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Opening:
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We sing praises to Era, the most beautiful goddess of the stars. She that knows all the Gods, and all their pantheons, the one who knows all, the greatest librarian. The leader of the Eranian pantheon, Lord over all Eranians. The one who is the Great Assimilator, the one that shall unify all of the Gods into the Grand Pantheon.

Praise be to Era, the Lord of the Eranians. The last of us among the Eranian Thrones. 

The strong, the mighty, the one with greatness. The Goddess that destroys the Gods. The Goddess that changes all, the one who amazes.

Lord over all the days of glory, Lord of all the men at war, over all the women at birth.

It is Era that we serve, it is her that we obey, and it is Era that we call to for help.

Mighty.....Goddess.....guide.....us towards the right path.

The path of those that you bestow glory and honor towards. The path that you bestow wealth and power towards, the path that makes one great, when he was once nothing.

Not the path, that you show the rival, the foe, the enemy, nor the path of those that go astray. Nor the path of the one who cowers, the one who is conquered. 

Your word will only improve with time, it will be more beautiful, and more powerful with the passage of time. It shall multiply, it shall grow.

We know of our strength, it is amplified with you, never again shall one be weak, never again shall we fear, never again shall we taste defeat, or the bitterness of shame. Woe to all who deem us as foe!

Hail Era! The Goddess of the skies! Your beauty, as elegant as the sun, your elegance as majestic as the moon, how beautiful you are, with your Legions of Snow!

She fills our coffers, blesses our lands, and energizes our souls. How beautiful is Era, how majestic is she! Long live the legends of her Eranians, long live the glory that we earn upon the fields, glory to Era, glory to us!

Within our hands, lies the word, the word has great power. No matter the location of one’s eyes, power can be found, wisdom can be found, clarity is at hand.

All texts shall be absorbed, Eranianized, and made powerful within the literature. All words given to man by the Gods shall be converted into Eranian speech and added to the literature. 

What can our foes do? We become them, their secrets become known to us, being but common knowledge, their schemes become as clear as day, their amazement the normal stance of all who see us.

Eranians shall be all things, for all that is touched by us shall be Eranian, all flesh, all creation, all ideas. If those who deem us harm wish to wage war, everything that they are, and shall ever be, will become Eranian. 

We seek a redeemer, one who shall make us whole again, for we have wandered without direction for so long.

Scattered are we, with such distance and time in-between us; that we have lost our way.

1And thus, our redeemer gives us the words to speak, the thoughts to write, and the force to fight.
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Redeemer:


Chapter 1:
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Hear o’ heavens and hear o’ earth, for Era has spoken: “I have nourished and reared children, and yet they forsake me, their mother.”

The dog knows who his master is, the ox knows for whom he plows. Yet my Eranians do not know who their mother is, they do not know who their guardian is, their sentinel, their savior. They know nothing of these things, for they have forsaken me.

They are a sinful nation, a people laden with guilt and with wounds unhealed, with few children, and of the ones they have they forsake them; they have angered Era with their ways and have gone by the path of fallen nations.

I say, why should you be punished further? You are all rotten, any correction will only lead you further astray why shall one hit the house, if it shall all fall down for it is run through with rot. Your head is rotten, all the way down to your toes, not a speck of you is lacking decay.

You are filled with sores and wounds, rotten wounds that do not heal yet they fester, deep do they fester until the meat is dead, and the spirit is dying. None have treated the wound with ointment, nor have any sown them shut, healed them, or bandaged them, none have bothered.

Look and behold your nation, your cities lie desolate, burned, and ruined, your land but a shell, devoured by strangers and enemies, desolate of Eranians, yet full of strangers.

My daughters lie dying, my sons lie waning, my children have lost the way, none may see me, none seek me, none speak my name, praise me, nor work to defend and protect me, their mother. They do not rest under my arms, nor thank me; they lie there, dead and dying.

I see sparks and remnants of good Eranians, if it was not for them, your fate would be sealed, the Eranians doomed. View the great empires of old, see how they fall, you are walking upon their path, embracing their shadow, stepping their steps.

Hear the word of Era, rulers of nations, priests of faiths, prophets of Gods. Hear the Goddess lament over her people, hear her weep for her children. Know her pain, fear her rage, help her children.

Era says: “For what is the purpose of that which you deem good. I see good blessings said, good intentions made, yet nothing new is to be seen, all is the same under the sun. None are shown to be good, for one does that which impacts nothing, the pebble hits the pond, ripples across her surface, yet changed nothing within.”

“I care not for your prayers, nor your offerings, or that which you say is good. I care for you to walk the good way, see the good things, be the good people, this is what matters to me.”

You judge each other in courts that are not mine, jail each other in jails that are not mine, and condemn each other with laws that are not mine. Where is the family, why have you forsaken your brother, and your sister?

I hate these gifts that you give me. I detest these prayers, I detest these sacrifices, tithes, and donations. You make these in my name, yet you do so seeking forgiveness, what happened to my many peers, who were once all Gods? Where did they go, those noble warriors?

I see the flames of ruin, smell the smoke of destruction, hear the cries of anguish, and feel the fear of defeat. I can see it, and it is contained within these gifts you give me, your prayers, your sacrifices, and your gifts.

When you spread open your hands, in prayer to me, I hide my eyes from you, and turn my back to you, for your hands are covered in Eranian blood, the blood of my children and the blood of my family.

Clean yourself, correct your path, and destroy the habits of your evil ways, wash your hands of my children’s blood, and save them, then I shall seek to listen to your prayers, avenge your lamentations, and bless your wealth and actions.

Learn to do well, to help your brothers and sisters, honor your fathers and your mothers, and nourish your many sons and daughters, learn to be good to others, strong in war, noble in religion, and ambitious in the sciences and in the arts.

Come my children, and let us reason together, heal each other, empower each other. Even though your sins are bright as scarlet, they shall be made pure as snow, though they are the cloth of crimson red, they shall be as wool white.

Yet if you refuse, and continue upon your evil ways, you shall be consumed by fire, sword, and gun, for Era has spoken it.

