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It's the second book of “Amber's World”, but it can be read as a stand alone novel.
     

“When was the last time we have walked with the Gods?”
     

Humankind is doomed to extinction by a plague that has swept away all certainties and religious dogmas. New intelligent species, mysteriously appeared on Earth, have been welcomed with diffidence and hostility and accused of being the cause of humanity's fate. A doomsday scenario...unless scientist Amber Matthews (now old, but still stubbornly searching for a solution) and her troubled family succeed, through a series of chain “coincidences” in unveiling the truthand offer a new chance to the human race.
     

So, will it really be the end of man, Earth's maximum predator?
  

 


                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Chapter 1 - A long night
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
  Plymouth, Ma

  
  December 22nd 2111 


  2.00 a.m.

     

“What am I doing...”
       “Are you talking about your guest or have you had a bad day, Amber?”  
      The silence was condensing on the walls, covered by shelves packed with dusty books.
         “Perhaps, I should get rid of him” she said, glancing at the couch, where a body wrapped in blankets was lying motionless.
        “Don't even think about it! It would ruin your life!” answered the voice behind her with a slight humming.
        “Life...what life? Are you kidding me? Since Jason passed away I am stuck here with a damned talking machine!”
        “You always had a nick for drama.” 
        For a moment, the cold light of the patrol tank invaded the room in spite of the closed shutters, startling her as always then, the rumble of the motor faded away and silence returned.
        “Damn it! Everything should happen at the right time but, evidently, there is no such thing.” Her expression was shadowed by the armchair high back “We have to face Fate sitting on the other side of the game table. It can cheat, but you, you can only hope on a heavy dose of luck” she paused “...but I believe that even luck is on its payroll.”
        “The analogy is mediocre, you can do better than that” retorted the voice amicably “do you want me to store your consideration in a file or are we just having a pleasant conversation?”
        She didn't seem to hear. “Do you know which is the most boring thing in my life? The recurring of “once in a lifetime” events. It drives me crazy!”
        She glared at it. Had it been human, it would have lowered its eyes for sure, but it was not. “You know, those gamblers that bet on the repeating of sequences may be right. They believe numbers like to appear in an orderly way, even if they could simply be random.”
        “I have never verified the percentage of numbers sequences in gambling games. Do you want me to do it now?” it asked with its usual persistence.
        She glanced at the old grandfather clock against the wall. It was ten past two a.m. 
        There is still time, she thought.
        She kept thinking aloud, a sort of monologue.
        “For centuries we have been trying to bring order to chaos” she paused...then continued “but, perhaps, Nature's balance do resides in chaos and we are the ones out of place, like an off-key note in a choir.”
        More headlights, this time belonging to a convoy, hit the shutters, brightly lighting the room, reflecting on the glass of a sad, empty aquarium. The enlarged shadows of her memorabilia twirled in the centre of the room and vanished against the spine of the books on the walls.
        Keep calm...there is still time.
        “Are you really expecting me to answer or is it just another of your meaningless conjectures?”
        “Oh...so...you have the answer...” she said sarcastically, but gently.
        “Order and Chaos are antithetical abstractions. I have in store 32.664 references about the mathematical and philosophical theories on those subjects. Balance, for instance, happens when two extremities...”
        “Bullshit!” she cut in with a gesture of annoyance.
        “Okay, then you tell me!”
        “Order is our own accomplishment. Chaos is always the responsibility of others.” she affirmed acidly, referring to the body curled up in blankets.
        “It's nothing more than a convenient aphorism.”
        “Mmh, proverbs, analogies... they are our only way to express abstract concepts. But I'll tell you this. Whenever reality becomes too complex or confusing, we try to interpret it through conventional, comforting thoughts. You cannot deny our mastership in this.”
        “If you are thinking of metaphors or figures of speech, I agree with you. They are efforts to bring order to the chaos you were talking about, all due to your speculative mind.... I am impressed. But, are humans able to ascertain the point of origin where undetermined chaos is contained?” the voice seemed to be genuinely interested.
        “Here we go! The trap with God as bait has sprung. Another one looking for the Almighty!” she exclaimed scornfully.
        The man on the couch was sleeping soundly. She threw him a poisonous look, but kept her voicetone low, almost gentle.
        “I can picture them, our ancestors”  she said quietly, looking into space “hiding inside their humid and smelly caverns, huddling together, shivering and hoping for a new sun to rise after the long night. No!” she said firmly “God has nothing to do with it! It is fear that makes the world go round! It pushes us to search, to inquire, it mercilessly and constantly grips our stomach. It is because of fear that we delude ourselves to have at last found... Order!” she bitterly stressed this last word, raising her finger. Then her hand fell back on the armrest “But you... what can you understand?”
        The conversation died.
        “Are you okay?”
        “Don't be ridiculous!"
        “How can I be of assistance?”
        “Shh, stop pestering me. Bring me that stupid medication and piss off!”
        From the chart near the window, the metallic arm of the house robot, poured water in a glass and dropped into it two pills that immediately melted. When she had drunk, it put the empty glass back on the tray and carried it away with a slight electrostatic buzzing.
        While she waited for the medication to take effect, her mind roamed far back, in time and space. Back to the unforgettable speech her son, Master Psychic Flavus, gave at the Brown University. It was the day the conflict began.
        Amber closed her eyes, thinking about her sixty nine years and feeling them all. It will be a long night she thought, while everything was about to start all over again.
 

