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      Enter the SF Gateway …

      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain's oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language's finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:

‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today's leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’

      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.

      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.

      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      
      
      
CHAPTER ONE


      
      THE OTHER WORLD

      
      THE Kodiak bear stood on its hind legs, not quite facing Tipton, tiny red eyes peering nearsightedly from the folds of fat above
         its muzzle. The hilt of the throwing knife protruded just under its left collar-bone. Blood matted the silvery black fur in
         forked trails.
      

      
      Tipton backed toward the slim spruce trunk, moving with careful smoothness. The beast was nearsighted, but sudden movement
         triggered it, and its hearing was even keener than his own.
      

      
      That knife should have been in its throat—but its rolling lunge had come after the blade was already cutting the air, too
         late for Tipton’s own reflexes to do anything about it.
      

      
      Now it was sniffing for him. The hunting knife would have to do. It would be no use to run.

      
      A half-ton of Kodiak bear couldn’t be outrun.

      
      The bear snorted frostily. The massive head swung from side to side. Tipton felt the ridged spruce bark grating between his
         shoulder blades, and took the knife handle in both hands, holding it between his thighs, blade pointed directly at the bear.
      

      
      Distance: about a dozen feet. If he were to stay absolutely motionless, the bear might lose him, even with the imbedded steel
         to goad it.
      

      
      
      “Here we are, Bruin,” he said softly. “This way.”

      
      The furry giant coughed, its ears erect, and lumbered toward him. It spread huge forepaws wide apart as if to box Tipton’s
         ears. The breath wheezed angrily in its windpipe, and the muted light of Arctic autumn glistened on the rills of blood.
      

      
      Tipton had a moment’s look into those eyes, and then his face was buried in a warm, reeking mattress of fur. The back of his
         head banged against the tree trunk, and a sudden terrible pressure collapsed his lungs.
      

      
      Whorls of livid light shot through his brain, leaving dimming trails. A rib cracked and stabbed him. Through a roaring of
         agony he could hear the tremendous thrumming of the bear’s heart, crushing him with the implacability of a pile driver—
      

      
      He heaved the knife up from his groin with all his strength. The bear bellowed and the pressure relaxed a little. Gasping,
         Tipton jerked his face free of the chest fur and forced the blade still farther up. Blood gushed warmly over his whipcords,
         soaked through, filled his boots.
      

      
      The bear screamed again and let go, staggering back, his slashed guts spilling from the long gash. Tipton heaved, sending
         the point in deep under the sternum, and released the handle of the knife.
      

      
      Bruin was on all fours now. One step. The massive skull swayed. Pig eyes glared rage and terror toward Tipton. Another step.
         A shoulder shook the earth; then the hindquarters. Froth smeared from the muzzle onto the brown spruce needles.
      

      
      It took a long time to die.

      
      Tipton sat down deliberately, and waited for the trembling of his body to go away. It was a natural physiological reaction which he expected, and it had no emotional significance for him. It was the price he paid for a nervous system approximately
         four times as fast as the norm.
      

      
      After a while the trembling had almost gone. Tipton stood up and crossed the soaked loam. His breeches were stiffening, and
         in his boots his toes stuck together and parted unpleasantly with every step.
      

      
      The big bear lay quietly, the mad eyes still open, but somehow no longer mad. No longer—anything at all. The upper lip was
         drawn back slightly, exposing the tips of chisel-like teeth.
      

      
      Tipton heaved a heavy forepaw to one side and found the knives. As he pulled the throwing knife out, one immense haunch kicked
         violently. A ganglion had been touched; parts of Bruin were still alive, but his organization was gone.
      

      
      Tipton considered skinning the animal for the bounty. He still had plenty of money, but this solitary, unproductive life would
         do for it sooner or later. The big beast would bring twenty-five dollars from the authorities at St. Paul, or a month’s supplies
         from the Indians.
      

      
      Perhaps, on the whole, the Indians would be the better bet. Food was worth more than money on Kodiak, even more than on the
         Alaskan mainland; and the Indians hated the bears.
      

