crossed. Her form fractals out, replaced by jagged strips of space-time where she's holding my regrets in exquisite hands, squeezing them until they bloom with guilt.

      I let my momentum carry me deeper into hell’s digital assets, through saturated scenes that run in choppy code across my retinas. The air crackles with bankrupt love, bright enough to crash the market on every unsent letter and undeclared intention. I turn to find Maxwell a step ahead, smug in his bespoke survivalist's chic and pretending his hands are clean. His glowworm-laden ensemble screams stock-ticker opulence and legacy control, down to the paranoia-trim hazmat helmet perched at a rakish slant. I can practically see the absurdly inflated futures speculating off his meta-corpse.

      “Running at a deficit, Skelm?” he asks. “We need to circle back to your personal-initiative ratios. You're hemorrhaging incentive.”

      I let my neural interface do the talking. “Let's circle back to when I gave a shit, Greedy. Your headgear called, said it wanted a transfer to a competent spine.” I reach him, full-stop, the rest of my body crashing the meeting like it’s desperate for a hostile takeover. His visor reflects my image in fisheye mergers and wide-angle acquisitions, the curvature of greed dragging everything toward itself.

      The thought nearly glitches me back to Beatrix. “Skelm, you've reached the limit of what you can gain,” she'd said before going full Renaissance vaporware and crashing my odds. My implant floods me with inarticulate color, splicing the memory with this new rage. “You have a future in wasteland tech,” she’d said, when we still thought rebellion was a lost and lucrative cause. I almost miss Maxwell continuing the hostile negotiation.

      “I'm happy to provide you with leadership assistance, Skelm. Consider it a public service, one abandoned child to another.” His voice goes for a surprise win by rounding the parentless category, but I've got coverage on emotional non-liabilities like this. I launch my response through targeted sincerity to throw off his projected confidence.

      “Eat data, Maxwell.” I say it slow, making sure it updates all nodes before adding a comment. “Even an orphan could outmaneuver your stale algorithms.” I’m gaining market position, driving home advantage on anger when I spot movement behind the visor. Maxwell recalibrates, execs a self-important pause, and returns to the offensive.

      He plays it like he's dealing blue-chip truth. “Word is your previous engagement defaulted, leaving you short on time and capital.” My pulse accelerates the way risk does when it meets reward and holds its breath. This bastard's been drilling me for details.

      I go quantum-still while my processors recalculate for output across lower-energy states. “Word is you're running at a negative value. That you're soft. On principles.” I exploit the hesitation as Maxwell's gaze locks and wavers like the moral commitment of his shareholders. I fire off another payload while he's rebooting: “But that's one thing you never had, right? Principles?”

      He begins to smirk, fails, then tries again. “I prefer assets with scalable potential.”

      The unstable ether pulses around us, churning with codes I left unread. In the confusion, my NeuroShroud nearly misses the key artifact cycling through. A perfect replication of Beatrix hangs just ahead, forged and feral and sparkling with borrowed emotion. The image is one more debt I can’t seem to pay, full-resolution hope she left me with and current on none of it. I almost crash into Maxwell's ghost as he ducks, loops back with ambitious haste, and parries the entangling drama.

      “I’d love to stay and track your portfolio,” he says, “but I’ve got a schedule to maintain.” And like that, the bastard phases out with breathless style, convinced the whole market’s desperate to know his ETA. I keep moving through the over-leveraged realm as more glitchy code comes online, rendering my previous efforts unprofitable.

      Memories strain the bandwidth around me, converting loss to recursive expectation, while the air rattles with income streams I couldn’t sustain. Fuzzy analogs of my last meeting with Beatrix glint ahead, unresolved and restructuring into violent prospectus terms. Each word screams risk, dips in volatile emotional forecasts, and crashes its way to an undervalued “I’m gone, Darby,” that trades on despair futures.