 

  
  

    
  The Bear's Paradox

     


  (from Amber Matthews Journal)

 

          It was the morning of December 28th 2092, exactly twenty years ago in Boston, Massachusetts. The Brown University Aula Magna, was packed. My son Flavus, Master of the Psychic Guild, was sitting impassible among the other speakers. To be a Master Psychic meant to be able to enhance and widen the understanding between people by suppressing words, thus facilitating the free flow of thoughts and the smoothing of contrasts. The Guild, composed by twenty four telepathic Masters, was constantly engaged worldwide to assist insolving all kind of disputes and war-threatening conflicts.
        My son seemed oblivious of the excitement that surrounded him, although the speech he was about to make was of paramount importance and the audience anticipation for it almost tangible.
        The issue of the speech was no secret. For the very first time, a Master Psychic would publicly state the Guild's official position on the events happened a few months earlier in Nameloc Heights. Events that were challenging the sacred doctrines of religions all over the world.
        That morning, Flavus would (may be) dispute the rumours about the new intelligent species appeared on the planet, the Fanfin Anglerfish, and (may be) rebut the accusations moved against the Guild of trying to undermine the foundations of religious dogmas. Those accusations had been made by the highest echelons of the major monotheistic religions, also attending the conference.Our University was the chosen neutral territory for such a confrontation. The extraordinary media event had attracted dozens of journalists, ready to grant full coverage to the anticipated juicy clash between beliefs and facts.
        The waiting was enervating. I looked at the audience. The first row was occupied by the University President and his courtiers, the whole board of deans. Among them, emerged the tense faces of the history and theology professors, two catholic priests in full combat gear, armed with thick folders of documents and annotations. Beside them sat a large group of Imams, looking uninterested and resigned to the waste of their time. The rabbis delegation was smiling and bowing, while throwing hostile glances at the few Shi'ite representatives. Many of the back rows were occupied by students belonging to the counter- movement. They were all wearing t-shirts showing the sharp-toothed mouth of a Fanfin and the writing “Fanfs: the other face of God!”
        At ten sharp, excitement at its peak, I, the appointed moderator, went to the podium to declare the debate officially open . I would have gladly renounced the honour, but, beside teaching Bio-genetic at that same University, I was Master Flavus' mother, which made my refusal impossible. The situation was highly sensitive and I was expecting trouble from the very first minutes. The choice of our University had been met by fierce opposition, two thirds of the Professors Council was against it. Feeling the mood of the audience, I decided to play it safe and edited the most controversial parts of my introductory speech. In spite of that, my uneasiness was growing. The podium I was approaching looked more like gallows to me and I began, carefully choosing my words.
        “Good morning. On behalf of the Brown University I have the honour to represent, it is my pleasure to welcome and thank you for your attendance to this event, that I hope will prove useful and enlightening to us all.”
        I even succeeded in smiling, and paused to give the audience time to settle.
        “Many of you already know me” I said “my name is Amber Matthews and I teach biology here. For the past two years I have also organized bio-genetic preparatory seminars and I am glad to see in the audience a few survivors.”
        Some fools giggled.
        “Today, I am proud to introduce a representative of the Psychic Guild. He kindly accepted the invitation, extended by our President, to talk about a sensitive and controversial matter too important to be ignored”.
        Today, for the first time, we will publicly debate about the new sentient species appeared on this planet, the Fanfin Anglerfish. I hope the participants will keep their speeches within the boundaries of due sobriety and respect. Please, welcome Master Flavus, just arrived from Europe to attend our meeting!”
        A warm, but slightly awkward applause heartened me.
        “Doubts and uncertainties are all legitimate. We have neglected and underestimated the events of the past months. So far, they had been dismissed or denied, but their impact on our social stability is now undeniable and it is mandatory to find a new balance.”  
        A cautious murmur run through the audience.
        “The appearing of the Fanfins was indeed unexpected and hard to believe, but it was not the only extraordinary event to catch us unprepared. We have received an equally amazing message from the Collector, a god-like entity, a witness of our planet evolution through the eras.
  In a few days the Master Psychics will divulge his message to the planet, to reveal the origin of life on Earth, our life...all life.”
