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Since the publication of my first book, Talking to Heaven, in 1997, I have had the good fortune to travel around the world and share my message of life after death with thousands of people. I am still amazed at the number of people who are eager to learn more about psychic phenomena. Although many know the buzzwords (mental telepathy, clairvoyance, aura, and entity), they don’t really understand what these terms mean. Many lack personal experience with such things; others experience them but can’t identify what they are. Throughout time, shows featuring mediums and, today, movies like The Sixth Sense only intensify our curiosity about the spirit world. People want to make contact with their loved ones and seek validation of their own experiences with the spirits. They want to know that these are real, not figments of their imagination.


This book is intended to help you learn as much as possible about the world of spirit and to decide for yourself what is true or false. By drawing from personal experience, I hope to teach you how to hone your basic psychic abilities and sharpen your sixth sense. I also include testimony from others who have been touched by angels and visited by spirit guides.


More important, I have included exercises that you can practice to expand your own psychic awareness. As you progress, remain flexible and open. Some experiences you may have on your journey may be unusual or upsetting, but as you go, you will learn to understand and handle them. Each person develops in his and her own way, and at his or her own pace. Don’t get discouraged when things don’t happen right away. Remember: It took me years of trial and error and effort to be where I am today. As you learn to develop your psychic talents, using them will become a way of life.


For years I have been teaching that death is not the end of existence, nor is it something to be feared; there is indeed life beyond this physical world. Earth is only one part of a vast multidimensional universe. Spirit beings from other worlds are around us all the time. These spirits serve the human population in many ways, as teachers, companions, creative inspiration, and protection. It takes courage to look beyond our three-dimensional world and know that something greater exists. The more deeply involved you become with the spirit world, the more your habits and conditioning will change, and the more your life will become focused.


Let this book be your guide to developing your natural psychic gifts, to experiencing spirit contact firsthand, and to empowering yourself to live a better life. It is my desire that everyone experience the profound connection between heaven and earth, and that this book help you do so.





1
THE AWAKENING
Tapping Into Our Senses to Achieve Psychic Awareness
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Living in New York in the late 1970s was one of the most exciting and educational experiences of my life. Disco was king. Platform shoes and feathered hairdos were in. I had signed a lease for my first apartment, and felt at long last that I was free and had no one to answer to but myself. It didn’t matter that the apartment was located near Needle Park, a neighborhood where all the drug addicts hung out. Or that the patter of feet I heard at night belonged to rats scampering across my kitchen table. Or that the view from my window was of an old elevator air shaft. No matter how little I had, it was all mine.


I was twenty years old and ready to take a bite out of the Big Apple. Looking back, I am convinced that living in this kind of environment assisted me in becoming keenly aware of both external stimuli and my own inner voice. A young kid living in a dangerous part of the city had to be on his toes and rely on his senses.


At this stage of my life, I was not yet involved in psychic phenomena—especially not communication with the spirit world. Aside from my occasional feelings about things, I didn’t give much thought to the psychic realm. It wasn’t something that had affected me personally since childhood. But my outlook on “the sixth sense” would soon change forever.


At the time, I was a student at Hunter College and worked nights as a stagehand on Broadway to supplement my income. Four days a week, I would take the subway to Grand Central Terminal and then transfer to an uptown train to Hunter College at 68th Street. If I timed it correctly, I had just a minute to catch a doughnut at the shop a flight above the platform before my train arrived. I would get on the second to the last car, where there were plenty of seats available. Because it was a pretty short ride, I would spend the time staring off into space, much like the rest of the passengers, and let myself be lulled by the rocking and rolling of the train.


Sometimes I would eye the passengers, doing a quick study to guess where they were going and what their lives were like. Like me, there were one or two regulars who sat in the same seat every day. After several months I got to know one of them. Her name was Millie Johnson. She was a seventy-one-year-old African American woman who stood five feet tall in her stocking feet. She would often say, “I was taller in my younger days.” After a while Millie and I looked forward to seeing each other’s faces in the morning.


Over the course of several months, we learned a lot about each other. Millie lived alone. Her husband, Horace, had “gone on to heaven” years earlier. She had a fraternal twin named Margie who lived in Atlanta, but they hadn’t spoken since their father had died twenty years earlier. Margie accused Millie of running off with their father’s inheritance. I was convinced it was a miscommunication that had been left unresolved all these years, that they could and should reconcile.


