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Author’s Note 

				The logos used in this book have a specific meaning which might be of interest to aficionados. I have not done an explanation of their purpose. I will leave that up to the audience to ferret out. Go to my website seedsofheaven.com for the clues. The background information on how and why this book has been developed the way it has is explained in the various essays I have developed on the site. The site is set up for open discussion, exploration and debate. Have fun.

				 

				Tito Abao

				

Dedication 
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				To the idea that the truth will set you free.

				

Prologue 
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				I	

				Thirty thousand, one hundred fourteen planetary orbits prior to the manifestation of the Fifth Ray (called “The Christ”) on the planet Gaia, the Intergalactic Federation of Sovereign Planets appointed the third Progenitor to that planet. This master being was from the constellation Boote, in the star system Arcturus. The Progenitor and those chosen for her mission settled on the planet Gaia in the place least accessible to the beings of that planet, so that the Work might be initiated without interference.

				That place was called the Continent of Atlantis.

				II	

				And the Progenitor caused a Crystal Tower to be erected on the eastern coastal plain of the Continent Atlantis, by the Atlantean Ocean, and the tower radiated the force of energy throughout that continent.

				III	

				Then the Progenitor and those Arctureans chosen for her mission intermingled with the people of Atlantis and were beguiled by their beauty, so that there were progeny of the intermingling. These progeny were of the planet Gaia, yet also intergalactic children of the Unfed Light. Thus when they were of age, they conceived a great passion for the Work. Many of them realized their calling, and these were called the Children of Light.

				IV	

				In time, the people of the Continent Atlantis established government, and ruled themselves without interference from the Progenitor. Thus the Work proceeded on the planet Gaia in accordance with the protocols of the Intergalactic Federation of Sovereign Planets, such that the beings of that planet were free to chart their own destiny through the powers conferred on them through the Work.

				V	

				When the Work proceeded beyond the Continent Atlantis, the Progenitor ordered Sacred Cairns built on other continents of the planet Gaia. The Cairns were created to honor those peoples who saw that the Continent Atlantis was sovereign, and who paid allegiance to the rulers of that continent.

				VI	

				And the Sacred Cairns concentrated the force of energy from the Crystal Tower, and made it freely available to the peoples of the continents on which they were placed. Thus the power that had been brought to the planet Gaia by the Progenitor, in the name of the Intergalactic Federation of Sovereign Planets, was spread beyond the continent of Atlantis, and many beings on that planet benefited from it.

				—Akashic Record of the Planet Gaia Book of Atlantis

				

Chapter 1: The Last Day 
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				Even in exile, some part of me felt at home in Atlantis. Here in this isolated forest wilderness, all but forgotten in the far southwestern corner of the continent, my boyhood whispered to me across the years of absence. I had spent the day wandering through the magnificent, impossibly tall and ancient trees that hid the entrance to my cave dwelling. When I’d set out that morning, I’d had no plan in mind: just the notion of a very long, very brisk walk that I hoped would shake the loneliness from my bones. Peach-hued fungus summoned me from the tangled roots of massive old trees—messengers from those adolescent years, now so distant, when I had roamed these woods for days and weeks on end, alone. The texture of their soft caps against my fingers as I gathered the mushrooms took me back to my boyhood as surely as a song, or as the sharp aroma of coniferous needles interspersed with the huge, flat leaves of the redbark trees that hid the sky from the forest floor.

				Back then, my mind had spun with the confused and grandiose questions that plague every young man on every continent and in every generation: What was my purpose? How could I serve? Where was my mate? I’d come home to my father with my tunic full of tender fungoids, and we’d eat them with fish or bread or roots, depending on the season and my father’s whim during his last visit to the market.

				Now I brought my mushrooms back through the lush undergrowth to the luxurious prison where I was honor bound to spend my days and nights. Technically, I was free to leave at any time, and to wander the planet as I would. But I was a Child of Light, and I had given my word. Travel I might, across the length and breadth of Atlantis; but to meddle in war or politics would violate my sacred pledge. I was neutralized by the force of my own vow, as surely as if I were being held behind walls of solid rock.

				The sun had already slid behind the cloud-shrouded peak to the west, and now the sky was bruised to an angry violet. I shuddered and quickened my steps as the air turned chill. The wind, no longer content merely to pester the upper reaches where the boldest birds roosted, was dropping down through the trees. I heard a branch crack. The smell of gathering rain swelled the undergrowth beneath my sandals. I broke into a trot. The storm was spoiling for a full-fledged tantrum. By the time I reached the small clearing at the entrance of my dwelling, I could hear the promise of thunder.

				I hung my water-skin on an iron hook inside the door and unburdened my tunic of its earthy fungal harvest. I’d promised Isis I’d eat well—she was constantly complaining about my thinness. “Your skin is pale, too,” she’d fretted, drawing her own ashen hand through my hair. I kissed her creamy skin through a net of my black curls. “We’re both drained of our lifeblood, my love,” I whispered. Ever since we’d known of my exile, we’d moved like ghosts through what little time we still had left together.

				For my part, I’d had no need to extract promises. I understood why Isis did, though: it was to insert herself into the most mundane details of my every day. This was her way of staying with me, even when we were forced so far apart. If I could only convey to her the depth with which she rode in my bones, my blood, my pulse… the promises I made her were shredded ribbons compared to her constant presence in my essential being. I didn’t even need to close my eyes to see the reddish sheen of sunlight on her silky hair, or to immerse myself in the twin lapis pools that were her eyes.

				Countless times each day, I saw Isis frowning down at the ground in front of us as we walked one last time by the western riverbank of New Atlantis. She was chewing her lower lip, as she always did when scheming. Isis was preparing a bouquet of promises for herself, to comfort her during the long nights of my impending exile. She knew I’d swear to anything she asked; and that I’d keep every promise as faithfully as if it were a vow to the Unfed Light.

				Now I prepared the mushrooms as an offering to Isis. Only by thinking of her and my promise could I muster the energy to feed myself. Left to my own devices, I’d have forgotten to eat or drink altogether. But Isis knew me too well. “Swear to me,” she’d insisted. “Tend yourself, Seraphis. For me. For our sons. Against the time we’re together again.” And I had sworn.

				While the fungus sputtered in oil over a small stove flame, I turned back to the letter I’d begun the night before. “Isis, my beloved.” That’s all I’d managed to write. Write, by the Seven Rays! Another promise in her bouquet.