        The whispers became a nervous rumble. The audience was restless like a racing horse waiting for the start signal.
        I went on: “We are all aware of the cultural and religious shock brought by this new reality. It needs to be faced very cautiously and thoroughly. We are here today to widen our knowledge with the intellectual honesty and objectivity the subject deserves. Our nation has been given the chance to be the first to set the socio-political rules for a peaceful cohabitation and they will be the beacon lighting the path for the whole world to follow.”
        I had tried to keep my speech mild, but, perhaps, the beacon metaphor had been a bit too much. Anyway, so far I had not been doing too bad and, with a last effort, I proceeded to my closing.
        “I know some of you feel confused and scared at the thought of another intelligent species evolving on the planet right now. That's the reason for the presence here, today, of a Master Psychic, a leading expert on truthful communication. He will offer you the tools to manage the process of social integration that we will all be called to begin. It will not be quick or easy, but, I hope, it will be pursued with good will and determination. After the conference, the Master will be available for private meetings should someone feel the need for more clarifications. Thank you for your attention.”
        Done!, I thought with a sigh of relief, exiting the scene accompanied by a loud applause. My introduction, in spite of the sensitivity of the topics, seemed to have stirred no tensions and, reasonably satisfied, I went back to my seat.
        The audience buzzing subsided, all eyes turned to the figure moving toward the podium. His attire, his cloak, the hologram engraved on his leather breastplate inspired both uneasiness and reverence. The hologram, an eye with no lid, was the Psychic Guild symbol and represented the clarity of pure thought but most people had forgotten it, or so pretended.
        The Deans whispered among themselves, questioning his youth and probable inexperience, but the two theologians, Deeper and Clauster, seemed to relax.
        Flavus steps reverberated in the deep silence that followed him. When he started talking, his flawless voice raised strong and clear among the pillars of the Aula Magna and slowly descended over the crowd.
        He started with the Bear's Paradox, now legendary.
        “I would like to tell you a story” he said, skipping the preamble, “it is called The Bear's Paradox.”
        The silence became thicker. “Has any of you heard of it?”
        The students looked around perplexed.
        The Master began quietly: “A huge bear sits at the foot of a mountain” he paused “it is its territory. It is surrounded by rocks, lush vegetation, a river...” another pause “the whole forest seems to be its domain. Can you tell me why?”
        There was an uncomfortable silence, no one had expected to be directly addressed.
        Flavus looked at the baffled faces of the academicians in the first row: “Come on, no one..?”
        From the back of the hall a student timidly raised his hand : “Because it is...well, it is a bear!” he stammered.
        The answer was received with a loud, derisive laugh that eased the tension.
        “Yes, it is the bear!” confirmed the Psychic.
        “Ehm, I mean... no one can beat it unless, perhaps, a good Remington 887!”
        Laughs, again, but also nods of agreement. The kid sat down, pleased with himself.
        “That is correct” said Flavus “The bear is the predator at the top of the food chain and his law rules the forest. A law enforced by its mere strength.”
        The silence fell again.
        “Now I will assign a part to each element of the story. The bear represents humanity in its entirety. The forest, the river, the trees and its den are our big cities, highways, buildings and modern technology.” he paused “What can you tell me about the rest? The interaction with other species, the alliances, the conflicts... the predation?”
         “Business! Workforce! Fast-foods! Coca-Cola!”
        “Cops... Laws.... Priests!” someone shouted from the back.
        “Professors....Boooooooooooooo!” everybody laughed.
        “Enemies!...The Fanfins!”
       A heavy silence fell again.
        “And the Remington?” challenged Flavus “even if, in this case, a bear trap would have been more suitable...”
        While waiting for someone to eventually find a solution, Flavus directly sent to their minds a simple image: a bear hopelessly trying to climb out of a deep trap dug into the ground.
        A stupefied Oh... resounded in the hall. At least a hundred students got up and left. It was the most common reaction to a display of the Psychics' powers.The religious leaders recommended attitude, whenever new human abilities were publicly manifested, was: “see no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil.”
        The new uncomfortable truths were clashing with the still unquestioned most sacred traditions. The monotheistic religions, after centuries of antagonism, had created a strategic alliance against the new common enemy that was threatening to annihilate them: the denial of God's existence. This radical reaction was manifesting in our Aula Magna too.