Millie took care of an elderly gentleman from her church. She left home at five in the morning to take the train downtown. After she served him breakfast and cleaned up a little, she would take the subway back home.


Millie had a way of telling stories of her beloved Horace. “I know he is still looking after me,” she would say. She often also wished aloud that her sister and she would talk, and she regretted not having had children. “I know those are the cards I was dealt, and I do my best to play them,” she said.


One Monday something seemed very different. When I entered the subway car, I looked around for Millie but didn’t see her anywhere. I sat down and wondered where she was. It wasn’t like her to miss a day. I figured she was under the weather. I spent the rest of the ride scanning the billboard advertisements above the seats. I stopped at one in particular: WANTED. It was a picture of two men. As I read the sign, I learned that these two men were wanted for an attack on a train passenger. The moment I looked up at their faces, I heard a voice in my head say, “Take her home.” I didn’t know what this meant, so I let it go and spaced out for the rest of my ride.


The remainder of the week went by without my friend Millie. I started to feel uneasy. I didn’t have her phone number and didn’t know where she lived.


The next Sunday night, I was up late, desperately trying to finish a term paper. I went to bed about three in the morning, hoping to complete the project during my midmorning break the next day at school. At 6:00 A.M. I jumped out of bed with an urgency to get to school early. I knew the library would be open, and thought I could get some work done. I don’t know how to describe the feeling I had, but suffice it to say it was a clear sense that I had to get to school right away.


At seven-thirty I entered the uptown train and was surprised to see Millie sitting there. She was equally startled to see me. “What happened to you?” I asked. She told me that she had received a letter from her sister, and explained, “She came to New York to see me.” Millie and Margie spent the week mending hurts and catching up. I thought it was very odd that we happened to meet at that particular time and cracked some joke about the cosmos.


The train pulled up to Millie’s stop, and as she waved good-bye to me, I felt a push to get out of my seat, and heard those same words, “Take her home.” Wondering what they meant, I got out of the train and escorted Millie up the stairs. She made a fuss about my missing the train. Because it was the dead of winter, it was still somewhat dark outside, so I thought it was a good idea to walk with her. There was not a soul on the street. Then I knew why I was there. As we turned the corner, I saw two sinister characters huddled in the doorway of a building. When they looked at me, the thought of being mugged crossed my mind. They seemed familiar, but I didn’t know why. I just shook my head and quickly ushered Millie away. Halfway down the block I realized where I had seen those faces before. They were the two men staring down from the WANTED poster on the train.


If I hadn’t paid attention to that intuitive voice, and hadn’t been keenly aware of my surroundings, I might not be around to tell this story and neither would Millie.


Like me and my feeling on the train, many of us have hunches about things and later realize that our hunch was right. Maybe the phone rings and you know who is calling before you pick up the receiver. You might have had a déjà vu experience—something that you felt you experienced exactly the same way before. Most of us have had these kinds of experiences—they are some of the simplest examples of psychic phenomena. Imagine how much better your life would be if you could rely on this inner sense to make the right choices and succeed in your goals.


I believe that everyone has psychic awareness, but few have the patience, understanding, or, perhaps, the desire to develop it. Even though I was psychically aware at a young age and could see things others could not, I did not develop my psychic abilities to their fullest until I became an adult. With the help of like-minded people and books on the subject, I began to teach myself how to tap into the world of spirit at will. A lot of patience, and years of practice and development, went into the work I do today.


Unfortunately, most of us go through life without using this wonderful, innate, God-given ability. It’s no wonder our lives can seem so difficult, or even dull. We don’t listen to the thoughts that fill our minds, and are oblivious to the consequences of our actions. We face life with apprehension, and don’t understand why certain things happen. Instead of finding peace and pleasure, we find stress and struggle. Inevitably, opportunities are missed, problems mount, and relationships split apart. We settle into a routine, and like it or not, we get used to it. Our birthright—who we are and what we are made of—lies dormant. We are walking through life without sensing it fully.


The truth is, everything you want to know is already inside you. You just haven’t remembered it. Instead of feeling lost, abandoned, or confused, I want you to recognize that you are a spiritual being who is part of a large cosmic family of spiritual beings. As you awaken your innate psychic ability, you will begin to connect to your spirit family. The spirit world can be extremely insightful to your day-to-day life. There are many spirits standing by, willing to help you remember who and what you really are.