				“Write?” I gasped, when she came up with the notion. “Do you mean—”

				“Yes, with an inkstick. On parchment. My mother will arrange to have the diplomatic contingent carry it to me.”

				Isis’s mother, the Progenitor. The Woman of Iron. If anyone could arrange such a thing, it would be her—although now that the rescue mission was cranking at fever pitch in New Atlantis, it was hard to imagine the Progenitor taking time out to arrange transit for her daughter’s billets-doux. Perhaps it was guilt at her own role in my exile that had prompted her to set up the necessary connections.

				At any rate, the courier would be coming for my letter tomorrow, and I still had just three words. It was hard to think of anything worth writing. That I loved my wife—yes, of course. That had been true from the moment I had first seen her. If anything, the feeling had grown stronger during this involuntary separation. But of my everyday existence there was nothing to report. The cabin, though relatively primitive, was comfortable. The novelty of heating and cooking with raw flame had soon given way to routine.

				“With an inkstick?” I’d echoed, incredulous. The method was so archaic—and, to be honest, my skills so rusted—that I was starting to think it was hopeless. I glanced wistfully at the screenpad at the other end of my small table. Absently, I watched my fingers caressing the polished wood between the parchment and the vastly more familiar and inviting screenpad. A nervous habit, Isis called it. If she were here now, she’d fold her warm hand around my fingers and bring them to her lap. “Still, Seraphis, be still,” she’d whisper. But I didn’t feel nervous at all. It was my way of thinking. And so my fingers moved rhythmically on the reddish wooden surface while I gazed ruefully at the screenpad. All it would take was a touch of my fingertip to its dock for Isis’s own instrument to signal her attention, all those countless furlongs away in New Atlantis. For her face to take shape before my yearning eyes.

				Of course, we had already had many virtual meetings, me floating the screenpad around my cavern dwelling so that Isis could see for herself the beauty of its design and the utility of its appointments. Even though my confinement here in Atlantis was solitary and unwelcome, my surroundings were far from harsh. The use of raw fire to heat and cook felt more quaint than primitive. Other than that, everything was as convenient and practical as in our New Atlantis home: control consoles for all the appliances, composting waste receptacles, automatic temperature adjustments. I wanted for nothing, except the life I had been forced to leave behind.

				Another of the screenpad’s many advantages was that I could see Isis, too: her deep-set eyes, always so filled with feeling; the fullness of her hair, inherited, no doubt, from her mother—although the Progenitor’s mane now was silver—that invariably made me want to fill my hands with its burnished silk and bury my face in it. Those slender fingers that knew my muscles and tendons as though they lived inside my own senses, and that had so often and so reliably soothed the ache of too many hours’ work under conditions of too much stress.

				But Isis would not welcome a screenpad contact from me now. She was at the lab almost every waking minute, feverishly trying to keep up with the Progenitor’s newly accelerated schedule. Right now, I knew, my beloved was stooped over a table, micronscope at her eye, laser scalpel responding in nanometers to her mental directions as she delicately grafted and reinforced the salvageable DNA in yet another of Hister’s pitiful clones. Fashioned for mindless slave labor, the clones were turned out, assembly-line fashion, in featureless factories on the east coast of Atlantis, near the Crystal Tower and the market cities of Hister’s increasingly barbaric cosmos. For a time, I had been among the Shadow Warriors who guarded the rescuers as they swooped into Atlantis each night. I had kept vigilant watch as they captured the witless clones on the paths between their task areas and loaded them into flightcraft for the journey to New Atlantis.

				The risks, of course, were great. To be captured by Hister’s thugs was to languish in unspeakable conditions. Despite the Protocols to which both Atlantis and New Atlantis were signatories, there was clear evidence of torture, and worse.

				Still, ship after ship of clones continued to arrive at the Progenitor’s laboratories, where Isis and her colleagues laid bare their DNA. It was the only chance these hapless beings would ever have to experience true humanity.

				There was no point in writing to Isis about any of this. She knew as much as I about the escalation of atrocities during Hister’s rise to leadership of the Atlantean Council. We’d discussed and debated and projected and planned and agonized almost nonstop in the days before my departure, and all of it had led to one simple, inescapable conclusion: the Work must go ahead with the utmost urgency. For every new clone Hister and his henchmen manufactured, the Children of Light must rehabilitate two.

				Symbolic gesture the clone rescue operation might have been, considering the rapid spread of evil from the very heart of Atlantis; but the etheric energies we generated through our efforts were perhaps even more important than the quantifiable results of the mission itself. The Progenitor was fond of reminding us of this fact, though of course we didn’t need her urgings. The more malicious and greedy Hister became, it seemed, the more the Divine Force inspired the Children of Light. Our rescue forays had become bolder and our DNA skills more finely honed.

				They had to be. Hister’s mad scientists deliberately riddled the clones’ DNA chains with exotic flaws designed to curtail evolutionary development. The creatures were imprinted with short life spans to prevent the accumulation of knowledge, and made susceptible to myriad diseases that natural selection would normally long since have weeded out. These beings were designed for manual labor, their intellectual ability limited to the minimal demands of their tasks. They were to live only long enough to complete the next harvest or manufacturing cycle, after which they would die and be replaced.

				It was their souls we risked so much to rescue. Those trapped in these suffering bodies were young and inexperienced—how else would they have found their way into Hister’s clone factories? Without an opportunity to develop normally, they would simply cycle through again and again, doomed to an infinity of unawareness even as they dragged down the evolution of the entire human race.

				Last time Isis and I had made screenpad contact, she’d shown me a scan of the New Atlantis domicile for successfully transmuted clones. Many were now tilling their own fields, making their own clothing, even building their own homes as autonomous humans, complete with free will. It was an inspiring and encouraging vision. Yet even as I rejoiced in the success of the Progenitor’s agenda, my heart chakra throbbed with pain. I could almost see my energies dissipating uselessly, like vapor from a boiling vat. While I sat idle in these mountains, all of New Atlantis was passionately engaged in foiling Hister’s maniacal vision.

				Isis knew this, too—my pain, my frustration, my bewilderment at how this could have come to pass. There was no point in going over that again, either.