        When all the dissenters had left, Flavus resumed his speech, addressing now a half empty hall. “A bear trap, then, but the obvious question now is: who sets the trap?”
        “A hunter!”
        “Why?”
        “To remind the bear who is the strongest, who is the smartest...What the heck, the forest doesn't belong to it!”
        “Just for fun!”
        Flavus addressed the last one: “Interesting opinion Mr...”
        “Jack McNamara” said a tough looking kidin sixth row, obviously proud of his muscles and bad reputation “Jack the Bear, for my friends.”
        “Very well. We are really lucky, Mr. McNamara, to have a hunter among us today. Who better than him, can explain us why his traps are always empty?”
        “May be because I already wiped all the bears out?” McNamara suggested insolently. 
        “Way to go, Jack! You are the best!” cheered his gang members.
        “It's a possibility. The young and inexperienced bears, that put their paws in Mr. McNamara's traps trying to collect the food, will surely have no future and, in the long run, will deprive our poor Jack of his favourite pastime, on top of making him a useless good-for-nothing bum.”
        The animal lovers applauded loudly.
        “Anyway, every good story has alternative endings” said Flavus, leaving the bully to nurse his defeat “because it is a fact that the old bear is strong, but cautious. It attacks only if threatened and risks its life only when it is unavoidable. It smells the trap, assesses the danger and instinctively knows when to stop.”
        The Master leaned towards the audience, now totally enthralled: “Now, tell me. Who is Jack in our story?”
        “Misfit? Unemployed?” laughings “a left over of old times!”
        With this, the audience dismissed Jack The Bear for good.
        “An arrogant... yes, a damn idiot!” they shouted from the back rows.
        “Guys...” suggested Flavus “he, perhaps, symbolizes our ignorance and the bears he has captured so far are the weakness and the idleness typical of part of the human race. But...what about the trap?”
        No one answered.
        “Here we are at an interesting crossroad. Whatever direction we decide to take will bring deep changes in our lives. One of the roads goes downhill and seems easier, but leads to the trap. The other one is a narrow, winding path going uphill. Nobody knows where it leads.”
        The students murmured confused.
        “Will we let chance or prejudice or, worse, dumb blindness, set the rules for our future or will we trust our own common sense?” he asked with conviction “Anyway, back to the story, the bear choice will just be the usual old dilemma: will it risk its life for an easy meal or consider survival a more important reward?”
        “But the story doesn't end here, does it, Master Flavus?”
        The heavily accented voice that broke in belonged to Mons. Ernest Clauster, a German Jesuit, professor of story and theology: “You are not going to deny us the pleasure to discover how common sense and prejudice are represented in your fascinating paradox, are you?”
        “Us, my dear Professor, they represent us.”
        “But your allusions were quite clear. You cannot back out now!” said Rabbi Moshe Rosembaum Av Beth Din “You will take responsibility for your inferences!” he affirmed.
        “I confirm my opinion that the future generations choices must be made disregarding every pre-existent cultural prejudice. My efforts are focused on reaching this goal.” said Flavus.
        All eyes turned to Mons. Clauster.
        “So, you consider faith a mere cultural prejudice. But, I ask you.... what will be left to man if he looses his faith?”
        “All the rest: dignity, objectivity and the certainty to be the sole maker of his own destiny.”
        Mons. Clauster, now enraged, retorted: “It's outrageous how Psychics can talk about free will! The doubts you have spread about God's existence have generated confusion and desperation everywhere!”
        Flavus calmly turned to him: “Psychics are mere observers. Throughout the centuries, history has demonstrated that confusion and desperation have been humanity's companions regardless of any eventual divine intervention. But we are hoping that a new awareness will be able to free the men's minds and put old and obsolete superstitions where they belong.”
        “What you call old superstition is the highest spiritual value man can aspire to: faith in God's mercy and forgiveness!” added the other theologian, Rev. Deever.
        “Managing God's mercy has always been a most profitable activity for sacerdotal castes of all religions. Faith in an afterlife and its depending on divine judgement, are, and have always been, very effective tools to control and limit the evolution of human potential: the oldest bear trap.”
        “On the contrary! Their rejection will be the noose tightening around humanity throat if you will dare to show the world your abominable beasts, selling them as a product of natural evolution!” a red faced Mons. Clauster objected “Your arrogance has brought us on the verge of destruction. God has nothing to do with those monsters, created in your...compliant laboratories. They are but the result of a perverted intent. Divine Grace can't manifest thorough beings of such hideousness!”