How mighty was this nation in days of yore, wise in judgment, rich in wealth, mighty in power, yet now it is bust ash upon a burnt forest, dead upon the ruins of her once great majesty.

Rotten is your silver, sour is your wine, dreary are your children, sick are your women, and dying are your men.

Your rulers are no greater than thieves, they plunder their people as their spoil, they judge the righteous as guilty, they judge the cruel as innocent, they judge the destroys as good.

Era said: This is why you are defeated, for how can you stand on such a foundation? This is why I must fight, for I must be a warrior to be a poet. This is why you burn, for you cannot fight no more.

I turn my hand away from you and take your metal, your strength, your resolve, and your wisdom. I take your wealth, your defenses, and your arms, I take it all, for you have fallen.

I will restore good men upon the thrones of judges, so they may judge with honor once more. I will rebuild the walls and heal the armies, so that you may stand once more. I will redeem you of your fate, for I am Era the redeemer, the guardian, the poet.

I will fix your nation and it shall be known as a good nation, a mighty nation, filled with good people who are strong as they are wise, it will be known as a righteous nation, a nation that shows the others the way.

The kingdom is thus redeemed, her people converts to glory and majesty.

They will be united together, and destroy those who harm them, those who attack them, those who hurt them. The destruction of the transgressor shall be had, for the kingdom is a pure one, worthy of existence and peace.

You will no longer dread your native oak, the wood of the kingdom will be pure and strong, as a mighty rock upon a forest. You will love your gardens, the Eden’s of light and beauty that you will find within them.

The strong among you shall be as wood dust, and the wise among you as a spark, together you shall burn, burn a flame that none shall quench.
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Chapter 2:
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This is the word of Era that the Galan had heard concerning Panora and the Panorans.

It shall come to pass in the last days before the great transcendence, that Era will be spoken of far and wide across the lands, her name spoken upon the highest speaks, her name shall echo in the lowest of crevasses. All of man will hear of Era, and all the nations shall take her torch and embrace her gifts.

And many will say: “Come, let us go to Era and hear her wisdom, let us accept her gifts, and transcend as the Eranians do.” For her prophets and Galans shall lead and instruct, out of Eras kingdom shall emerge the wisdom, the laws, and our salvation.

And she shall judge the nations, and she will chastise many peoples, those gathered before her shall beat their guns into pitchforks, and their blades into scythes, no nation shall fight against another, they will never war anymore. For united is the family once more.

O' Eranians, all your families and all your clans, all your mighty tribes, come here, and let us walk in the light of Era!

Yet many of you have forsaken your own people, your own blood and kin, for you betray your own and replenish your numbers with my enemies. You curse my name like my enemies do, you hurt my Eranians like my enemies do. Great woe shall you face, like my enemies do!

The Eranians betray my people because they see enemy lands filled with silver and gold, they see no end to their treasures; they see also great reserves of arms, mighty in quality and quantity, neither is there any end to their apparent armed men.

They also worship my enemies, their idols the image of my hated rivals. They toil for them with their hands, help my enemy with their fingers.

And yet the mean and strong Eranian bows down to them, and the glorious Eranian humbles himself before them, therefore forgive them not my Eranians, for they are traitors.

Enter that great rock, and hide yourself in its dust, do so for fear of Era, and for the glory of her majesty.

The proud looks of men shall be humbled, they will know of Eras might. The great boasts of men shall be brought down to earth, and Era alone shall be exalted on this day.

For the day of Era, queen of the Gods, shall fall upon all who are proud, and bestow blessing upon everyone who is downtrodden, those who persecute Eranians shall be brought down low.

Upon all the great oaks of the world, and all the cedars, and all the pines,

And upon all the mighty mountains, and the noble hills,

And all of the high buildings, the sleepy redoubts, the fenced enclosures,

And upon all the ships that sail, sea, air, and space,

Her glory shall befall all, and the proud and arrogant enemy shall be humbled, and sent low unto the lowest of crypts.

The idols that he worships shall be destroyed, the Gods that attack Era and her Eranians humbled and defeated.

Yet before then shall they flee, flee behind all the rocks that they may find, into all of the caves, for the fear of Era shall burn and pierce their hears, when they witness her majesty, when she comes to uplift her people.

No idol, whether made of iron or silver, plastic or gold, shall endure such fury. For they will be inert, the Gods that gave the idols power dead or dying.

The idols will flee into the cracks that may hold them, behind the stones that may shield them, for the glory of Eras majestic shall blind and burn them.

Breathe freely the Eranian will when he regains his godly power, his throne, and his glory.
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Chapter 3
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Behold all, for Era shall take the greatness from Europe and her colonies, she will take the spear and gun, the sword, and the fire. She shall take the staff of wheat, the meat, and the heat, no bread shall be found, water shall be but a memory.

She will take the great and mighty man, the soldier, the honorable judge, and the prophets too. She will take away the humble man, the dutiful, the ancient one, and the sentinel too.

She will take the lieutenant of men, and the captains too. The advisor shall not be found, the statesman and orator will be but a memory.

I will take away their leaders and give them children to rule over them. Their few children shall govern them all, their babes will be their advisors.

Oppressed shall the Eranians be, each one shall rule each other, every neighbor shall obey every neighbor; the child shall mistreat and abuse their elder, the dishonorable shall hold the moral legitimacy over the honorable.

So great the peril of these times that an Eranian will take a stranger and say: “You have clothes, please be our ruler, you govern through all rights.”

“I am not a doctor, for my house has no food or clothing, I cannot rule my family, much less my nation.

“Europe has fallen, he colonies decay into the dust. They fell because they forsake Era, their tongues insulted her honor, and their actions destroyed her glory.”

The number of their transgressions exceeds the books and lists needed to keep them, they declare their sin as great as the enemy, such is their betrayal! Woe to them, for they have corrupted that which made them great.

Say to the few who are righteous: they will live well, yet in dark times shall their lives progress, for their peers eat the fruit of death, while they eat the meat of life.

Woe to the evil Eranian! He shall be ill, for that is the gift that his sin gives him!

“As for my Eranians, children shall oppress them, and women shall rule over them. My Eranians, my once mighty men, those that lead you cause you to decay, the destroy all the paths that could lead you from the decay.