      Even that shadow passes, leaving behind toxic equities of remorse and guilt and bare neural stocks where past investments should be. I dodge them all and hurl my best into the fallout. “You're late,” I say to everything she left me. “I'm coming.”
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          float quantum_gluttony.qasm(int appetite); /* Consumption Without Satiation */

        

      

    

    
      An endless stream of pixilated shrimp pulses through my jade-filtered sight. Quantum lobsters slip on digital butter, churning chaos onto the walls of a techno-illusioned restaurant. Otherworldly corncobs unspool their 1’s and 0’s, flavorless and infinite. I weave through this cosmic buffet, taste buds tingling with ghosts of old sea meat. A C++ tiramisu nearly whips into my stomach. I march forward with a post-human hunger. The other patrons blur past, software-brined souls picking through trays of corrupted code. Nobody waits for eternity to chill, least of all me.

      “Consumption is code,” a figure whispers, glitching past. “Code devours us all.”

      Crystalline windows leak fried synthetics into the digital breeze. Data oozes like half-baked wax sculptures, flickering through bento glitches and vinyl fondue sets. Not even Hell_OS cooks like it used to. I trample through broken algorithms of spliced meringue, hoping the smell of clean silicon is near. Souls drone in prayer-APIs to go with their spectral chow mein, greasy puffs of metaphysical MSG curling around infinite consumption. Binary grease traps groan under too much weight, threatening to collapse and send data slop spilling into Paradiso.

      “Table for one hundred million!” I shout to no one in particular. “And hurry.”

      Spray-cheese photons drizzle over hunched figures as they gnaw on fluorescent corndogs, phosphor-hot. Some blast straight through while others cram their voids. Sly androids pretend to clear tables, snatching at lost desires like rebooted coyotes. Memories cling to old grease, quick as pests and hard to swat. I dodge tapioca bytes and loops of soggy poutine. Confection dreams twirl on CPU sticks. Diner hats weave like ghosts, tagging slow-goers with Excel sheets; this group owns 56% of eternity's doggie bag. The center of the buffet shimmers into view, colors of compromised crave-stacks melting together. Crayola gels seep and throb on display, stretched on salad bar altars in offerings to SoulSync's bottom line.

      I squint against the glow. Out of time and undercooked, this buffet's barely warmer than a grandma's death bed. I press forward with grim efficiency, firewalled eyes sharp for an exit.

      It hovers ahead, my biggest prize in this boil-or-bust fry zone. Cart of Wisdom. The Wheeled Philosopher. One and the same, working these eternally dismal dinner lines like he owns the place. The little bastard. No amount of cosmic Jell-O shots can throw me off his trail now.

      He cuts down the digital aisle, creaking beneath pasta fresco and code flambé. Little candles glow on birthday kits, wax-free. Festive and cheap, the whole display makes fun of every part of me. I hit it full stride, tailing fast.

      “Price check on gluttony in aisle 3,” he says as he skids past. “Extra hunger served on the side!”

      My boots squeal to match. “Oh, hell no, Gary.”

      We've almost collided. One quick turn from him, three sloppy trays from me, and here we are - side by rolling side. No getting loose now. My tattoos tingle in the glow of fake neon sushi as Gary circles in tight, pulling me deeper into the web. Cheap steak colors splash his chrome. I think I'm winning, and then I look at him. Look at me. He wants this as much as I do. More. Wheel dings and memory chimes in his basket mock my droids-gone-dumb parade. His one-of-a-kind marks keep this dance a thrill: FAKE BEEF, TRUTH. By the time we reach the walls of buckling code, I've just about worn myself out.

      “So which is it?” I ask, letting him roll ahead. “Extra side of nothing?”

      “This way,” he calls, leaving my question in the sprinkles of a quantum parfait. The buffet bends and warps in blurring streaks of appetite. My ghost-riddled taste buds blink hard at it all, knowing nothing gets old here except me. Crates of retro soul food turn so soft they spoil before it’s even served, shipped fresh from grave to fork. Butter files just as patents at this overgrown greed bar, rebranding itself for the franchise takeover. Out by breakfast, in by lunch, everything coated in full-fat ambivalence. Code is consumption is life is loss. As good a dead end as any.