        “God, Devil, Man! An explosive mixture indeed! But you, Monsignor, overestimate us if you think us capable of creating a new evolving species. As for their physical appearance...well, it's curious that the Fanfins too find human quite repulsive.”
        Taking advantage of the audience mixed reaction, I felt I had to intervene: “Gentlemen, I remind you that old antagonisms must have no part in today meeting. We are here to evaluate together urgent and sensitive facts. Please, keep the debate within these boundaries.”
        Mons. Clauster, visibly annoyed, reluctantly sat down.
        The audience was split. Some were attracted by the Psychic progressive ideas, some others seemed reluctant to openly deny the very concept of God.
        Flavus waited for a few moments, then proceeded with his closing argument: “Thesis and Antithesis are the foundations of every logical reasoning. They both give the basic guidelines to establish effective and consistent rules. But, given the new discoveries, we now know that no thought template is everlasting. Every theory, every belief belong to its own time. We don't discard Ptolemy's Almagesti just because his innovative idea on the solar system was, in time, overcome by the Copernican Revolution. We still honour his talent, framed within Alexandria's culture and beliefs in 200 A.D.
  In 1700, Sir Isaac Newton wrote “Philosophiae Naturalis Principia Matematica”, where he speculated that time was an immutable constant.
  Had we uncritically stuck to that concept, we would have probably dismissed poor Einstein's theories with a good laugh, since, two centuries later, he affirmed the variability and relativity of time, the exact contrary of Newton's theory. Newton's reasoning was affected by the cultural limitations of his time, that led him to the wrong conclusions, but his contribution to the advancement of human knowledge is still considered invaluable.”
        Flavus stared at the audience with his intense, bright eyes. “Error is an intrinsic part of every human activity, but understanding and learning from our mistakes is a huge intellectual victory. Try and observe everything for what it really is and if new facts may later disprove your assumptions, I wish you all to find within you the strength and the courage to let them go.”
        The students, conquered by his logic (and his natural charisma) enthusiastically applauded, overcoming the few dissenting voices. From the back of the hall they started to sing: “Fanfs: the other side of God! The other side of God! The other side of God!”
        The Deans left in silence, before the official position of the President was made public.
        A few minutes later, we were informed of disorders outside the gates, brawling among students and some cars afire (mine included!). We were led out through a back exit. Once outside, we immediately realized that the troubles were caused by well organized groups following a pre-established plan, with the intent to arouse public condemnation. They needed an expendable victim and they found it: Benjamin Sellers, a worker going home after his night shift. He is remembered nowadays as the first victim of the long series of killings that followed all over Massachusetts and brought havoc among the population. The media gave full coverage of the tumults down to the most gruesome details; the fires, the brutal beatings, poor Sellers head smashed to pieces on the concrete.
        Those images broadcast worldwide over and over, were but a foretaste of the terrible blood shed we were to witness in the following months.
        As widely announced, two days after the conference, the Collector delivered his telepathic message about the origin of life on Earth. The Masters, strategically positioned all over the world and telepathically linked, succeeded in transmitting it in its entirety to every single mind able to receive it. Human beings learned that life had sprung and evolved without the need of divine intervention, and were forced to re-evaluate their myths and legends, their dogmas, their superstitions. Of course, it also stirred the usual old questions. All the basic certainties that had held humanity omnipresent fear at bay had suddenly been swept away. And the abrupt loss of values and directions led to violence, abuse, anarchy.
        It was the beginning of the fall.
        In those days, we were anxiously waiting for the cultural repercussions. We were expecting the situation to cause a media galore: endless talk shows on television and holographic networks, innumerable controversial articles on newspapers, but we got...nothing. The planet and we, its leeches, behaved like nothing had happened. Public maxi screens kept showing sports finals, stock exchange trends, weather forecasts, deliberately creating an information vacuum, like the pressure under the lid of a steamer. 
        For quite some time, nothing happened. There were arguments, discussions, but the indifference of the media made things worse. People found no help to metabolize the absence of God and accept the presence of a mysterious new species. And very, very few were able to understand the Collector's message.
     