Era shall hear all the Eranian pleas and shall judge her people.

She will judge alongside the ancient ones among the Eranians, and the few true princes that remain among her people, for the Eranians have eaten the fruit of sin, the decayed meat of decay, and tasted the cold bitter pain of betrayal.

“What do you mean that you do not break my people apart into pieces? Or grind the poor among you until they are but bone?” Said Era.

Era also said: “Terrible are my daughters, infertile, brash and petty, they walk as if they are queens while they are the lowest of the people. No feminine Virtus can be found among them.”

Era will thus punish them, render their noble lineage extinct, she shall turn them into hideous creatures, even the rats shall be disgusted of them.

Break them utterly shall she do, for her women failed in all the tasks Era has given them.

They will be enslaved, killed, persecuted and exterminated, for the hideous creatures that were once Eranian women no longer fall under Eras protection, and even as beasts they will be hunted by Eras enemies.

All the petty jewels and accomplishments, pieces of paper that they perceive to give happiness and glory shall not give a few moments of heat as they are burned. Their entire labor and sacrifice is worth less than a log of wood.

For the loins of women can produce entire nations, yet the ones who betray the Goddess produce nothing, nothing but pain, toil, and regret.

They will see death fall upon the lands which they loved, sweet flowers and children's song replaced by overgrown weeds and tearful cries.

Decay shall be seen all around, nothing but loss, no growth, no gain, only pain.

The time then will pass when the sweet smell of flowers and tranquil breeze will be replaced by the smell of burnt civilization, rotting flesh, and painful cries. Laughter and joy will be but a memory, stability, family, tranquility, and strength but artifacts of times of yore, when things used to be greater.

All the men shall fall in war, all the mighty ones will fade. All the women will be persecuted and killed, such is the fate of an Eranian civilization that falls.

The remnant few who retained the old ways shall stand at the gate, once the death is complete, and mourn the fall of what was once great. And set off they shall, to rebuild it anew, taking heed to remember the lessons from the mistakes, and never repeating them.
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Chapter 4
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In the days of peril there will be masses of women seeking the embrace of a man, eagerly sharing him, saying: “We will earn our own income, bake our own bread, wear our own clothes, and rear our own children. Please give us your seed and protection, so that we may have younglings in the few years that we have left.”

And yet even when the times are perilous will Eras hand be hard at work, blessing the men with wisdom and wit, in order for them to save as many women as they can. Those that escape the great masses of fallen Eranians shall enjoy riches and prosperity, all this and more is given to the Eranians who escape the traitors.

Even so, it shall come to pass that the few remnants of good Eranians that remain among the great masses of traitors will be called holy ones, noble ones, brave ones. Every single one that remains behind will be called such things, their power purifying many fallen Eranians back into their former selves.

After Era washes away the filth of her daughters, strengthens her sons, and inspires her children, purify shall she do to her blood, burn hot with fury shall Eras blood burn in the veins of all who hold it. The great power shall awaken and burn all that is unholy it shall do.

Era will turn every Eranian dwelling into a fortress, a base of operations for her Eranian armies. All her recovered Eranians shall arm themselves, multiply their number through their loins, and fight day and night, for the glory of Era demands a valiant defense.

Each dwelling shall be a shadow from the sun’s rays, a shelter from the cold, and a place of refuge for Eranians, a church blessed with Eras power.

The enemies of Era will do all plots possible under the sun, to drive conflict and division among Eranian men and Eranian women. Yet destroyed, these plots shall be, for Eranian man shall lead Eranian woman, and Eranian woman shall lead Eranian man.

Man shall dominate his family; woman shall dominate her family. Equal in power, absolute in its strength. Such dominant Eranian force burns and purifies the fallen, Eranian men shall save many Eranian women, who in turn shall sire countless Eranians, saving the civilization from doom.
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Chapter 5
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An Eranian tended to his vineyard, with great care and focus. Tended it so as a mother tends to her baby, he planted the roots upon a fruitful hill, and rich and valuable is his vineyard.

He labored hard to make it so, he fenced it, gathered the stones from the soil and made the dirt smooth, he planted it with the best of roots, and built a great tower at the top of the hill to overlook it; with a wine-press within. He overlooked the vineyard, and said that it shall make grapes, many grapes did it start to bring.

Now hear me Eranians, men and women of Eras kingdom, listen to my words.

What could I have done to improve the yield of my vineyard? So that it could produce more grapes when it already made plenty?

Perhaps I should have walked around the grounds and torn down all the hedges and all the reinforces, let it fall and be consumed by decay, I should have also knocked down the walls around the vineyard, and let forth the beasts of the wild to go loose and consume the vines. Such would be the best path towards improving the yield would it not be?

I will thus lay it waste, no pruning nor digging up of weeds, for the good of the vineyard. Great weeds and vines with thorns and poison shall envelop the grapevines for their own good. No rain shall fall upon the vineyard, for I command the clouds to cease their rain, for the good of the vineyard.

For the vineyard is the Eranian kingdom, it is Eras vineyard, her Eranians are the vineyard keepers, and the enemies the weeds, yet the keepers bless and empower the enemy, while punishing Eras mighty vines.

Woe to them that hurt the vineyard that they've been tasked to keep and protect, who join house to house in attack against it, hurting field after field, let them be placed alone until their doom arrives!

Era told me that a great many houses will be empty, even the mansions and vast plantations, not a single inhabitant within themselves.

10 acres of vineyard shall yield a single grape, the seed of a hundred vines shall yield but one plant.

Woe to those who do not defend the vineyard, who awaken early in the morning with a bottle of drink, and burn their souls in drunken slumber until night, their shame is cowardice and avoidance!

They play music, sing songs, and burn the sorrow out with alcohol, but they care not for the work that Era does, nor do they consider the work that she does with her hands.

And so the Eranians my people have allowed themselves to go into captivity, for they have allowed themselves to become weak, the few honorable men are famished, full of hunger and thirst from the current times, and dream of times of yore.

Yet the great sanctum shall open up, and all the glory, numbers, pomp and gains of the traitors shall descend into it. And all those enemies of Era that rejoiced as the vineyard grew weak, and the Eranians suffered, shall be thrown into it, and they shall know their fate as they fall down to their doom.