      
      Then, too, it had been an Indian who had taught Tipton that trick of putting one’s back against a tree. He knew without looking
         that the other side of the trunk carried eight claw-scars, each one an inch and a half deep. They had been intended for his
         back.
      

      
      But Tipton could not bring himself to attack the skinning job. With the death of the bear he had, as always, lost all interest in his victim. He thought grayly, I didn’t kill him for the Indians. I killed him for my self. Let him die. 
      

      
      So there was nothing to do now but go back to the lodge, get out of these caked clothes, and tape up his bad side. He looked
         through the branches at dime-sized patches of gray sky. It was not far to go, but the island was mountainous here; it should
         take him nearly two hours by the quickest trail, and the day was almost gone.
      

      
      He cleaned the knives by sticking them into the sod, and began to walk. His side hurt, and he still felt a little feverish,
         and quite empty.
      

      
      The biggest—and smartest—American bear. Big cats; wolves, singly and in packs; now a Kodiak bear. And all without a gun. I
            don’t even own a gun. I suppose next I’ll have to leave the North and do elephant-hunting with my bare hands. 
      

      
      The thought caught him by surprise and he laughed. He knew, with a cold frightening certainty, that some-how the elephant
         would lose that battle; without any conscious effort, plans for pitfalls, lash-traps, balanced logs, river and cliff decoys
         came swarming into his head; and across his vision, like a net, a diagram of nerves raced, centering on the big ganglion behind
         the mastoid, where a man might kill an elephant with one hand if he had the courage to drop on its back.
      

      
      Such courage Tipton had; and yet, oddly, despite over a year of this wild roaming, this long wastage of his accumulated knowledge
         in one impulse to combat, he still thought of himself as an expert in the theory of irrational numbers—the one thing he had
         never been.
      

      
      It had once seemed to him only reasonable to use his gross physical abilities in the biological sciences, where they counted for the most: to use his preternatural deftness in micro-dissection; his instrument-fast reactions, in observing
         the flickering pulses of colloids. Yet his mind had been dissatisfied. There was something sloppy in the jumbled taxonomy
         and half-concealed guess-work of biology which repelled him. The rigor of mathematics became his hobby, and for a long time
         the content-free formalism of numbers and the furling spectra of the aurora borealis helped him to forget his questions about
         himself.
      

      
      Yet, in the end, the barriers had broken down again. The uncoiling formulae had loosed his mind into a universe of postulates
         which did not seem to exist anywhere, and left him once more with nothing to fight. His hunting trips became longer and longer,
         his choice of weapons more primitive—
      

      
      Tipton Bond was in the North in search of an enemy.

      
      At night, in the lodge, new formulae would uncoil ceaselessly beneath his pen-point, in search of a universe of postulates
         where such a being as Tipton Bond might belong. That sense of not-belonging had been explained away by half a dozen psychiatrists; it was only natural, according to their propositions, that a parentless
         man, with no memory even of the orphanage which was his official beginning, should feel isolated and in regressive search
         for stability.
      

      
      Perhaps that was so. Tipton hardly cared; the proposition explained, but it did not assuage. The answer, he was convinced,
         lay elsewhere.
      

      
      And now he was at a complete impasse. Despite the fantastic sense of fairness which would not allow him to use a gun, he had found himself more than the equal of the most savage of beasts.

      
      
      Nothing dangerous enough to challenge his sense of peril has cost him a moment’s anxiety for himself. The bear was the last
         term in a fruitless series.
      

      
      He stopped, leaning against a spruce, and began to chip the dried blood off his boots with the throwing knife. Where was he
         to go, now? Oh, there was the trail; but the lodge north of Yuak Bay was no longer any sort of starting point. It was a dead
         end.
      

      
      The last possibility was not to be found on Kodiak Island. He might take the North Strait steamer out of St. Paul to Homer,
         on the Alaskan mainland, and from there go on back to the States. Certainly no one need run short of enemies in the cities.
      