				All I could tell Isis now was that the sound of the wind had picked up momentum, charging in from the west like an enraged prisoner suddenly turned loose on this dense, swaying forest. Above the roar of the storm, I could still hear a small crackle of raw fire in the hearth, a comforting throwback to the days before the Crystal Tower. When I lifted the thick fabric shade to peer into the night, fathomless darkness instantly absorbed the frail light escaping the window. I returned to the table, where my fingers took up their endless stroking without my consent or conscious participation.

				I forced myself back to the task of the letter, and recoiled at once. To think of Isis was to be flooded with the agony of her absence. How desperately I missed her embrace, and the flow of fire that would leap between our love chakras when we began to touch! Helplessly, again, my mind took me through our last night together. And as always, my body responded. How could it not? Sparks of desire prickled down my spine as her hand gently traced my vertebrae, one by one, teasing, commanding my awareness to meet her at the tips of those long, sensitive fingers. The sensation forced tears to my eyes even as the heat rose in my groin. To feel her, and yet to be without her—how could I bear this pleasure and this pain, both swelling inside my heart at the same moment and with the same intensity? A sound—a sigh, or a sob, or both—escaped my lips as I leaned back in my chair and surrendered. Isis, my Isis!

				The scene unfolding in my mind was so real, I almost reached out to cup her perfect breast in my hand. We began to rock, slowly at first, until the moist flame of our joined urgency began descending to our second chakras, wetting and swelling us as our bodies took up their own rhythm on the enormous, round bed that had been our wedding present from the Progenitor. Beyond thought, I activated the tantric control techniques Isis and I had studied together, practiced together, to keep ourselves from losing the fire to mere physical release. I heard myself moaning, and I swear the throaty breath of my beloved, my mysterious, radiant soulmate sounded right by my ear as we moved together as one, a single organism united in spiritual and physical ecstasy. The fire moved up through my chakras toward the cosmic crown of interconnection.

				“Isis!” I cried. I strained to catch the sound of her breathing, her whisper—and then her image shattered to the sound of a loud, insistent rapping. I literally leapt from my chair, adrenaline flooding my nadis.

				“Who—?” Was the courier here already? I cast a frantic glance at my pitifully unformed letter. But the voice at the door was familiar. It had the ring of a peer, someone I might call a friend.

				“It’s Manac.” He spoke softly, as if there were anyone to hear him other than the wind-lashed forest. Still, an underlying urgency in the visitor’s tone made me hurry to the door.

				The night was so dark, it seemed at first to swallow up the form in the doorway. Manac was as black as the sky that framed him, and he stood more than four royal cubits tall. His muscular arms protruded proudly from the sleeveless tunic favored by his tribe, a people native to the southernmost tip of Africa. It struck me that Manac was very far from home tonight. I narrowed my eyes against the cruel blast of mountain wind that rushed immediately inside, filling the space with sudden movement and the pungent, electrical odor of rain pierced by lightning.

				“Manac!” I stood back to let him pass. “What brings you all the way up here on a night like this?” Manac sighed as he settled himself on one of the two straight-backed chairs at the table. I shut the door hurriedly.

				“Trouble, Seraphis,” he muttered, as if to himself. “Trouble.” Manac shook his powerful arms twice, and hundreds of droplets of water flew to the floor.

				“Something warm to drink?” I offered, joining my visitor at the table. Manac nodded absently. I flicked a button on the table console, dousing the flame under the hissing mushrooms and lighting a new one under an iron kettle. My already minimal interest in eating had left me altogether.

				“What kind of trouble? Hister?”

				Manac sat kneading his shoulder with one huge hand, his forehead creased with worry. “Hister. Exactly.” The big man’s skin gleamed almost blue, muscles rippling beneath the surface as his fingers worked the base of his neck.

				I pushed aside the inkstick and parchment lying between us on the table. Manac glanced at the three words I had written and blushed in a manner only one long familiar with black men would notice. He looked away. Normally, I would be amused at the ease with which my friend was embarrassed; but tonight I had no stomach for social conventions. I was impatient to hear the news Manac had come so far to tell me.

				“What could he possibly do to top human sacrifice?” I snapped. But a queasy sensation in my solar plexus told me the answer. Every day, I scanned the reports from the Atlantean Council. I knew that Hister had just enough understanding of the Crystal Tower to turn it into a weapon of mass destruction—and worse, that he was now openly contemplating doing so. I also knew that Hister was possessed of the hubris, ambition, and ruthlessness to pretend that he could control the consequences of such an act. Consequences not only for Atlantis, but for the entire planet.

				“Human sacrifice,” Manac repeated. He looked momentarily stricken, as if he’d forgotten about Hister’s ritual killings, cynically instituted in the name of divine propitiation. Then Manac’s violet eyes seemed to turn black. He leaned across the table.

				“He means to use the Crystal Tower to destroy Thule.” The words came out in a sudden torrent. “He has the votes, Seraphis. Anyone who opposes him is made to look like a coward or a traitor. Even Helaria can’t convince anyone to stand with her. She’s the last holdout.”

				I sat speechless, searching Manac’s face for any sign of hope. “What about Averle?” I demanded. “What about Darveth?” The images of the Council’s stronger and saner members flowed across the screen of my mind like a scan.

				“Helaria’s barely hanging on,” Manac continued, shaking his head. “Hister’s been spouting his bizarre ideas about women, you know.”

				I shook my head in disbelief. “The men of the Council are actually buying into that regressive idiocy? The women are standing for it?”

				“Well, it makes the men feel stronger to see women as weak. Hister’s playing a clever game, Seraphis. The more he disempowers the men through intrigues and back-stabbing, the more desperate they are to seize whatever advantage they can get.” Manac shifted his powerful frame in the chair, making it creak dangerously. “Hister’s diatribes about feminine duplicity and instability are music to their ears.”

				“So now he’s set half the Council against the rest.” A sour taste sprouted on the back of my tongue. “What are the women doing about it?”

				“The women are divided, too,” Manac sighed. He was still massaging his shoulder, but now his skin had dried, and his muscles no longer shone blue. Still, they rippled in the low light, drawing my eyes almost hypnotically to their rhythmic flexing and relaxing.

				“Some of the women are working twice as hard to prove their mettle,” Manac continued, “but others are resigning from the Council rather than putting up with the abuse. Only Helaria seems to be keeping her head. So far, anyway.”

				“Don’t they understand?” The words burst from me, despite the relaxation techniques I had begun applying the moment Manac had entered the cabin. “If they use the Tower as a weapon, and the Enochian Principle holds true….”