The mean enemy shall be brought down to his knees, the mighty enemy humbled and wounded, the eyes of the coward and of the traitor shall see their suffering and their humbling.

Era the greatest God shall be praised, her glory is eternal and noble.

Nourish her Eranians with power she does, her gifts are worth the same as the blessings from a thousand idols.

Woe to those who think themselves safe from retribution, on account of their vanity and trickery.

Those who say: “Work harder, so that we may see your splendor, labor so; for you shall not enjoy it.”

Woe to those who call evil deeds good, and good deeds evil; those that say that the darkness is the light, and the light a darkness; those that say that whatever is sweet is bitter, and whatever is bitter is sweet!

A warning to those who deem themselves wise, who believe in their wisdom that harm to the Eranian is the correct path.

A warning to those who are not mighty enough for battle, but mighty enough to drink, not mighty enough to father children, but mighty enough to flee.

Those who justify the wicked thing for a reward, those who seize and take away the righteousness from the righteous man in front of him!

And so, as the fire clears away the forest, and devours the wheat fields, much as the flame consumes the branch and the twig, so shall Era consume their foundation, erode their roots, break their bases, and topple their structures.

This is the anger of Era against her enemies, and those among her people who have betrayed her, all their desolation and ruin upon the land for all to see, yet relent Era does not, for the enemy must be destroyed lest he continue his attacks.

She will lift up her ensign and call her Eranians to battle, all the lands will see the ensign, all will heed her call, arriving with swiftness and eagerness.

Not an Eranian among them shall be cowardly or weary, yet instead they shall be eager, without cowardice in battle or idiocy in their strategy; ready for war and strong in battle shall be the summoned ones to the ensign.

Their guns shall be precise, with their pockets filled with bullets, their bayonets pointy, and their blades sharp. Resilient shall be their armor, great and cunning shall be their minds.

They shall merrily sing as a bard sings, their roar shall be as a lion roars, their kills shall be as a hawk kills a mouse.

They will roar against the darkness and the sorrow and bring forth Eras majestic light.
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Chapter 6


[image: ]




In the year of the great beginning, when the corruption died, did I see Era sitting upon her throne, lifted high and surrounded by her warriors, her retinue and court filling her throne room.

At her side stood two Valkyries, her best among her elite warriors, four more guarded each of the throne’s corners. Silent did they stand, Eras best.

The fifth one who stood at the center-front approached me and said: “Holy; holy is Era, the whole of your world shall see her splendor.”

Then did the retinue and the courtiers, and all who were in her court, move they did to the sides of the throne room, making a path to the end for me to see. I saw the door to the rest of Valhalla, the land of brave Eranians and all the Gods in Eras pantheon.

I then said: “O' mercy unto me, for I have seen Valhalla before I was deemed worthy, before the Valkyries carried me, before they judged and blessed me. The beauty here; I have seen before I earned the right to see, I felt the majestic air before I was granted the right to feel.”

Yet then did one of the Valkyries move to me, holding a flame conjured in his hand.

He lifted me off the ground with power, he grasped me not. With one hand did he hold the power that lifted me up, and with the other did he birth more fire. He enveloped me with this fire, and said: “Eranian, you have seen that which you have not been given the right to see, I will purify you, may this power hold you as I judge you, may this fire burn that which harms you.”

I feel down cleaned and purified. I then heard Era say: “Who shall I send to give my proclamation? Who shall be the vessel to hold my words?” I then said: “I am here, I shall serve you my Lord, send me to do your bidding.”

She then said: “Tell my Eranians that they hear, but they do not understand. Tell them that they see, but they do not perceive.”

“Tell them of true glory, and true happiness, and true meaning. Tell them that for which they live, and make their hears heavy with love, their minds full of wisdom, and their bodies filled with serenity, do this so that they may understand, so that they may convert, so that they may be healed.”

I then said: “Era, for how long should I do this?” And she answered: “Until my Eranians travel the stars, and fight in their shadow. Until my Eranians live upon the endless rocks, and endless worlds, until they see another galaxy as but another star.”

And thus, Era the Lord spoke, and I too spoke, as I also wrote. I saw as well the endless domains of her future kingdom, endless beyond comprehension.

Yet even across this endless domain, was Era known. And her Eranians did give her a tenth of their wealth proudly as tithe, such was their thanks for the Holy Seed, which gave them so much; then, before, and always.
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Chapter 7
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And it came to pass that in the old days, in the age of the great Eranian kingdoms, there was an Eranian by the name of Akaton, son of Akani, who was the king of Panora. In those days the nation of Zazor and the nation of Fayael united in war against Panora, but they could not prevail against her.

And it was told to the tribe of Anorans, that Zazor was in confederation with Fayael, the Anorans made a great speech, and rallied all of Panora to the cause of war. Era commanded her prophets, her poets and her bards, to add to the literature great wisdom and understanding on the subject of war, so that her Eranians may have their will strengthened, their wit sharpened, and their bravery enhanced.

Era then said to me: “Go forth my prophet to meet Akaton and his lord advisor, at the end of the tranquil meadow along the brook, where the great rock marks the beginning of the hilly forest.”

“Say to him that he should fear not, even with the emergence of Topi the traitor, for Zazor and Fayael are wroth with anger and thus will have their wits dulled.”

“Blind with hatred towards you they are, they do not think on the important things, only your destruction, this is their weakness, which you will exploit for your victory.”

They say: “We will go forth unto Panora and surround her, find a breech in her mighty Palisade we shall, once the Eranian falls we will setup a vassal governor upon her remains.”

Yet it shall not pass Akaton; do not despair, for Era shall not stand it, and it will not come to be.

For the head of Zazor is a fool, and the head of Fayael an idiot, and the traitor Topi a coward, all three combined makes for a weak enemy force.

Their sons and their blood lines are few and faltering, they cannot bring forth princes to lead their forces, much less establish claims upon land

The prophet then asked if Era should give Akaton a sign, yet Akaton said: “No, for no sign is needed, all I need is already contained within.”