In this day and age, it has become all too easy to bypass our own spiritual inheritance and turn to others for answers, especially psychics. And while many psychics are conscientious and high-minded, there are others who are egotistical and prey upon human frailties. One does not have to have high moral character to be psychic.


This leads me to a very significant issue concerning psychic phenomena. One of the most important discussions I have with my students is about conscience and commitment. As you cultivate and expand various psychic skills, you must also develop a sense of responsibility. You have a responsibility to yourself and to those with whom you have a psychic connection. By responsibility, I mean that you use your sixth sense to enhance your life and the lives of others. Using your psychic power to control or hurt others or to cause fear or predict disaster is irresponsible and will most likely have karmic repercussions. So will using your spiritual connections to acquire wealth or prestige or to impress others, or for any other egotistical gratification. Remember that everyone generates energy. If your motivation for improving your psychic ability is for some personal gain or negative end, this energy will go out from you and come back to you. You cannot protect yourself from your own negative energy. It is your own creation.


There are three things you must do when you begin your journey of psychic development. First, you must set a goal for yourself. Second, you must be dedicated to reaching your goal. This means taking the time required to practice, meditate, and understand the subtleties of a new language. Third, you must trust your ability. Remember that spirit is always available and ready to help you. Use it well.


The Five Senses


Let’s get started. When interpreting the signals from the spirit world, you must perfect your sensitivity to such an extent that you can see with your inner eye and hear with your inner ear. The world is full of distractions; it takes patience, practice, and determination to sit quietly and listen to your inner voice. To do this, you must broaden your use of the sensory skills you already have.


Most of us learn to apply our five senses the minute we are born. When we are babies, we don’t have the words for the things we see; someone tells us, “This is a ball.” Or, “That is a train.” The same is true for our sense of hearing. We learn to interpret the sounds we hear because we hear them over and over. Your mother says your name as she looks into your eyes, and you soon understand that when she says “Jimmy” or “Alice,” she means you. You learn the sound a dog makes when it barks, and what a door sounds like when it slams, and you begin to integrate this information into your sensory vocabulary.


For each sensory organ there is a corresponding spiritual or astral sense organ. We are spiritual beings first and foremost, and when we incarnate on earth, we go through a process in which the soul creates a force field of mental and astral material around itself. Therefore, we are made of a synchronistic union of psychic (mental and emotional), physical, and spiritual energies. Our senses often work to bind these energies.


SIGHT


We use our eyes more than our other senses. When we think of someone, we usually see an image of that person in our mind. Our memory is filled with images and visual symbols from the past. Since our sight center is the most active, it is only natural that our corresponding psychic vision center would also be the most active. We only have to exert our minds a little more than usual to awaken our psychic vision.


I am a clairvoyant, which means that I see visions or pictures in my mind’s eye. My mind’s eye is my third eye center, the chakra located in the area of our forehead between our eyes. When I see spirits, I see them with this third eye vision, as if I were looking at a movie screen inside my head. Most psychics use this type of inner sight when they work. However, it is also possible to see an image or a vision outside the mind’s eye, as in “seeing a ghost.” There have been occasions when I have seen such apparitions take form, but it is rare. Mostly I see through my third eye center as if I were seeing an impressionistic painting or a moving picture.


Dreaming is one way to develop our psychic visioning. When we dream, scenes, images, colors, and objects are trying to relay messages to our minds. Often these messages have to do with everyday issues that we are trying to resolve; sometimes they may be trying to warn us of a future event. We often meet our spirit guides and deceased loved ones in our dreams. Becoming cognizant of our dreams by writing them down and learning to interpret the dream images is especially helpful in opening the third eye center. Dream visions can also provide us with clues and answers to some of life’s mysteries, such as “What’s heaven like?” and “What happens when we die?”


Mental telepathy is another way to use psychic vision. Telepathy is the psychic ability to see a person, object, or scene that is at a distance and out of view, like seeing something taking place in another city. Telepathists can see into the past and future because they see events that are remote and beyond normal recollection. Telepathy can be used in many contexts, to gather information from sources most people don’t have access to. Edgar Cayce was a telepathic healer. While in a trance, he used his psychic vision to diagnose diseases that he had never studied and to describe treatments in which he had no formal education. He had a remarkable gift, and his legacy is a constant reminder of the inborn power that we all possess.