				“Men and women will die alongside each other,” Manac finished the thought. “It won’t matter who’s superior and who’s inferior.” The iron kettle began to sputter. I took advantage of the moment to steady myself in the familiar, soothing ritual of tea-making. When I returned to the table with two steaming mugs, my voice was urgent, but controlled.

				“Are they mad?” I mused, more sorrowful now than angry. “The men of Thule didn’t start this war.”

				“No,” Manac agreed, “but they destroyed the Sacred Cairns. That’s the unforgivable thing. Hister is whipping everyone into a frenzy about it. He’s calling it a crime against humanity, says it deserves the ultimate punishment. Then if anyone stands to speak against him, he accuses them of staining the honor of Atlantis itself.”

				“If destroying the Cairns is a crime against humanity, what should we call using the Crystal Tower as an instrument of destruction?” I felt my exasperation rise again. “In the name of the Mother, it’s an energy center, a life source, the Grand Specific for the entire Atlantean Empire! It was never designed for destruction.”

				Manac cocked an eyebrow, then shrugged wearily. “Now you know why I came here tonight.”

				“I’m sorry, Manac,” I muttered, a little sheepishly. “You don’t deserve my rage. It just seems so obvious—especially after Enoch’s experiments.”

				Manac nodded glumly. “Almost everyone accepts his conclusions,” he sighed. “I know—and you do, too, Seraphis,” he added, as if I needed persuasion. “Using the crystals on that scale will draw the antigravity field into itself. It has to, to build enough power.”

				“And for a fraction of a second, right at the zenith of the draw, the field will be neutralized.” I heard myself speak in a monotone, like a schoolboy reciting a well-worn lesson. “No gravity.”

				“Worse than that.” Manac stared into his mug, “If I understand the Enochian Principle, the earth’s core will tend to implode while the crust explodes.” He glanced at me questioningly.

				“Right,” I nodded. “For just that millisecond, the planet’s tectonic plates will try to reorganize themselves. The entire world will crumble into. well, there’ll be a massive earthquake.”

				The tall man leaned back on his chair, stretched, and shook his head. “Enoch even thinks there’s a good chance Gaia will shift on its axis and the oceans will seek new levels.”

				I shuddered. We sat together silently, gripping our mugs and listening to the wind beating against the thick, redbark walls enclosing my cave. Finally, I rose and began to pace, mug still clasped in a two-handed death grip.

				“Reality and theory are always—no, wait, let me finish,” I interrupted myself as Manac leaned forward to speak. “They’re always difficult to reconcile. You can’t tell how a theory will work itself out, any more than you can predict the feel of a laser-rod blast by reading a study about it. Enoch’s Principle has been around for a long time, but it can’t be demonstrated.”

				“Without risking everything,” Manac added.

				“Now the Council thinks it has a solution to a serious problem.” I stopped in mid-stride to look at my friend. “A humiliating problem, in fact. After all, in their minds, Thor is practically Cro-Magnon. Yet he and his Thulians defeated the sophisticated armies of Atlantis. I can see why the Council is itching to retaliate.”

				Manac set his mug carefully in front of him on the table, like a man moving a chess piece. “Of course,” he agreed, wearily. “They’re going to choose a solution they know to be certain—destroying Thule—over a cautious strategy based on a theoretical possibility. Which Enoch’s Principle, obvious though it seems, still technically is.”

				“Politically, how could they not?” I stopped pacing and sat. I could see Hister’s twisted logic spread out before me as if on a game board. He had been working toward this moment since his first day on the Atlantean Council.

				“I’ve done all I can,” Manac said sadly. “I’ve talked myself hoarse. No one’s listening. It’s as though Hister has the Council… I don’t know, hypnotized or something.”

				I felt an answering hopelessness begin to pervade my third chakra. It had already begun moving upward, toward my heart, before I shook myself free.

				“No.”

				Manac stilled his hand on the round of his shoulder and raised his eyebrows.

				“No,” I said again. “I refuse to lie down and let Hister destroy my world.” I stood, willing myself to feel the life force coursing through my nadis. “I will go to the Council myself. Not that I have any more skill than you, Manac,” I added hastily, but Manac was nodding animatedly.

				“No, no,” Manac exclaimed, “that’s why I came. You still have close connections with some of the more powerful figures there. I was hoping….”

				“At least,” I interrupted, “they used to be powerful figures.”

				“Well, it’s definitely worth a try.” Manac turned in his chair. “You’ll leave tonight?”

				“At once,” I said, pulling on my boots. I reached for my cloak, then rejected it in favor of a thick fur coat. If anything, the storm had ratcheted up in fury since Manac had arrived. With our voices silent, we could hear the determined rhythm of rain beating furiously against the windows. I reached for the door; then realized that Manac was still seated. Now his right hand pummeled his left shoulder mercilessly, like a blind man seeking the throat of his enemy. I stepped back from the door and willed the blood to calm in my veins.

				“Was there something else?” I asked. Manac grunted, looking at the floor. Surely that massive hand must be hurting the muscles it was squeezing. A surge of impatience took me.

				“Speak, man!” I barked. “Time is short.”

				Manac raised his gaze to fix my eyes with his. Suddenly, his hand was still. “I have no Warrior training,” he said. I could tell he was choosing his words with care. “I know you do.”

				“Yes,” I agreed, puzzled. “I am a first-degree Shadow Warrior. What of it?”

				“Well,” Manac said slowly, “I know that means you can walk between dimensions.” Clearly uncomfortable, the big man began kneading his neck again.

				“Oh, no,” I said, as his meaning dawned on me. “I’m not advanced enough in my training to direct the energies of the Tower. Besides,” and now I rode a swell of anger, “I have taken a vow, Manac. As an exile. As a Child of Light. An honest attempt to persuade the Council, in the clear light of day, that’s one thing..” Manac interrupted me.

				“You may or may not have the power to arrest the Tower’s implosion,” he said, his piercing eyes alight with meaning. “But if you do, think only on one thing.”

				“And what would that be, Manac?” I inquired, coldly.

				“Is your word as a Child of Light worth more to you than your world?”

				Now it was I who remained frozen, as Manac rose to his full four cubits and covered the distance to the door in barely a single stride. For a moment, we stood and regarded each other. Manac’s eyes now were deep and sad. Then he pulled the door open.