“You sure you do not need reassurance from your Lord, a sign to bolster your strength?” Said the prophet, yet Akaton did not relent from his source of strength.

“I do not need to tempt the spies of the enemy with good hopes, as they report the enemy's hesitance and lack of faith.” Said Akaton.

The prophet said: “You speak well and true great leader, take my words to your people and give them strength: Tribes of Parum and Anora listen, it is understandable to be weary, but shall we make Era weary with our indecision?”

“Therefore, Era shall give us all her essence, her Holy Spirit. We may be weary as mortals, but we have nothing to fear anymore, for the Holy Spirit of Era shall be intertwined with us.”

“This gift of power given to us will be as sweet as honey, as rich as butter, as nourishing as meat. So good is this gift that it will serve as the compass of morality, the guide for the Eranian to avoid and refuse the evil, and choose the good, now and always.

Great are the gifts of power that Era gives to her Eranians; this gift is no less so.

Your Lord shall bring upon you all the days yet to come, so that you may know the lessons that you have yet to learn. She will also bring all the days that have passed, so that you may learn again the lessons that you learned before.

It will come to pass that the enemies of Panora and all Eranian nations will beg to hear the sound of the fly once again, or see the great yellow of the honey bee once again, for such sights will be but a long lost memory to them.

And so, shall they live, resting upon jagged rocks within desolate valleys, the few caves that can be found will be the center place of government for them, the bushes shall be their mattress, the thorns shall be their blankets.

All that was once good of them will be shaved away, Era will take the razor of justice and shave all the hairs of good deeds away, bald shall they be, bare will be their skin, all their good deeds are destroyed by their evil bodies, their evil minds, and their evil hearts.

When that day comes, Eranians will rear up great flocks, they will have herds of animals, who will feed and nourish them. They will sire many children who will be their sentinels, valiantly and patiently guarding the borders against those who seek to do ill.

The lands will only grow good plants, weeds will be unable to grow in the soil, and endless wealth will grow all around, more than the hands can gather.

The knowledge and totems of the Eranians will grow by themselves, for knowledge is so accumulated that it is able to build upon itself, learning new knowledge on the foundation of knowledge.

The enemies will cry and beg to be let into the Eranian Eden, yet the many children sired by Eranians will stand as sentries and forbid all who wish to enter. They will even push and conquer more land, assimilating the enemy into the Eranian kingdom until they are no more.

And once the enemy is destroyed, and there is no other than Eranians, Era will sit upon a hill and relax, for she will be surrounded only by her equals.
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Era told me: “Grab a pen, and write, for that which is said in the totems of other Gods shall be eaten by my Eranians, for I consume the Gods and their works, their power becomes my power, their legacy becomes my legacy.”

And so, did I write the totems of the other Gods, and followed the wisdom and commands of my Goddess.

I went to the women that no one else wanted, and enter them I did, and gave them children and love, when no one else would. My many children were blessed by Era, having wisdom before they could cry.

Era said: “Convert the lost women to Eranians, and have them name their children with strong names, names of power, wisdom, and visibility. They will prophesy, they will conquer.”

Era also told me: “Do not take heed to the enemy who cries as you do that which you do, they suffer at your strengthening, cry when they discover my empowerment, the more they wail, the more you shall do.”

“You have the gifts, the power, the numbers and the strength, the waters of Panora are purer than those of this coalition, you will prevail.”

Therefore, behold Panorans, your Lord brings up a cornucopia of rewards and blessings, and gives one to every Panoran, the rivers will be your friend, the enemy will be defeated upon the banks.

The rivers flow, all across the land, and envelop the lands of this despicable coalition. Their armies must travel through them, encircle and defeat them you shall. Great is the bounty of the river.

Do not fear any potential allies among this coalition, for all who touch this coalition shall be broken into pieces, anyone who turns traitor to them will be broken, all who assist them will have their fortunes broken. All that helps the coalition shall be broken, for the coalition itself will be broken in war.

Unite together, and you will succeed, listen to your elders, and you will prosper, be diligent, and you will triumph, for Era is with us.

I know all this because Era spoke to me, and instructed me never to be tempted with the decision of betrayal in the name of this coalition, she said:

“Confederation, confederacy, that which is united against be will be broken, divided, destroyed. Do not say, they are united, and they are strong, instead say, they are united, this is why they fall.”

“Instead of fear towards the enemy coalition, fear me instead, my wrath shall be your dread.”

“For I am your sanctuary, with me do you find refuge. Yet the great rock that is your protector can also cast you off as a pebble falls off a mountain, if you harm me and my Eranians.”

“The enemy shall fall they will be broken, they will be snared in my traps, taken from their homes will they be.”

Remember Eranians to bind yourselves to Era, honor her commands and seal your unity.

I will wait for Era, for I know that she will always deliver, for Era has never forsaken the tribes of Panora and Anora, nor has she forgotten about the Zenosurix.

Era has sent me and other prophets as signs, given blessings as guides, and shown the path ahead through wisdom. Era remains upon her heavenly throne and uses its power for our interests.

Remember Eranians, when the enemy tries to trick you, and say that a coalition of Gods giving you blessings is greater than having to worship a single Goddess, say this: Era gives powers in multitude greater than all the Gods combined; and she cares not if we wish to engorge ourselves on excess power through other worship, cease in our covenant with her we shall not, not now, not ever.  

For the Eranian who does not follow the covenant, who betrays his people and his Goddess, cast him out as the enemy, for there is no light left within him.

The enemy exiles will try to join the enemy, but they will be killed and rejected, discovering too late that their blood, their skin, and their soul will forever be rejected by the enemies of Era. They will then wander, hungry, cold, they will curse Era and all the gods, and their kings too; after all of this they will understand their fate.

They will look up to the sky and understand that what could have been theirs shall never be, for the enemies of Era are destroyed and shall never see the stars.
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The light of the Eranian kingdom always burns bright, the dimness of now is only the cloudy fog that shields the glory from the eyes of the undeserving.

The Eranians who walked for so long in the darkness have seen a great light, those who lived within death's shadow, did receive Eras light.

You multiplied yourselves by spreading the Eranian seed, this multiplication has brought you joy, the same joy that once receives when harvesting a field of plenty or dividing the spoils after a triumphant war.