SOUND


Hearing, like vision, is another sense we use constantly. Clairaudience, or clear hearing, is much like clairvoyance, only we hear sounds with our psychic ear that are not within physical sensory reach. As with clairvoyance, clairaudience relies on the exertion of our minds to hear beyond the usual. Concentration is a key factor in cultivating psychic awareness. When you hear clairaudiently, your astral ear is attuned to the higher vibrations of spirit, and can hear beyond the normal range of sound, much like a dog can hear a high-pitched whistle inaudible to human ears. “Hearing voices” and “clairaudience” are not necessarily one and the same. Certain mental disorders cause people to hear voices. If you hear a voice inside your head and it tells you to do something destructive, I would suggest that you see a psychotherapist. Clairaudience, like clairvoyance, must be tested over and over again. Clairaudients can hear voices, names, and even music. Some of our greatest composers were and are clairaudient.


SMELL


Our sense of smell is reportedly the first of the five senses to be developed inside the womb. Scientific research points out that our sense of smell is located in the limbic region of the brain, where emotions and memories are stored. It is no wonder that certain odors or fragrances can transport us back in time to some childhood event or happy occasion like our first love affair. I remember one summer day: I was out in my garden and a certain aroma evoked a memory from early childhood. Suddenly I was once again playing in the yard with my brother—clear as day.


We have all had similar experiences. For instance, it is not uncommon to remember the perfume our mothers wore when we were young—when we smell that fragrance at a department-store counter, memories of her come flooding back. Or to remember the smell of something else we associate with her. Every time I smell vanilla, I think of my mother baking cookies. The perfume industry takes advantage of the fact that fragrances evoke emotion and memory. It spends a great deal of time and money trying to perfect a scent that will become a financial blockbuster, and uses scent-oriented emotional cues in its strategy. In the last few years, aromatherapy—with its magical smells in candles, lotions, and oils—has earned enormous popularity. That certain smells can lead to emotional well-being has been demonstrated by the number of people who use aromatherapy scents to relax, to get energized, and even to excel in their studies. Our sense of smell is indeed a powerful tool.


Certain fragrances assist specifically in psychic perception and spirit contact. Lilac, lavender, chamomile, frankincense, rose, and lemon have long been used by individuals to alter consciousness and attract higher vibrations into their environment. The study and use of floral and herbal scents will enrich your psychic development.


Pay attention to the odors around you. When a deceased loved one wants to communicate with you, it is quite common to smell something associated with him or her. Perhaps it is the aroma of a woman’s perfume or the odor of a particular brand of cigarettes. Often these scents are dismissed by our logical minds as some lingering, stale aromas around the house. In actuality, spirits do try to comfort their loved ones through scent. I often respond by saying, “If you smell a loved one’s perfume, she is definitely close by.”


TOUCH


Touch is another sense that can be developed as a psychic tool. Think about it: When a stranger shakes your hand, do you get an immediate sense of what he or she is like? If not, this maybe a good thing to start paying attention to. A person’s grip can provide insight to his or her personality.


Psychic healers use their sense of touch to locate disease in a person’s body. This is known as the laying-on of hands. They can pick up hot or cold spots that signify imbalance. When we touch a person’s body, we exchange energy with him or her. Massaging certain points in the body helps to alleviate pain and discomfort and to release cellular memories from our tissues. Many modern physical therapies that utilize touch—like Rolfing, Shiatsu, and reflexology—help people eliminate physical toxins as well as psychological and emotional traumas.


Psychometry is another way that our sense of touch is utilized. Psychics employed in police work often use psychometry to get information about a case. They are able to hold an object and get certain impressions from it. Each person, place, and thing is filled with the God Force energy; someone who is sensitive enough can perceive a connection between the energies of an object and the person using it.


TASTE


We are less familiar with the powers of touch, smell, and taste than those of sight and sound because we rely on them less often; they are no less intense. Often when I am doing a reading, I feel a spirit’s presence even through my taste buds. For example, if a spirit is trying to communicate a suicide by gunshot, I will have the taste of metal in my mouth. The same is true of reading situations involving alcohol or cigarettes, even medication. A spirit will bring forth this type of sensation as evidential validation of its existence. We never know through which sensations a spirit will send a message. Developing all our senses can only help us discriminate between what is ours and what is spirit’s.