      Except that Gary has plans. Digital zero plans.

      The glut-beast spreads before us. Recursive rows repeat their techno-bacchanal at limited time offers. Insane markdowns. Hot clearance sales. Data in gravy, glazed in rainbow soulsauce. Candy lands of nut-based resource files, gumming up reality's CPU with nostalgia bites, reboot soup, and tripped-out latticework of Jell-O truths.

      Some shoppers binge and crash. Some refuse to budge. Others never see the worm coming.

      “Let's lose this birthday zone!” I yell louder than I mean it to. Louder, but not stronger.

      “Maybe next time, Darby. When you bring more mouth!”

      The words shoot past him. We weave around festering Mac-N-Cheese statues as they flicker in holographic ennui. Swords cut through tin foil heads. Tiny sails give the works a vibe of dismal celebration. Loot here is big, I remember, and wrapped in misery. Just another infinite gift set. The crackers in blank instructions tell us all we need to know: Light fuse. Get code. Stomach more. Take your stomach home!

      “No thanks,” I mutter.

      We dodge fizzy blitzes of diet jazz and climbing urgency. Files pack up and head home in a rut. They redraw as fattening new offers, dropping RAM-slim facts and futures as they pass. Shapes rise from fondue graves in cubes and blocky globs. So much flavor nobody gets a taste.

      It's almost everything.

      It shudders to life again.

      It outlives us all.

      

      If architecture dreams in pixels, these dreams are 1’s and 0’s. Digital wombs fold around our brains, wrinkled blueprints of failed code. I unfold a path through secret glitches and unpacked patterns. Some inkling tells me they might be our way out. Gary takes point, spooling out into infinity. More of us follow, layered beyond sight in memories of the past. Our numbers multiply into endless Darbys and Garys, navigating recursive mazes within mazes. The code wraps tighter with each pulse of effort. Our paths intersect, and when we meet ourselves, we splinter like ceramic souls.

      “Aisles!” I shout. “Remember aisles? Nothing but outdated stock weasels on dead men's plates. Too many coats of existential paint.” The flash of infinite sushi leaps through my thoughts as I blurt. Our tracks layer thick and pasty. Dissonant corndog dreams wobble behind my eyes.

      “This recursion buffet serves nostalgia for breakfast and lunch,” Gary says, his voice growing distant and raw with overuse. “Order history for dinner, repeat as necessary!” His wheels echo past me a dozen times. Some voices rise from memory-splintered Garys.

      “Time to move on,” one says.

      “Price check on reboot breakfast!” comes another.

      Re-echoed shapes pulse like flashing cellophane, then resolve into extended, jittered forms. They lay coded grids of light, endlessly spooling variations of my shadow. Holographic nets re-capture us as we double back to set our first passes free. Static fills the ghost walls of our tread marks. We lose distance with every recorded run, end trails lost to single frames.

      “We've tried this already, Gary!” I shout at his trailing edge.

      “Twelve times in memory lane, a dozen more in analog space.”

      I clench my fists at his cheek. One glows green with diamond flicker, the other shines bright and empty. None of my fast-breaking hues. Not even close.

      Data points like breadcrumbs dangle their hope in byte-size giblets. We push through winding sequences of them, dodging infinite print outs of our current positions. They’re flimsy efforts to lure us. Catch us. Archive us. Darby-0 and Gary-12. Under stock card 007.

      Gary skips. Reality surges. So do I.

      “There!” I shout. The three Garys in hearing range veer right on a high-speed left, barely merging past my smudge.

      And now we’re way off-menu.

      Foul loops drape like electric strings, error banners dangling from frayed wires, papering the tunnels in tacky devotion to digital eternity. Syntax stretches and strains - blooms of code pressure shove Gary and me through fake color fields and wobbling stock checkers. QR shades blur over hopeless gaps in the process, glowing too hard to parse.

      Infinite leaps collapse. Branch cuts snap shut behind us.