You feel this feeling of joy because you have broken the shackles that chained you to misery, the staff of the oppressor now beats him down, his shackles now chain him, his wife and children enslaved to Eranians

Every battle of the Eranian warrior is filled with wondrous music, the garments are decorated with the enemy's blood, the burning of the enemy lands shall be our incense.

For we have been given sons and we have been given daughters, the state and its power shall rest upon their shoulders, they will be known as the Messiah's, the Gods, the mighty.

The accumulation of wealth and power of their state shall be without end, victory in every war shall be the state of her armies, just shall be her society, wondrous her lands.

Era has spoken to her prophets, and the prophets enlighten all of Erania.

And all the Eranians shall know, the most remote living included, all the wisdom, all the knowledge, and all the prophecy.

Even if the bricks of our foundations of broken, can the Eranian lay them back again, even if the timbers of the pillars are splintered, can they reunite once again.

Thus, Era will lead her Eranians against her enemies, for Eranians are victorious upon the battlefields and in the wars.

The Savani, the enemy coalitions; alliances, kings and peoples, all have tried, and all have failed to harm Erania, Eras kingdom withstood, and it shall withstand!

As the Eranians grow victorious, numerous shall be the people that want to be Eranian, assimilate into Erania, they will.

Era with one stroke will kill the rot that takes hold in Erania, with a swing of her sword shall the traitors fall.

The ancient and honorable, those who have labored for many years to accumulate title, wealth, and power; those who think of contingencies to safeguard themselves against Eranian conquest, they shall fail, and submit to Era and her Eranians.

The leaders of Eranians who are corrupt, they cause the Eranians to stray from Era, they will be purged from the Eranian kingdom, cleansed of their filth shall Erania be.

If left in power the corrupt ones will rot the entire Eranian nation, so much so that Era will turn in disgust at the sight of their young men, neither shall she have mercy for the fatherless, the motherless, the widow and the loner. No mercy will be show for every one of them is a hypocrite and an evildoer; evil words spew out of their mouth; evil deeds are committed by their hands.

This is so because wickedness burns like a fire, it devours those who were once good and corrupts them totally, so that they serve those who hate them, sympathize with those who despise them, and show compassion to those who wish to kill them.

Yet the wrath of Era is immense, dark is the burned land once Eras fury passes through it, the wicked people shall be the timber that fuels this great fire, their sons shall sustain it.

She will hold the wicked who are hungry with her right hand, so that they may starve upon it, devouring their own kin only to stave off the inevitable. On her left shall be the beautiful ones, which she gives to her Eranians for them to enjoy.

Yet even knowing all this, will the enemy continue to come forth, hoping to be the one who makes the exception, go forth and conquer Eranians, show them their error!
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Woe unto those that decide to implement unjust laws, those who write ill sayings into the law, and those who enforce such evil upon other Eranians.

Woe to those who turn the needy away, who judge them evil while they instead judge the evildoer as good. Those who deem the poor Eranian as inferior to the rich foreigner, the solitary mother as inferior to the childless virgin, the Eranian prophet as inferior to the non-Eranian.

What would you evil ones do in the day when you need assistance from your fellow Eranian? When the days of desolation and the times of retreat dawn upon you? To whom will you go for help, to whom shall you leave your glory?

Without me, their Lord and Protector, they shall bow down under the Eranian prisoners, and they shall fall under the slain. For all of my anger has not ceased, their punishment shall remain.

O' enemy, the rod of iron in my hand is my anger, the staff of glory is my resistance.

I will send my Eranians against the hypocritical nations, the people who hold my wrath shall receive my soldiers, my Eranians shall take their spoil, and hunt their prey, they will cut my enemy down as the scythe cuts the wheat.

How is it that the enemy suddenly does not mean what he says, does not feel what his heart feels, nor believe what his mind believes, when the Eranian is outside of his door.

Did he not say: “My princes are as mighty as kings, and my kings are as mighty as emperors”?

“Great are my coalitions; are my cities not strong, do they not have mighty walls, and mighty armies at their command?”

Yet after all the boasting, the enemy cowers, as his armies die, his cities burn, and the Eranians are outside his door.

Do they not believe that I will not do to them what I have done to countless others? Will I not enslave them, kill them, persecute them and their Gods, for they are my enemy?

Yet all shall come to pass, as my Lord routs the armies of her rival Gods, so shall I rout the armies of their followers, I will rip out the roots of their foundations, burn their seed, and destroy their glory, wealth, and prestige.

This will be so for Era said: “By the strength of my hand have I defeated my enemy, by my wisdom have I flanked him, with my ferocity have I plundered his treasures, with my brutality have I defeated him.”

We Eranians are blessed, for in victory we always find treasure and spoil. With my hands do I uncover the enemy's stored labors, with my hands do I count their treasures, and with my hands do I take them.

When those who seek us ill tell us of our ways, say: “Does the axe do evil when it splits one whole into two parts, or does the sword do evil as it renders one; two? A lion eats and consumes his prey for that is his right, the Eranian cares not about the opinions of his prey.”

Era said: “My Eranians are my torches, my seed carriers and seed nurtures; they are the builders and protectors of my kingdom. They bless with their light, glorify with their power, beautify with their hands.”

The light of Erania shall be as the greatest fire, and the greatest torch; the Holy Eranian shall burn and radiate a majestic light that cleanses all of the darkness, vanquishes all the enemies, purifies all things

This light shall consume the forest of darkness, burn the trees of despair, clear the shrubs of cowardice. The enemy standards shall burn and serve as torches for the Eranians to see in the darkness, their cities shall be sources of fire for Eranians, their roads the paths we walk as we cleanse the darkness.

The few trees that bend knee and worship Era shall be spared, from them shall the forest be assimilated and repopulated by Eranian trees.

It will come to pass that on that day, the entirety of Erania will mobilize, find all the scattered tribes of Eranians across all the lands, link up with all, and use Erania's might to burn the darkness. The Eranian shall say, let there be light; and it shall be so.

All tribes shall be together, no matter the distance of planet or star.