How do we develop our senses so that we can attune to the higher levels of experience? We can start by paying attention to everyday details. As we become aware of our surroundings, our thoughts, and our actions, we are instructing our minds to know more.


Ever notice that some people are always in the wrong place at the wrong time, while others are in the right place at the right time? Or that someone you know is always coming down with a cold or ailment while someone else never gets sick? Or that someone has many healthy relationships and others have few or none at all? The universe is not random. The God Force energy that sustains us and permeates every atom of existence does not pick a chosen few to enjoy a charmed life and leave the rest of us to struggle to get by. We all have the right to be in tune with the universe and to partake in the goodness that life has to offer. Everyone has the potential to expand his consciousness beyond physical awareness into psychic dimensions.


If you want to tune into the spiritual world, you must wake up to the life around and within you. You have come to earth with a spiritual life plan, and you are here to fulfill your destiny. With the help of angelic beings, spirit guides, and your deceased loved ones, you can avail yourself of all the creative inspiration you need as you journey through life. Your endeavors into the psychic realms will not go unrewarded. I promise.


The Unquiet Dead


I never know how spirit will use me, or through which sense I will interpret its signals. When initially picking up psychic information, I get a sense of knowing about something. Once I attune myself to the energy in my environment or to the person for whom I am reading, the first things that come to mind are scenes being played out as if in a movie. A scene may consist of a place, or several people in various forms of dress, or an individual showing me something about himself or a particular situation. During practically all of these experiences, I am bombarded by sight, sound, and feeling. Then I link together the pieces of information transmitted by the scenario in order to understand what the spirit is trying to communicate. The following anecdote shows one way I utilized my senses to shed light on what turned out to have been a particularly gruesome situation.


I had moved to California, and I was still in the early stages of my work as a medium when I received a phone call from an anxious woman. She spoke in erratic breaths as if she had just finished a marathon. Her name was Katherine.


“A friend of mine gave me your number. She had a reading with you last year,” she said. Katherine continued to talk to me in short, staccato sentences. “I’ve never called a psychic before. I don’t know if you can help me or not. I hope you can. My friend thinks you can.This is all so strange to me.” Without a moment’s pause, Katherine went on, “I’m at my wit’s end. You’re my only hope.”


Finally I had a chance to speak. I described my background and psychic abilities. She didn’t seem to want to take the time to listen.


“I can see you in two weeks,” I offered.


“Oh, no, you have to see me sooner. It’s a matter of life or death.”


That was the first time anyone ever expressed such urgency to me.


“Please, Mr. Van Praagh, I am desperate. I have nowhere else to turn.” It sounded as if she were about to cry.


I looked at my schedule again.


“I can see you Saturday morning at about eleven,” I told her. “Come to my house—” I was about to give her my address when she interrupted.


“No … no, you must come here to my house. You have to see for yourself,” she said.


I agreed to go to her, and wrote down her address. I suggested some simple meditation exercises to calm her mind before I arrived, knowing it would be difficult for either of us to get the necessary results if she didn’t.


Saturday morning came. As I drove down the beautifully landscaped, tree-lined streets of Beverly Hills, I couldn’t help but notice all the attractive and expensive houses, and wondered who lived behind the walls of such opulent estates.


I meandered down Katherine’s street, looking for her house number. I remember how pleasant I felt surrounded by such pristine beauty. As I approached her block, any sense of serenity I possessed vanished. My enjoyment of elegance and charm was over-taken by an overwhelming sense of doom. The strange and hostile energy I felt was much more overpowering than the loveliness of the area.


I stopped the car, got out, and looked around. On the opposite side of the street stood Katherine’s house. It reminded me of newsreels of bombed-out cities. The grounds were muddy and desolate. In place of an orderly lawn and a kaleidoscope of blooming flowers was a front yard littered with construction debris. I looked again at the paper in my hand to confirm that I had reached the right address, even though in my heart of hearts, I knew this was the place. I was right.