      
      The cities: dirty slush, neon signs, inescapable orders to buy this or that being emitted from a million loud-speakers; pickpockets;
         tramps—male and female; politicians, fools, liars, imbeciles; all seen through a haze of dirt and dust—
      

      
      Besides, Tipton was not a criminal, and it took little imagination to visualize what might be produced if he were to turn
         his crippling talents into any branch of warfare. Any less dangerous game—law enforcement, or prowling Byronically like a
         comic book hero, single-handedly Righting Wrongs—could only be anti-climax after this latest victory. Individually, men were
         startlingly weak. Collectively, they were unsalvageable.
      

      
      He shifted his weight and got to work on the other boot. Were he now to come into conflict with his last possible enemy, mankind,
         that enemy would almost certainly lose. Moreover, Tipton Bond would lose something far more important, something which he
         himself could not describe, but for which he was willing to pay in the ultimate coin—defeat.
      

      
      He brought himself back to the present with a heavy sigh, of which he was almost unaware, straightened and resumed walking. The Arctic day, never brilliant at any season, was
         waning rapidly. Tipton was sure that he could navigate the further trail in total darkness, but it would be a slower process,
         and uncomfortable because of the setting blood on his clothes. He walked faster.
      

      
      Then he stopped. For a moment he stood wondering what had halted him. He felt a little stunned, without quite knowing why.
         Then he placed it; it was the big mossy rock ahead and to his left.
      

      
      He did not recognize it. 
      

      
      There should be nothing along this way that he had not seen and recorded before in the bottomless, unoccluded repository of
         his memory. Yet the rock was new. Furthermore it was quite large, higher than Tipton himself, and veined in a characteristic
         pattern which should have made it instantly identifiable—
      

      
      If he had even seen it before.
      

      
      He had not.

      
      And yet—and yet—the spot itself was familiar. The trees were where they should be, the slope was correct, the color and exture
         of the soil and its feeling of springiness were exactly as they should be at this point in the trail. There was only this
         stony irruption, obtruding blandly into the scene wearing its mossy mask of age, permanence, of having been there always before.
      

      
      He looked at it for a long time, until he was satisfied that no such thing existed in his memory. Then he shrugged and walked
         on. It might just possibly be that he had never been looking in that direction during a single one of the many times he had
         passed this point in the trail. It was not likely, but it was possible.
      

      
      Only a few seconds later he saw the orchid.

      
      At least it looked like an orchid at first. It clung to a small, low fir branch, trailing tendrils, its slightly fleshy petals dawn-pink. Closer inspection revealed that it was anything
         but an orchid; but it was not anything else that he recognized, either. It was very small and unobtrusive, but to Tipton it
         could have been no more shocking than had someone suddenly screamed in his ear in the apparent solitude of the forest.
      

      
      There was something wrong with the trees, too. After a while he decided that it was their hue; the greenness of the needles
         had lost a little of its blue undertone, had become fresher, more vivid. An inexperienced hunter would have seen none of this
         for the overwhelming concept of Northernness which still hung over the forest, but Tipton knew at once, and knew flatly,
         that these things were wrong. 
      

      
      Worse followed as he walked. The trees and plants continued to change; small, subtle, violent changes. Even the quality of
         the light was becoming strange, soft, with a kind of gentle radiance in it. The forest began to murmur with small animal sounds,
         and that too was wrong, as wrong to Tipton as if he had rounded the path and found himself in the middle of the Times Square
         crowd.
      

      
      Tipton Bond was lost. He was the victim of a unique situation—he had taken a path, which, to his encyclopedic knowledge, did
         not exist in this part of the North.
      

      
      Is my mind slipping, after all? I suppose it’s about time, after the beating I’ve given it. 
      

      
      And then: Well, not much I can do about it if it’s so. I don’t think it is. Let’s see where it leads. 
      

      
      Certainly everything pointed to the fact that Tipton Bond had taken a turn away from reality as he knew it—though no human
         being, perhaps, ever knew reality in such intimate detail as he did. It had caught him at a good time, he thought ironically;
         caught him at the moment of greatest readiness to accept the fantastic—even to welcome it.
      

      
      He was already wondering: Where am I going? 
      