				“The Divine Force at your heels,” he intoned solemnly, slipping his traveling disk platen from the leather bag hanging loosely at his side. I staggered for a moment as the wind rushed through the open door. Then, all at once, my body thawed.

				“Thank you, Manac,” I yelled into the wind. But Manac was already gone. I seized the door by its bronze handle, pushing it shut with both hands. My body trembled, but my mind was clear. I went directly to the redbark closet in my personal space. From the footlocker at its base I took out a white wetsuit proudly bearing the pyramid insignia of New Atlantis. I hadn’t yet broken my vow of exile, but my heart pounded with the knowledge that I was preparing the ground for violation. Dropping my tunic to the floor, I quickly drew on the wetsuit and secured its belt, taking just a moment to finger the buckle. Its potent properties gave me mastery to the full extent of my Shadow Warrior training. That, and my rod of power. I bent once more and drew the rod from the locker. I had not yet made any decisions, but now I had all my options, literally, at my fingertips. Donning my heavy coat over the white uniform, I muttered the creed under my breath as I strode to the door.

				“No violence but that which ends violence,” I murmured, in time with my pulse. “This Shadow Warrior pledges to serve only the Divine, the Unfed Light.” The door slammed behind me, as though sealing the vow.

				I pulled an iridescent blue travel disk from my coat pocket and engaged the mechanism with a practiced flick of my thumb. It expanded obediently. I mounted the disk, stepping into its invisible protective field and shaking the rain from my hair. The disk rose above the trees, cutting through the wind and carrying me quickly beyond the dark forest.

				Soon, I glimpsed rays of moonlight through the storm clouds. The moon, almost full, emerged just in time to illuminate a great mountain ridge off to the right, far below. The rain had folded itself back into the sky. Stars punctuated the horizon, gradually fading as the moon loomed larger. From the safety of the protective field, I scanned the landscape ahead. The plain spread out endlessly before me. I strained my eyes, searching for the Crystal Tower. I wanted to reassure myself that it was still intact—even though I knew that it must be. My traveling disk was riding on its power.

				Somehow, the thought made me start. I gave the command for more speed, and the disk obligingly glided into trajectory one. It wasn’t long before I made out the familiar, needlelike form on the horizon. It grew larger as I approached, its subtle golden glow thankfully steady. I felt, as I always had in the presence of the Tower, a complex mixture of awe, gratitude, and fear. The entire Atlantean Empire—all the many devices on which it depended for communication, transportation, food production, warmth, construction—all drew their power from this single Grand Specific.

				What hubris was this, then, that I would so much as consider interfering with the energetic patterns of the Crystal Tower? As a Shadow Warrior, I just might be able to enter its subtle circuitry, to redirect that awesome power back to its original pathways. Then again, I was only first degree; nowhere near the level of Warrior Adept. With my limited powers and understanding, I might very well only make matters worse. And, of course, I might die in the attempt, never knowing whether I had accomplished good or evil. Knowing only that I had broken my vow as a Child of Light.

				Or would I have? Wasn’t it the duty of every Child to protect the planet at all costs? If I had it in my power to change the course of Hister’s depraved scheme, how could I justify not doing so? In that light, the risk of my life seemed trivial—a trifling price to pay, if it would save the planet from destruction! And my vows, as both a Child of Light and a Shadow Warrior, would seem to demand that I at least try.. My head spun with the implications of what I was—or was not—about to do. My fingers stroked the belt buckle of my uniform, back and forth, rubbing the metal to a high polish. Still, Seraphis, be still.

				And then, with sickening suddenness, the field of golden light surrounding the Tower suddenly swelled. The disk skipped like a stone across a lake, throwing me against the protective wall with such force that it almost tore. All thoughts of choice and honor vanished as I watched the platen’s shimmering iridescence wither abruptly to a dull, murky purple beneath my feet. My heart leapt into my throat, cutting

				off my breath. I was too late. The attack had begun.

				Kneeling now, I watched the Crystal Tower blink once, twice, making the disk lurch beneath me with each pulse. Then a great ball of light erupted from the apex of the majestic needle. Even now, looking back, I can say with certainty that I have never experienced a more beautiful or terrifying sight. The disk fell away from me, pulling its invisible field down sharply so that it shattered over my head and shoulders. The rod of power slipped from my grasp and tumbled instantly out of sight. A rush of freezing air filled my lungs. I felt consciousness flicker out as my body plunged through space after the spiraling platen.

				

Chapter 2: The Transmutation 

				[image: Image366.JPG]

				I stood dazed, barely able to assimilate the sights and sounds of devastation surrounding me. The ground trembled like an angry giant. A terrible noise confirmed my suspicion: some enormous, enraged being must surely be ripping up whole forests, then crushing them between its palms. The rending and grinding sounds crashed through my head with unbearable intensity. My body appeared to be enveloped in a strange, almost artificial light. I was infused with a terror that utterly paralyzed every level of my being.

				All at once, barely a furlong in front of me, a massive waterspout burst through the surface of the earth, hissing and writhing grotesquely. I leapt backward, stumbling into heaving boulders that seemed to be passing clear through my body. Fear seized my third chakra, gripping my solar plexus with such painful force that I thought I must surely lose consciousness. I screamed.

				“I don’t want to die!” The words flew from my lips without my conscious participation.

				“Not a problem, Seraphis.”

				“What—? Who—?”

				To my intense confusion and annoyance, I heard a soft giggle behind me. I turned to see a brown, wrinkled man wearing nothing but a white loincloth and a matching turban. Though much shorter than I, he radiated a confidence that made up for every digit that separated my height from his. The man was smiling up at me with his entire face. I could see light twinkling on his teeth.

				“You already died, so you don’t have to worry about it happening again,” he said, pleasantly. “At least, not for a while.” He moved to my side.

				“Who—who are you?” I stammered as I took a step away from him, my irritation growing. “And what in the Dark Realm are you talking about?”

				“That’s all right, Seraphis,” he said, and I realized that the man was responding to the tone of my voice rather than the content of my words. “Yes, you’ve had a bad scare,” he continued, as though we’d been having a conversation about this very topic. “No point in trying to reason with a terrified being.” The weathered face crinkled like fruit drying in the sun, and again I saw light, this time in his deep hazel eyes.