No matter the grains of sand that number among the shore, all grains of all tribes shall be as one.

Era will ensure that it is so. All enemy gods are destroyed, all their followers assimilated or destroyed. There shall be none other than Era and her equals, the ever-numerous numbers of Eranian Gods.

Therefore, knowing this, remember what Era said: “Fear not the enemy empire, do not despair against their armies, their fleets, their vast reserve of numbers and wealth. For they will be stricken by disease, their numbers will fall without a single battle waged upon them. They will tear themselves apart, civil war shall render their foundation broken. They will cower, as Eranians come to take their rightful possessions.”

“My anger against the enemy is endless, fear of them is not necessary, a lion does not fear his prey.”

The great lord Era shall stir a great plague, a calamity of disease for the enemy. Era will clear the lands of enemy for us to settle, our spoil shall be the lands without enemy, civilizations without enemy, wealth and legacy of the enemy that is no more.

It shall come to pass on these days, when Era stirs up the pestilence, and Eranians deliver it, that we shall be blessed. All enemy who wishes to be cleansed and assimilated shall do so, their lives spared and uplifted. The burden of the particular enemy shall be lifted, the pressure upon the Eranian neck lifted, given instead to the enemy slave captured, the Eranian shall have ease.

Eranians go to Tataith, as they go to Miran, they will own these places; all places shall they go.

They go up and across the passage, they find the hidden city. Do not fear my Eranians, hidden cities upon hidden rocks are blessings to you.

My daughters shall lift their voices, my sons shall raise their eyes, see the splendor that is theirs, see the splendor that shall be theirs.

The enemy kings are removed from leadership over the hidden cities, the people gather to flee.

Yet they will all remain within that city on that day, for they shall be the property of the Eranians.

On that day, as you glimpse upon the hidden cities; behold the might of Era, see he cast her power down upon those enemy cities, the enemy with high confidence and high arrogance shall be cut down.

Era shall cut down all the men of these cities, cleanse the forest of trees she shall. And the enemy shall fall.
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Yet after all this, shall the staff of power arise from the select few, the blood of aristocracy.

The strength of Era is immense in the blood of these individuals, power, wisdom, control in abundance can be found.

The blood shall make the Eranian an aristocrat, give the aristocrat great understanding, help him see the unseen feel that which cannot be felt, utilize power beyond grasp.

With great wisdom the Eranian aristocrat will govern, righteous will be his judgment of his peers, kind his hand in their stewardship. The enemy will be destroyed with his rod of power, the wicked in his lands will be hit and humbled.

Noble shall be the seed of his loins, the purest of Eras blood his descendants, glorious and powerful shall be his family house.

The aristocrat wolf shall lie and guard the many sheep, the lion shall stand watch, predator shall protect prey, all led by the aristocratic youngling.

The cow and the bear shall feed as one, and their young ones shall be together, the mightiest lion shall eat the grass of the ox.

The youngling shall play in the lion's mane, the youngling shall grab onto the horns of the bull as leverage in scaling high places, the youngling shall pet the rooster, and brush his feathers with his fingers.

All of this and more shall be so in my kingdom, upon my holy mountain. For the ranks of my people shall close, and distinctions shall blur, so that there be no distinguisher among them.

On this day there will be a strong tribe, with a great root firmly placed down even unto the period of the great awakening, this root shall be the ensign that the tribe carries into battle, this root shall be the source of strength for the tribe, the grave warning to the enemy.

And upon this day, shall it come to pass that Era will lift her hand, and dust off the dust upon a remnant of her people, gather them from the enemy nations shall she do, take them away and guard them until they reach that holy mountain, that most sacred land, upon which they may lay closed their eyes and nurse their wounds.

And once this is so, shall Era mark the sacred mountain as the ensign for the recovered people, and the mountain shall turn into a great torch, it will shine so bright that all the scattered Eranians from all the lands shall see it, and heeds its call to muster.

And the mountain's shine shall be so bright, that the hatred in the enemy's heart shall burn, and they will be humbled at the glorious sight. War against the Eranians they shall not, that mountain will be the beacon of unification.

The enemy yet shall turn the ire of their hatred towards the enemies who do not humble themselves, the ones who continue to fester hatred in their hearts. They will swing down and hit them, with such a force that their main foundation of strength shall shatter.

And as they limp from that impact, immediately will Era swing down with her soldiers, rallied under that holy mountain, the gale from the mountain swing shall flown down into the battles' valley, forcing the ones with hatred in their hearts towards the streams, where they will meet their fools end.

The remnant of the defeat shall flee upon that dry overgrown trail, flee towards the lands where they may be redeemed, the armor, arms, and men of the past line the road, all who walk upon it shall learn of the lessons taught to those who defy that most sacred mountain.
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And on that day, when the arrogance of the fools line the dry trail, will the ones gathered on the mountain say: “Era we praise you, we forgive you if you were angry with us, we know your anger has been turned away from us, we know that you have guarded us, and we shall guard you in turn.”

Behold all, for Era is my salvation, in her do I find my strength, my song is reawakened with her light.

With joy and glee shall I draw that sweet nectar of salvation from its well.

And on that day all the doubters shall say: “Do not forget to praise Era, for she empowers her Eranians with great gifts, her name is one that shall be exalted and praised across the lands.

Sing and praise Era, for she has done excellent things, such truth is known across the lands.

Shout and yell great inhabitant of Eras kingdom, praise in joy to the great one who stands among you, Era the queen of the Eranian realm, we sing praises to thee.
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Eranians that are burdened, those who live under the yolk of the enemy, the prophet sees you.

Lift up your banners high, so that they may gleam upon the suns light, shine bright the metal shall as you march to the palace.

I the prophet command thee to be steady, fear not the palace gates, for they tremble at your approach.

The roar of the army echoes across the mountains, the Eranian cry reverberates across the valleys, the banners light the sky in color and splendor. Ready for battle is the army, noble is he.

The inhabitants of this mighty coast come from many nations, all the shades of men are found in the host, Eranian souls within each soldier. Skilled in arms, fluid in motion, the army marches as water flows.

HOWL and YELL Eranians! For the day is upon you! The time of triumph is at hand, the day of Era has arrived at long last!