      
      It was now quite dark. Tipton strode steadily forward, his senses sharpened to a greater receptivity than he could remember
         ever having attained before, with confusing and outright impossible reports pouring into his mind along every channel. Something
         began to uncoil at the back of his brain, a string of symbols, a pattern, a relationship, a—
      

      
      A map to nowhere. He felt the change engulf him the moment the complete formula sprang before his mind’s eye. It was a formula
         he had been approaching, unsuccessfully, all last night at the lodge.
      

      
      The moment his mind hit upon it, he was—

      
      There.

      
      To the sight, there was not much different than where he had been before. It was equally dark in both worlds. But his sense of his own weight
         shifted. He was slightly lighter, and was standing—yes, still upon soil, but soil of an utterly different consistency. The
         air was warmer, and had that quality of radiance in it which beat around his skin as if asking to be let in. He felt that
         he wanted to let it in, but did not know how to utter the password. And there were new odors, floral, almost tropical, but
         without the heaviness of tropical perfumes.
      

      
      This was no longer the sub-polar island of Kodiak.

      
      Another world. There was no arguing it. Every sense but that of sight reported it, reported it in terms so vivid and so detailed
         that Tipton’s brain felt that it must burn out with the sheer speed of its recording, tabulating, and computing upon the new
         facts.
      

      
      Nevertheless, he continued to analyze, to sort out the sense impressions which came to him. Although he was as yet unable to give the new world a name, he was determined that it should be familiar to him in every other respect possible,
         at the earliest possible moment. With a faint academic amusement, he noted that he was still walking, although he could not
         see—a circumstance which would have reduced a normal human being to utter immobility and terror.
      

      
      Well, keep it up, feet, keep it up. We’ll see where we’re going when we get there. 
      

      
      Abruptly his brain handed him a finished computation. Because of his fetish of combat, he had arrived here injured and nearly
         weaponless—no matter now where here was—and, perhaps more seriously than the novelty of the situation had allowed him to assess, he was fair prey for any forces
         which might resent his presence. At once a surge of new life geysered through him.
      

      
      Conflict—conflict. There would be conflict here. Perhaps conflict worthy of his utmost—perhaps more than deadly enough to
         best Tipton Bond.
      

      
      At the thought, there was a faint stirring in the blackness … a dawn-like glimmering of light, a glimmering which came pouring
         and rushing like a waterfall to full and brilliant day.
      

      
      He could see.

      
      I am here, my unknown enemy. Wait for me. I will not be long. 
      

   

      
      
      
CHAPTER TWO


      
      THE WHISPERERS

      
      THERE WAS resentment a-plenty here; even hatred. Before what he saw had fully registered, Tipton could feel the hatred. He could even
         hear it.
      

      
      All around him, things that he was just beginning to recognize as trees and grasses and vines were drawing away from him,
         in actual physical movement, so much like dowagers at the unexpected entrance of a drunk that he was forced to grin a little.
         Through the strange woods ran a sudden soughing and whispering and groaning of branches, leaves, myriads of small footsteps.
      

      
      The sound was so unlike anything in his experience that he knew at once, instinctively, what it was; it was not the random
         sound of things moved by wind, but a concerted movement, as if—as if everything here were run by one mind, and that a mind
         which hated Tipton Bond and feared him.
      

      
      The impression was so strong that Tipton did not think to question it, but instead stood quietly in the blood-boarded fabric
         of his breeches, watching, listening, sensing.
      

      
      He stood on the edge of a gentle slope, grassy and spangled with flowers which reminded him a little of daisies, but which
         were almost cornflower-blue, with an electric green undertone. The whole field swayed slightly, not in ripples as he had seen wheat-fields sway to the passing of a wind, but in unison, back and forth, as if
         it were the fur of an animal under which some vagrant emotion was passing. At the bottom of the slope was a forest, tall conifers
         mostly, but again unlike any conifers he had ever seen; vaguely pear-shaped actually, straggling out at the edges. The forest
         at his side and at his back broke off almost where he stood.
      

      
      Overhead was a blue sky. It was a blue equaled by nothing in his experience.