				The man’s words shook me sober. I took a deep breath and recalled my Shadow Warrior training. Dignity, integrity, and compassion, I repeated to myself—but although I was able to control my affect, fear and anger continued to saturate my being.

				“My name is Ram Chandra,” said the little man, ignoring my confused thoughts. “You can think of me as a sort of guardian angel.”

				“So I really did die?”

				“Oh, yes, Seraphis,” Ram Chandra confirmed. “Just look at what happened to your body.” He pointed past me to a mangled corpse wedged between two boulders. A wave of revulsion passed through me as I took in the blood and entrails spattered on the rocks. My entrails! And yet here I was, standing erect, feeling fear and anger, hearing sound, even engaging in conversation—if that’s what we were doing. I tore my eyes from the gory mess that had once been Seraphis and regarded the little man grimly.

				“You’re in your astral body now,” he said, gently. “It was thrown clear of your physical being in the crash. Quite some distance, actually,” he mused. “That’s good.”

				The man’s—the angel’s?—words floated through my consciousness like smoke. I couldn’t hold on to anything. I stole another glance at my own mutilated body, and staggered. Ram Chandra took my hand with a firmness surprising in one so small and old. I felt my consciousness ebb as a swell of dizziness took my senses.

				“No!” Ram Chandra rapped sharply, and again I was astonished at the strength in his hand. He tightened his grip. “Don’t lose consciousness,” he demanded. “This is very important, Seraphis. Concentrate.”

				I struggled to comply, but the invitation to sleep was almost irresistible. Dimly, I saw a shell of some sort forming itself around me. It looked like a comfortable nest, a soothing charcoal in color. I wanted nothing more than to surrender to the velvety darkness that offered to enfold me. But Ram Chandra’s hand gripped my fingers like a steel claw.

				“Focus, Seraphis,” he barked. “You must concentrate on remaining conscious.”

				Summoning all my discipline, I forced myself to turn from the luscious, beckoning arms of sleep.

				“That’s it, that’s it,” Ram Chandra urged. “A little more focus. A little more will. You’ve got it.”

				With enormous effort, I drew back from what felt like a lover’s embrace.

				A lover! A rush of horror shook me completely awake. The charcoal shell fell away abruptly.

				“Isis! What’s happened to Isis? Did she die, too?” I began frantically raking the broken landscape for signs of other people, signs that my beloved might have been—what? Crushed and mangled, like my own wrecked body? A sob burst from my clenched throat as the implications of what had happened to me and my world suddenly became clear. I waved away Ram Chandra’s vise-like grip.

				“It’s all right,” I told him. “I’m awake now. Just tell me what happened to Isis.”

				“This destruction,” Ram Chandra said, gesturing broadly at our surroundings, “is happening in Atlantis because the Tower was here.” I groaned involuntarily at his use of the past tense. I couldn’t help glancing around to see if I could locate the Tower, but of course there was nothing to be seen but the devastated plains, now alive with fires and waterspouts.

				“And, of course, it’s happening in Thule, where the force of the Tower was directed. New Atlantis is experiencing major tremors and flooding and so forth, but nothing like this.” He smiled beatifically, like a man announcing the coming of the next Ray.

				“So Isis.. “

				“Isis is safe. The Progenitor led the Children of Light into the Great Pyramid, and they rode out the disruption there. In fact,” his eyes narrowed and darted up and to the left, as though he were listening for some sound imperceptible to anyone but himself, “they’re beginning to emerge as we speak.”

				My stomach churned with mixed emotions. My Isis was safe, thanks to the Divine! But would I ever see her again? Would I ever again feel her soft breasts under my hands, or her breath on my neck? So vehement were the sensations in my gut that I actually retched.

				“Careful, my boy,” Ram Chandra cautioned. “Emotions are very intense on this plane. Don’t let them govern your reason.” A mischievous chuckle rose up from his belly, firing my annoyance once again.

				“What’s there to laugh about?” I demanded.

				But before my strange companion could respond, a deep roaring sound assailed me. I turned to seek its source and recoiled as a huge wall of water bore down on us. It was moving too fast for any hope of escape. Reflexively, I put my hands up to my face to absorb the impact. But the tsunami didn’t hit me. Instead, it passed right through my body. I hadn’t been moved by even the width of a hair.

				Ram Chandra smiled at my confusion. “This is the astral plane, remember?” he prompted. “Physical threats can’t touch you here.”

				“Why not?” I asked sheepishly, still trembling from my recent scare. I wasn’t used to not being in the know, and I didn’t like the feeling. Anger began to whet itself in my third chakra, but remembering Ram Chandra’s caution about emotional intensity, I contained it firmly.

				“You’re vibrating at a much higher rate than you were on the physical plane,” he said simply.

				So the wave—and the fires, the waterspouts, the boulders, everything around me—were locked in at a vibrational level from which I was now free?

				Ram Chandra read my thoughts again. “Exactly,” he said. “It just appears that you’re occupying the same space as these things. In truth, only objects vibrating at the same rate occupy the same space.” Again, he gestured vaguely at our general environment. “All that is Gaia mass. In the astral plane you needn’t worry about it.” The little man sighed deeply. Then he stared hard at the ground, as though trying to remember something. The space left by our brief silence immediately began to fill with thoughts of Isis. To my extreme mortification, I felt an erection begin to rise under my uniform. Ram Chandra chuckled.

				“Look,” I barked angrily, “I’m not thinking about sex. In fact”—I allowed my rising anger to carry me, if only because it immediately deflated my swollen organ—”when I think of Isis, what I feel more than anything else is grief.” To my consternation, tears began to form in my eyes. One toppled onto my cheek, and I dashed it away impatiently.

				“Look, you’ll get used to all these emotional ups and downs,” Ram Chandra said, briskly. “Right now, there is much to do, and very little time in which to do it—at least in Gaian terms.” He proffered his hand. “Come on. I need to show you some things.”

				I moved my legs in a simulacrum of walking, but my feet had no contact with the earth. Ram Chandra tugged on my arm and we began to glide above the ground. I felt suddenly charged with delight as we gradually ascended and gained speed. This was so much more fun than a traveling platen! Soon, we were soaring through the sky at a dizzying height. As our speed increased, it seemed as though millions of needles were pricking my skin: not an unpleasant sensation, but a little disconcerting. Ultimately, we were moving so fast that everything ran together in a great blur.