I felt a sense of foreboding. I looked up at the rooftop. Something was wrong. The gables were all crooked. The two chimneys also tilted, reminding me of the Leaning Tower of Pisa. I thought, Something strange is going on here.


Katherine’s crackled voice interrupted my observation. She was standing in the driveway“Thank God you came. I didn’t know if you would come or not. Isn’t it awful?” she said, looking toward the gables. They loomed over us like an ugly face.


“Yes. I don’t understand. What’s the problem?” I asked.


“They won’t let me build it. No matter what I do to it, they undo all the work,” she said in her staccato rhythm.


“Who’s they?”


“That’s what I want you to tell me.” Katherine escorted me through the chunks of concrete that lined her driveway toward the back of the house. At first look, the house reminded me of a Cape Cod-style bungalow from the early 1930s, but it seemed to have had many incarnations since. We stood in the garage, which appeared normal enough even with remnants of ongoing construction piled along one side.


Katherine began to explain her predicament. “My husband and I bought this house three years ago. Since that time, we got divorced. My husband was eager to rid himself of this house, so he gave it to me as part of the settlement. Before our divorce we hired an architect and made plans to renovate. The contractor began the project, and after a month the work seemed to have one delay after another. Nothing was getting finished.”


“Well, that happens a lot,” I commented.


“But you don’t understand. The work was done, but then it was undone,” she said in an exasperated tone.


“What do you mean?” I asked.


“After something was finished, it would be undone. Like after we installed the windows, the very next day half of them were cracked and had to be replaced. A week after laying the tile floor, the ground underneath buckled, and all the tiles came apart. We haven’t been able to put a floor in yet.”


“Okay, I’m beginning to understand,” I said, still perplexed.


Katherine continued. “I have been through three contractors and a team of subcontractors. No one is able to finish any work. I’m at my wit’s end.” At that moment her face went dead pale. “Then there was the roof. It was almost done, and I actually started to feel somewhat relieved. It was the last day of work, and one of the roofers lost his footing and actually fell through the roof. Here was a man with thirty years’ experience in the business!” she exclaimed. “We had to call the paramedics. Thank God, he’s all right.”


I didn’t say a word.


Katherine spoke again, trying to shake me into action. “Mr. Van Praagh, this is not normal. Someone is trying to prevent me from finishing this house.”


My mind was racing to find logical explanations for so many obstacles. Then suddenly, as if something were literally pulling me, I was compelled to turn and face the house. At that moment, I knew that this was not going to be one of my usual spirit connections.


I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I began surrounding myself in white light and quietly uttered a prayer. I requested special help and protection from my spirit guides. The more I was able to raise my energy vibration, the more I felt the pull of the negative force around Katherine and her house. The menacing energy was growing stronger. I knew it was time to begin.


I turned to Katherine. “Let’s go inside.”


We entered the house through the back door and stood in a pantry facing the kitchen. Almost at once, I felt a piercing chill run up my spine. Some invisible something met us in the kitchen. Katherine’s face turned another shade of pale. Right then and there we both knew we were not alone. Katherine looked at me for some sort of explanation. My eyes were as wide as hers, but I made an attempt to shed some light on the situation.


“Many times, when a discarnate soul is nearby, you can actually sense a coldness in the room. This is due to the change in vibration, or the slowing down of the spirit body. Don’t worry,” I said to calm her. (Meanwhile, I thought, What did I get myself into?) “Just give me a moment to gather some more information.”


As if in slow motion, we walked down a hallway leading to the front of the house. A lingering feeling of unease numbed my bones. With each step, the unseeable energy became more heavy and unsettling. I felt as if something were crowding in on me, sort of the way one feels on a subway platform during rush hour. There seemed to be no place to move, so I stopped where the force felt the strongest. I could tell that it was distinctly male energy and that it was threatening. At that moment, I saw with my mind’s eye the embodiment of the dread we had been feeling. In the center of the hallway stood four rough-looking men. Their blank eyes stared grimly ahead as if they were looking right through me. Two of them had beards. One was gray-haired; one was bald. Their hate-congested faces were as clear as day. Meanwhile, the intense negative vibration grew stronger. These men were intimidating, cruel, and ruthless. As I continued my gaze, I received a thought that a man was murdered right where I was standing. In my vision, I saw one of the four holding a gun, and smelled the vapor of smoke, as if someone had just lit a match.
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