      
      He let his gaze rise over the forest at the foot of the slope, scanned it slowly toward the horizon. About two miles away,
         there seemed to be a sort of city, rising amid the woods. As far as he could judge, it was a sizable place, for the structures
         which he could see were very large, and there were quite a few of them. Of course there was no way to tell whether or not
         the number and massiveness of large structures was a good index to city-size in this strange world, but it was the only criterion
         he had available; and by that mundane yardstick there was presumably a great deal more of the city hidden among the distant
         trees.
      

      
      While he watched, the forest beside and behind him froze. Down below, the steady waving of the long grasses continued, hypnotic
         and undisturbed, but the forest had fallen silent and motionless. There was a gentle breeze playing against Tipton’s flushed,
         perspiring forehead, and yet the motionlessness of every single leaf above his head could have been measured with a micrometer.
         It was as if the entire forest had suddenly taken refuge in a still photograph of itself.
      

      
      Tipton grinned again. So you’ve made up your mind about me, have you? You know now what you see, eh? I wonder what it is. What do you see, anyhow?
            Is it a  man, tall and a little bit thin, With cheekbones like an Indian’s, black eyes, a scraggly beard, big hands, bony elbows and
            knees? Can you tell that he has a bad side? Can you see which shirt cuff is clipped together with metal and which one simply
            stitched where the buttons ought to be? Or—do you see only the dried blood on his boots? 
      

      
      Though he had not spoken aloud, Tipton half expected some response from the woods around him, so powerful was the impression
         of sentience which hung in the very air. But there was no change in the eerie Technicolor rigidity of every blade, branch
         and leaf.
      

      
      Tipton shrugged and looked down the slope once more. The city, much as he disliked cities in general, was his most immediate
         obvious goal. It would be the only place where he might hope to find out where he was, in what kind of a world, and for what
         reason. He could hope also to find out what relationship this world bore to Earth; but he suspected that the hope would go
         unrealized. Seemingly, he had walked two hours and a few miles through a Northern forest—yet he knew that this hillside was
         staggeringly remote from Kadiak, and that that remoteness was the real actuality.
      

      
      Perhaps the people who had built that city were men; but even if they turned out to be human to the last decimal place. Tipton
         Bond would be profoundly surprised if they had ever heard of such a place as Earth.
      

      
      Tipton began to walk, then cancelled the impulse before it had actually expressed itself in any motion. It would be best,
         he thought, to make a last check on the surroundings, to, be absolutely certain that the distant city was his optimum present
         goal.
      

      
      Almost instantly, he was glad for the second thought. Deep in the forest directly behind him, almost completely shielded by dimness and the intervening shrubbery, trees and vines, there was a wall.
      

      
      A “normal” human being would never have sensed it at all. Tipton himself caught it only through a brief puzzling textural
         flash, as of grainy, crumbling stone, which was structurally out of place in the rigid but vital forest. The most intense
         visual inspection disclosed little more than a patch or two of worn masonry. He realized that, had the forest been in normal
         motion to the wind, those tiny direct avenues of sight to the wall would have been exposed only by long coincidences, and
         for periods too brief to make detection of the brickwork possible even for him.
      

      
      Aha, my horrified friends. You’ve given something away, haven’t you? Or was that what you intended? 
      

      
      He had his answer the moment he turned and began to walk toward the wall. The forest was abruptly in agitated motion again,
         fluttering and whispering. The sound grew more agitated with every step that he took. At the fourth step there was a nasty
         whistling sound and something caught him a blinding blow across the back of his head.
      

      
      He stumbled to his hands and knees, his ringing skull hanging like a broken bell between his arms. Slowly, very slowly, the
         pain went away. After awhile he tried to rise again, and discovered with angry astonishment that each of his twelve fingers
         was wrapped securely against the earth by scores of silken green threads, and that longer grass blades were lapping over the
         backs of his hands and over his calves.
      

      
      Wryly, he thought of Gulliver. This would be a stranger end than ever he had foreseen for himself—lashed on his hands and
         knees to starve in a strange forest, by no other power than that inherent in the forest itself.
      