      I did not hear from Flavus for several weeks. I knew he was very busy and stifled my disquieting gut feelings with a moderate optimism. 
        I admit I didn't notice the worsening of the situation and it took me some time to understand that there was a scheme in motion. An elite group of perverted people was deliberately trying to stress social instability and fright.
       From fear to violence the step was short and easy.

                

                
            

            
        

    


Chapter 2 - Silence






Plymouth, Ma

December 22nd 2111

3.00 a.m.




She opened her eyes, after a few minutes of slumber. The study
was still dark and quiet. The man curled up on the couch hadn't
moved. The robot, on watch at the window, looked like an empty tin
can.

The air felt suffocating or, perhaps, the air had nothing to do
with the sensation. The old house had been her home for the past
ten years, but its technological improvements made her feel totally
inept.

She had never cared much for technology. Sometimes, when she
woke up during the night, it took her a few moments just to
remember how to turn on the light. She was not in her beloved
cottage in Woods Hole anymore and the dear old switches were but a
memory. Here,you only needed to say – Light! – and a lamp turned
on. And there also was that damned robot!

Gone were the merry confrontations of Lucius and Sarah, gone the
countless suggestions of her fretful husband Jason annoyed her with
every morning before leaving for work, gone was Victor, her beloved
pet, never again to watch at her from under his rock in the
aquarium, reassuring her about the day to start with a wink of his
funny crossed eyes.

The house was in Plymouth, forty miles south of Boston and
occupied a whole block. It was part brick and part wood, with
bulletproof-glass windows. From the outside, it looked shabby and
neglected. The shutters were bolted and faded, the walls paint was
peeling off, the wood was cracked and worn and the garden was a
tangle of overgrown weeds. But its inside told a different story.
There had been a major makeover and it had a state of the art
security system.

Dr. Amber Matthews was sixty nine and in reasonable good shape,
but her son Flavus had insisted on installing all kind of
technological, expensive gizmos, convinced that this would ease her
everyday life.

And that was why, Amber, after an eventful life dedicated to
improve the human condition, found herself actually besieged by a
do-gooder tin can that would never let her be, ever again. She knew
there was no shame in getting old: it kept happening to her every
day: it was a fact and it was indisputable.

But her eyes had retained the restlessness of their youth and
were now endlessly roaming over the objects scattered on the desk.
Her precious memories, her triumphs and her defeats...all there for
her to touch, even if lost in space and time. Her whole life was
spread out in front of her.

The special forces armoured tanks patrolled the area at regular
intervals. At night, those bastards scanned the abandoned buildings
with their searching lights, invading the rooms with macabre
dancing shadows. On the desk, the cylindrical hologram projectors
were spinning fast, sending three-dimensional images directly into
the brain cortex visual area. It was a new and disturbing
technology, unsympathetic to the feelings its use may stir. She
knew that turning them on meant to be swept back to a time when she
and Jason were young and in love and he was embracing her: a
merciless illusion replicated with each new damned click. She had
used only one of those and only once. Her granddaughter Aleea had
given her a projector as a birthday present and she had tried it.
The sensation had felt totally wrong and the shock had almost
knocked her out, but she had managed to say a feeble thank, while
promising herself to never ever do it again.

[...]
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