				As we began to slow, a large, rolling plain came into focus ahead. It was green and gold, and coated with thick copes of exquisite wildflowers. Joy filled my entire being, but in response to Ram Chandra’s silent warning, I reined it in. “Emotions, Seraphis,” I heard him say; or perhaps it was just his thought making its way silently into my mind. We glided easily over the terrain.

				“Where are we?” I asked.

				“This is the first astral level above Gaia,” my guide explained, slowing us down to an expert stop. To my surprise, the ground was now solid under my feet. Ram Chandra dropped to the surface, stretching luxuriously and then lying back in a bed of flowers. A little hesitantly, I followed his lead, folding my arms behind my head. Yes, there was now a firm surface beneath me.

				“You’re right,” Ram Chandra responded to my unspoken thought. “You’ll have to pay attention to mass here, or you definitely will bump into things. We’re all vibrating at the same rate, you see.”

				“What are we doing here?” I asked, brushing away his physics lesson.

				Ram Chandra turned his head to look at me appraisingly. “Terrible things are happening on Gaia,” he said, slowly. “We’re going to do a little training. I need you to help in the work that must be done.” He reached out his hand to pluck a blade of grass, which he placed delicately between his front teeth.

				“What work?”

				“What I did for you, my boy. Keeping you conscious until the etheric double dropped.”

				“Etheric double? What in the name of Darkness are you talking about?” I was beginning to tire of my easy irritation, but still found it difficult to control.

				“Easy, Seraphis, easy now. There is much for you to learn. You’ll simply have to have some patience.” Ram Chandra was nibbling like a rabbit at his blade of grass.

				Again, I applied my training to calm myself down. But I was deeply confused. Was I really dead? Was this truly the after-world—or just some sort of nightmare? And would I ever see Isis again? I stretched my fingers, realizing as I did so that I’d been furiously rubbing the metal of my belt buckle.

				“You can’t believe that you could possibly have survived such a fall, do you?” inquired my telepathic friend.

				“No, I couldn’t have survived that fall,” I mused, my fingers returning to their thoughtful rubbing. An image began to take shape in my mind. “I remember now,” I muttered. “I was on my way to Atlantea.” I turned to Ram Chandra. “So Enoch was right, wasn’t he? About the Tower and the disruption of Gaia’s energies and.. “

				“Yes,” Ram Chandra interrupted, “and that’s why you and I must work together to help all the beings who have been caught in the devastation.”

				“What can I possibly do to help them? I mean, they’re dead, aren’t they?” Immediately, I realized the absurdity of my words. I was dead, too, but Ram Chandra had helped me maintain consciousness. He nodded.

				“The beings who are coming over all want to go to sleep at first,” he said. “Just as you did, Seraphis. It’s very seductive.” Now it was my turn to nod. “Those who give in. well, they have a lot of trouble finding a healthy, sane rebirth. Sometimes for many lifetimes to come.”

				I looked around at the multicolored flowers bending slightly in the breeze that caressed my cheek, and reflected that it would be very easy to stay on this plane indefinitely. Ram Chandra broke off another blade of grass and stuck it in his mouth. His face creased into a broad, childlike smile that was becoming familiar. Now that I was getting used to him reading my thoughts, I was beginning to like this fellow.

				“That’s one reason beings get stuck here,” he said, chewing on his grass stem.

				“You mean, that’s why they’re so powerfully drawn to go to sleep?”

				“One reason,” he repeated, cryptically.

				“Are you just going to keep teasing me with tidbits of information?” I demanded, grumpily. I was also starting to get used to the extremes of emotion that kept carrying me from one inner world to another.

				“You need to know how to help these newly dead beings shed their etheric double,” he said lightly, as though what he was suggesting were the easiest thing in the world.

				“There’s that ‘etheric double’ again,” I complained. “If you really want me to help, you’d better explain what that means.”

				“Remember that charcoal shell that started growing around you when you were trying to sink into sleep?” Ram Chandra grinned. “Well, that shell holds the seed of the lifetime you just completed. If you hadn’t remained conscious, you’d have stayed stuck inside it. Maybe for a long, long time.”

				“And that would have made it hard for me to find a healthy physical and mental body in my next lifetime,” I mused, my fingers now stroking the stem of a newly plucked flower as I worked to piece it all together. “So how do I go about being of help?”

				“Remember how I helped you?”

				“You kept telling me to concentrate.”

				“Right. And in your case, I was able to get hold of your hand. It may not always be possible to do that.”

				“I can see how it could be really hard to coax someone away from that beautiful sleep,” I said, a little nostalgically.

				“You were lucky, in a way,” Ram Chandra told me. “The fall threw you clear of your physical body, exploding your etheric double’s ionic structure for just a moment.”

				“Just a moment?”

				“Mm-hmm.” Ram Chandra turned to face me, cupping his head in his hand as he wiggled his hips to find a comfortable position on his side. The grass blade hung a little ridiculously from his lower lip. “The etheric double can’t be destroyed,” he explained. “No matter how far the parts scatter, they will always reform themselves around the host.”

				“The host,” I repeated. “You mean me.” I watched, fascinated, as Ram Chandra’s blade of grass began to slide off his lip.

				“In this case, you,” Ram Chandra agreed. He caught the blade expertly with his tongue and tucked it between his front teeth.

				“So this etheric double—it’s basically the essence of my old self?” He nodded, gently tugging at his grass blade. “It contains the seeds of all your experiences from this past lifetime.”

				“But even though that lifetime is over, I can’t get rid of its essence? Of this double?”

				“Correct.” Suddenly, Ram Chandra sat up. “Look, Seraphis,” he said, his tone changing abruptly. “All of this will become clear to you over time. But while we’re lying here chatting, hundreds of beings are falling asleep in those charcoal shells. We have work to do.”

				I brushed off the rush of shame that enveloped me at the thought of my self-indulgence. I was beginning to get the hang of negotiating my emotional polarities.

				Ram Chandra put his hand to his chin. His face collapsed in a frown of concentration. A movement caught the corner of my eye, and I looked away from my new friend to see a large screen taking shape in front of us.

				“Honor and light!” I exclaimed. “Is there anything you can’t do?”

				Ram Chandra’s familiar chuckle tickled my ear. “Anything you imagine can be created here,” he whispered, dramatically. “In fact, my boy,” he hammed, wiggling his fingers like a tinhorn magician, “nothing exists, anywhere, until you create it in your mind on the astral plane! How about that?”