      
      
      But his first effort showed that the forest did not have that power. His muscles were stronger than the roots of the grasses
         that were holding him; the blades clung to him as long as they could, but when his upward surge threatened to tear them from
         the sod, they released him, with a reluctance which was almost a caress in its sensuousness. He squatted back on his heels
         and looked up.
      

      
      The thing which had hit him was a branch. Nothing more than that. Evidently it had been caught, bent out of line behind another
         branch or set of branches, and only a set of small concerted movements had been necessary to release it and bring it lashing
         down upon him.
      

      
      “Fair warning,” he said with a slight smile. “Let’s see if you can catch me that way again.”

      
      He arose cautiously and again began to move toward the wall. It was slow going in the thickets. They clutched at his breeches,
         at his wrists, at his ankles. As he came within reaching distance of the wall proper, a cloud of tiny insects, like gnats,
         whirled about his face and ears; they did not seem to have the power to sting, but they did seem to be quite willing to hurl
         themselves into his eyes, up his nose, into his ears.
      

      
      While he was batting at them with his hands, he heard again the ominous hiss-and-flutter—he threw himself instantly to the
         ground, in a sort of flying tackle at the clearest space he could find. He rolled over as he struck, in time to see a thick
         branch whistling through the place where his neck had been only an instant before. Thanks to the quickness of his training-pattern
         response, no one was inconvenienced but the cloud of gnats, which was most effectively scattered. That, Tipton thought with
         amusement, is an innovation every camper has been waiting for—the forest that will act as punkah for the traveler as he goes.
      

      
      
      Here beside the wall, the soil was sandy, and there seemed to be a sort of timber-line. There was a measurable distance of
         some five or six feet between the wall and where the forest began, as if the growing things observed some sort of respect
         for the structure—
      

      
      Or as if something emanated from the ancient bricks which made the area deadly.

      
      Tipton thought at once of radioactivity, but a quick survey of the scraggly plants on the edge of the timber-line revealed
         none of the wild variations in form among the individuals of a given species that he would have expected had any mutation-producing
         radiation been present. Furthermore, he could himself dimly sense the aura of the old ruin, which certainly would not have
         been the case had its power to keep the forest at bay been simple radioactivity and nothing more.
      

      
      Whatever the reason, the cleared space was most convenient, both for the freedom it gave him from the small nuisances the
         forest was attempting upon him, and for the opportunity it allowed to see more of the true shape of the structure.
      

      
      For it was not, strictly speaking, a wall, but some sort of building. The bricks above him curved away, as if to make a dome,
         although he could not see very far along the curve. As he looked up and down the cleared aisle, he saw other places where
         the “wall” bulged oddly, in definite configurations which he recognized, without being able to put a name to the shapes he
         saw. The most obvious of these was down the line about five hundred yards, a huge lump of brick marked with four deep ridges
         both on the side facing him and along its top, which was low compared to the rest of the structure. Curiously he arose and
         walked toward it.
      

      
      
      He was still thirty yards away when he recognized the form of the excrescence.

      
      It had been built in the shape of a clenched fist.

      
      The great stone fist was resting knuckles up, its palm pointed down toward the earth. At once the peculiar curve and sculpturing
         of the rest of the building came into the pattern, made sense.
      

      
      The structure was in the form of a recumbent man, lying on his back.

      
      The realization threw Tipton’s analyzer into high gear. A structure built in the shape of a human being had, with 99% certainty,
         been built by human beings. Consequently, this planet either had been or was now occupied by humans, who had been or were
         now the ruling form.
      

      
      By human thinking, then, a structure of this shape could be only one of two things, at least in the realm of high probability:
         it was either an immense tomb, containing the remains of an important personage; or it was a temple made in the shaping of
         a god, to whom it was dedicated.
      

      
      There was also an outside chance that the thing was a monument, containing nothing more tangible than a concept, but its supine
         position seemed to rule against that; the monument’s most outstanding characteristic is conspicuousness; had this thing been
         made as a monument to some hero, it would have been made standing up. Any race that could shape masonry with such cunning
         as was evidenced here could as easily have put the figure on its feet as on its back.
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