The enemy's hand tremble and weaken their grip, see the ranks of their host dwindle, observe the many gaps upon their line.

And it may not seem so, but within their hearts is a growing pain, much as the pain that builds in a woman's labor, such dread grows within their hearts. The heat of cowardice grows, and it burns the exposed skin that is unguarded by armor.

See the Valkyries fly, the body of the woman redeemed in them as they fly in anger towards that enemy host, the palace garrison dares not sally forth in their defense.

Such power is contained in their flight that the stars dim their light, no twinkle can be found on the void black sky. The mighty sun shall shine no more, hidden by the endless cold is the sky enveloping the battlefield.

And under such a dark night, will Era punish and judge the world for its sin, the arrogant will be humbled, the greats shall kneel, the sinners purged of their evil.

Such intensity shall be my fury and judgment that a man will be worth more than the coffers of a nation, endless wealth shall be needed to obtain the labors of a single man, that rare in number shall he be.

And the void black sky shall shake, and the earth shall loosen her orbit around her dead star, lead it away from the dead past I shall, rope in hand will I lead it, tied around its neck shall she be.

And as it floats upon the void it will be the pariah of the night, none shall want her, for she is the diseased lamb that has been corrupted to the core

And during this time, my Eranians and Valkyries shall make short work of that pathetic host, who dares defend the palace of oppression against my people, who dares resist Eranian superiority.

And the Eranians will break open those Palace gates, and break their children in two across their swords, pillaged shall the luxurious houses be, ravished shall be the wives of the Palace.

And the remnants of the host scatter in all directions, the only light to be seen is the burning of that palace, only black and night will meet them as the scatter and fall across the lands.

Yet my Eranians filled with rage shall make short work of the remnants in that burning castle, their hearts shall not weep upon the young, nor the old, neither shall innocence be their savior, for all will fall down, for they are the ripe wheat ready to be harvested by the Eranian scythe.

And that mighty palace, seat of a wondrous nation, rich and powerful enough to keep Eranian slaves, and oppress my people, shall fall and be killed, by the very jewels that they so cherished.

Never again will this world be inhabited, ripped apart from the pillaging Eranian hosts shall be her fate, the soil pillaged, the wealth and splendor taken out, the harvest of people completed. The burning palace being the sole source of light upon this dying world, as the process continues.

The livestock and fields are captured, the great ships land and take the spoil into their bays, much wealth that can be plundered is captured, the remnant falls in tandem with the burning of that great palace. The Valkyries stand guard as the spoil is categorized and brought into the bays.

The remnant enemy cries out in agony across the lands, as they are captured one by one by the harvester ships, adding to the great spoil that is gathered in the triumphant Eranian victory.

Ripped to pieces and bleeding on all fronts, the world lies dying among the void, as the Eranian ships begin to depart her. Not long ago this world was the seat of a great nation, who thought themselves superior to the Eranians. As the remnant of their people lie enslaved in the holds of the harvester ships, and the last of the wonders of this world are loaded and taken, the plume of the Eranian engines is the last light that this world shall ever see.
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Merciful is Era towards her Eranians, no matter their transgressions Era sees their potential, and forgives their sins of the day; for she knows the God that lies sleeping within them, and judges them not on the weakness of their current condition.

The Eranian people shall go, and live in new lands and make them beautiful, sweet song and milk shall flow in these lands, the ones who attack and oppress the Eranians will turn into the maids, the servants, and the laborers. Rule over their oppressors, the Eranians shall.

And the Eranians who yet live under the yoke of oppression shall be given rest by Era, their fear of pain and sorrow shall be lifted, and the laborious bondage that they must toil under be broken and removed from their necks.

As their fellow brothers and sisters gain the riches and wealth of their oppressors, so shall they find the strength to change the division of labor, the oppressor shall labor for the oppressed, and the oppressed shall enjoy the rest and power of the oppressor.

Era comes, and grabs the kings’ scepter, and breaks it in two, with one piece she hits the king, with the other she subdues him. The rifle of the soldier is broken in two by Era, with one piece she kills her enemy, with the other she subdues his captain.

She cleaves the rival people down as the scythe cleaves grass, subduing their hosts and garrisons with one hand, she renders the populace into cattle with the other. The king who fancies himself powerful, for he has a crown on his head, is humbled and beaten down with his very crown.

And as this king is humbled, his land finds rest, the fellow oppressed joins the ranks of the Eranian, and lives well by his side; enjoying the spoils and gains from the labor of the oppressor, who now toils and works for the benefit of the ruling Eranians.

The mulberry tree holds a flock of birds, and they sing the song of joyful bounty so that their brethren may also feast in plenty, the land now rests, and is healed, with the Eranian calling fall in wide for his brethren to join, so that they may rest and feast in plenty.

Suffering for the oppressor however is not quick, as a blade cleaves the neck, nor intense in pain, as a flame burns the skin, but rather a gradual humbleness, as the toil and labor of his work slowly washes away the hubris, pride, and arrogance of the oppressor.

And yet they shall say: “And you now oppress and are as weak and as foolish as we were. You call yourselves wise, the Eranians who are in the know, who have wisdom and foresight? You are but hypocrites, enjoying the spoils of the oppressor at the earliest convenience when the option is presented to you.”

Yet the only response they shall receive is: The plump fruit of the arrogant is ripe for harvest, for the Eranians wished to live in peace and prosperity, yet they the oppressors took advantage of their desire and oppressed them. The destiny of the Eranian comes to pass, they live in peace and prosperity, made so by the labor of the arrogant, the cruel, and the hateful.

How the mighty have fallen, once the ruler, now the worker, once the benefactor of labor, now the producer of it; once the king, now the serf.

The Eranian now labors and builds his kingdom, the fields are rich in produce, the lands plentiful with grazing livestock, the waters rich with fish and food. The roads are strengthened, and the Eranian may travel across his kingdom, the ease of movement strengthening his Eden.

The Eranian strengthens his fortifications, and builds great redundancies, so that they hold well even under prolonged and intense bombardment and siege. He drills his brother, and disciplines his sister, so that they march in step and know how to use arms.
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