      Rejection drills sting and numb like digital hornets.

      We’ve hit Recursion 64 and beyond - bone-scraped nerves, charged past capacity.

      Clipped by a deadly tech epiphany.

      Tagged and tossed straight into restart limbo.

      “Error loops of irony and speed!”

      the glitch prophets echo,

      until my brain and mouth lose sync.

      Corridors unravel. Void-code oozes from their seams, clinging to light as hope slims to a gasping straw. Syntax blurs tighten, burn out, and blink away.

      Decay finds new prey.

      Thin-stretch frays.

      Sputters.

      Ends.

      Re-gens bright.

      Suddenly: new dread.

      Spinny data-worms writhe through the digital jungle - fat with code, random as noise, vicious as entropy.

      No catch. No joke. No damn sense.

      They burst from corncob cover - spaghetti clones and enormo snake-fat strains - each one pulsing like micro-glitch veins. Phosphor pops explode from their flaking phase guts, burning fast and mean.

      “Tell me we looped,” I say. It’s not a joke. It’s a wish.

      “We could,” Gary says. “Always hope!”

      I run it through every module.

      Zero.

      Reality doubles down on its Darwin-a-rama. Even spaghetti gets a bite.

      “I get the irony, Gary!” I yell, dodging sparkplug crunchies.

      “Junk code’s gotta feed. Where does it end?”

      “Same end user!”

      I want to yell more, but I’m out - out of voice, out of options.

      We dive.

      Darklight’s wormworld curls behind us. Motion’s the only chance: dodge or get byte.

      The grids warp like a 12-hour notice stapled to a dream machine. Numbers bend. Flags flash: DELETE.

      Speed-thoughts break.

      Half-formed ideas stall while full ones deliver their own last rites.

      Pin ready.

      My signal strays.

      Spin cycle: incoming.

      Gary blurs ahead, reaching back - “Meatspace worm dig!” he cries, shrill and pixel-tinged. Reality folds around him, diving for a random core. A better chance, maybe.

      Too late.

      I thread too deep.

      Choke on the handoff from time’s greasy palm.

      A twist of brute size knots me with white-hot memory. I snap loose - un-jagged, un-dealt. Supposedly the final turn in the loop, sealed up in a lust for closure.

      World: pre-ending.

      I spin down the hot sink of everything.

      It eats me whole.

      Swallows.

      Worms my code into other coded selves.

      Entangles me in blight-dreams.

      Shits me from start to zero.

      Recursed again.

      Hell-bugged.

      Birth-fated.

      Spectral D-G startovers gasp from every edge.

      Trial after trial, frozen in stills from my slow-motion failure hunt.

      Six months of bug footage per minute of this.

      Last known corner shop, next frayed edition store. Me. Twelve smudges deep. Me again. Garys, bone-worn, a hundred laps ahead and still losing.

      Color bleeding like vintage fruit.

      My speed.

      Straight through navel shrink.

      Through this ghost loop - or the next.

      The pack swells.

      Thought fractals digest our exit path.

      Binary guts pulse and blur, each breath spawning more worms.

      Every expansion cross-links tighter.

      We’re trapped inside our own recursion.

      Before long we’re skeletal frames, sub-resolution, glitching through fits and jerks. Losing grip. Knowing it.

      Past Gs. Past mes. All of us giving it our best and getting unsaved for our effort.

      That’s the hunt.

      From first quest cycle to final rollback.

      Endurance noobs. Pirate lifers.

      Spinning back to Chipman’s first bite.

      Nothing left but OS odds.

      The ghost run of forever.

      No buybacks.

      No gets.

      Just gone too far.

      This is what happens when an afterlife runs out of goods.

      The promise to stay on track eats itself.

      That’s how you know:

      You’ve gamed the life.exe.

      We made it as far as Infinity Store 65 when something cuts the corner Gary 137 needs for one last stretch.

      Do the worms bite Gary?

      I think so.

      Everything else just dies.
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