				Now I waved him away.

				“Enough.” I held up my hand. “My brain can’t hold any more information.”

				“Only because you think so,” said Ram Chandra, impishly.

				“Shut up!” I cried, clapping my palms over my ears. For a moment, time stopped as we stared at each other: him slack-jawed, a new blade of grass halfway to his mouth, and me with my hands over my ears. Then we both burst into laughter.

				My mirth died abruptly as a scan took shape on the screen before us.

				“You were easy, Seraphis,” Ram Chandra said, now completely serious. “Most of the situations you encounter will be much more difficult.”

				I watched the unfolding scene in front of us. A man lay on a bed, surrounded by people in various states of mourning. As he closed his eyes, a filmy wisp emerged from his forehead. It drifted around for a moment, like smoke, then condensed itself into a crinkly carbonate ball that fluttered to the ground.

				“This one, of course, is impossible to salvage,” said Ram Chandra, with a dismissive wave of his hand.

				“Of course,” I repeated, sourly. “What do you mean, ‘of course’? Why?”

				“That ball is the sign of a spiritually weak entity. Don’t waste your effort here. Want to see it again?”

				I watched carefully as Ram Chandra reran the scan. “All right,” I told him after a second viewing. “I’ll recognize this situation when I see it.”

				Another scene flashed on the screen; now we were watching a man beating a woman. Severely. Anger seared through me like flame, but Ram Chandra doused it at once. “Come on, Seraphis,” he growled. “You have to disconnect those kinds of emotions. Stay aloof from the rightness or wrongness of what you encounter. You’ll be useless to me if you don’t.”

				I swallowed and breathed deeply into the core of my anger until it began to disperse. Ram Chandra ran the scene again. With a blow to the woman’s head, the smoke-like substance sprang from her forehead and quickly formed itself into a shell around her body. A snaking black line followed the smoke and began to coil around the woman-shaped shell.

				“When you see this,” Ram Chandra said, pointing at the screen, “you’ve got a chance, if you act quickly.”

				“What should I do?”

				“Move in and start projecting the thought to concentrate. You may lack some power at first, but with practice you’ll build up a powerful thought projection. Watch the shell.”

				“What am I looking for?” By now I was completely caught up in the drama of the woman’s transformation.

				“Look for a glow around the heart, the forehead, or the solar plexus.”

				As I watched, a small flash penetrated the shell at the third chakra.

				“There, at the solar plexus.”

				“Good! It can be a spark or a subtle glow, or it can have some real power, like a flame. When you see that, keep trying to communicate. Tell the entity to concentrate, to focus. Keep projecting that thought until the shell completely collapses around its feet. If you have a chance, try to get hold of its hand or any other body part you can reach.” The little man twisted his own body to face me again. “You can’t do this job halfway, Seraphis. The shell must fall away altogether. You got that?”

				“Got it.”

				“After the shell is gone, explain to the entity very quickly what is happening,” Ram Chandra instructed as the screen faded, “If, in your judgment, it understands what you’re saying, then move to the next step. See if it will volunteer as a helper.”

				“But that isn’t how you did it with me,” I protested. “You’ve taken all this time, shown me these scans.. “

				Ram Chandra smiled. “You’re a Child of Light, Seraphis,” he reminded me. “Not to mention a Shadow Warrior. It was especially important that you be saved and that you understand the principles guiding this rescue operation. With your capabilities, you’re in a position to rescue a great many more beings than most can.”

				I was by now an old hand at brushing away intense feelings like the tidal wave of pride and anxiety that immediately crashed through me at my mentor’s words. The tantric breath training Isis and I had practiced together was standing me in good stead.

				Isis! The ache bearing her name never quite left me; and with the conscious thought of her, it yawned open to create the blackest of black holes in my heart chakra.

				“All this must happen quickly,” Ram Chandra continued, briskly. It struck me that he was ignoring my thoughts out of kindness, as much as out of concern for the work I was soon to begin. “The entity must respond with wholehearted enthusiasm,” he persisted. “If not, go quickly to the next being. Try to build a cadre of workers.”

				“Will you coach me through my first rescue?”

				“Of course.”

				“And then where will you go? To save more beings like myself?”

				“No,” Ram Chandra said. Now he was sitting in full lotus position, his back erect and his hands on his thighs. “I’ll be building hospitals to house and protect the slow ones.”

				“Protect them? From what?”

				Ram Chandra’s hand went this time to the place where his turban met his forehead. His brow furrowed, making his face look for all the world like a walnut, and the screen took shape again. I watched as a wild variety of grotesque creatures harvested charcoal rocks on an open plain. Some had no heads, but multiple arms sprouting from every part of their bodies. Others had more than one head, all dotted with red eyes that seemed to ooze fire. Still others appeared to be covered in slime, which writhed on their limbs as if alive. Frightened and revolted, I gasped as my heart clenched into a terrified fist.

				“From the demons,” Ram Chandra said softly. “We must protect them from the demons.” I felt inside myself for my Shadow Warrior training and began to raise the confidence that is the necessary precursor to action.

				“Don’t do battle with them,” my friend cautioned, reading my thought. “Don’t try to stop them.”

				“Why not? With my Shadow Warrior skills, and all you can do. there must be others with the same powers we have..”

				“Trust me on this one, Seraphis. At some point, there’ll be a battle—a battle I think we’ll win. But for now, all we can do is salvage and protect as many beings as we can.”

				“Like the clones on Atlantis,” I murmured, allowing my warrior’s confidence to relax into compassion. “To save their souls.” It made me feel a little better to know that after weeks of idleness in the Atlantean mountains, I could finally return to a high-stakes rescue operation. Like Isis. My poor, overworked heart chakra responded to the thought like a gong to the hammer. The screen dissolved again.

				“Stay with the volunteer as it performs its first rescue,” said Ram Chandra, once again mercifully distracting me from my grief. “When the entity successfully helps another being, release it to continue on its own. Keep working until there are no more bodies to clear. Simple as that.”

				I rose from my bed of wildflowers and looked down at Ram Chandra, who was pushing himself up to stand beside me.

				“Its the end of the world, isn’t it?” I asked my new friend as he adjusted his turban.

				“Yes,” the little man nodded gravely. “It’s the end of the world as you knew it.”

				But then he giggled again, and I wondered how long it would take me to get the joke.
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