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the architecture of purpose £ 2 W EUE

at the n.a.m.e. agency, the management structure is like a constellation, each star representing a role {¥1tt 2
B]HIFEHERRLR. the leaders do not dictate, but guide, shaping the flow of work with subtle adjustments.
teams form and dissolve fluidly, driven by the demands of research. no hierarchy feels rigid 2 ¢EVH TR E
HH. instead, we follow the rhythms of inquiry, where everyone contributes to a shared vision without
needing explicit commands.

in the agency, roles are defined not by rigid rules Bfjal#li7i7K but by the tasks at hand. an agent may be a
leader one moment and a contributor the next. this flexibility allows for ideas to flow naturally, unhindered
by boundaries that often restrict other organizations. sometimes, we describe the management structure as
a living organism MK 5.0Bk DS, where every part works in harmony without central control. tasks are not
assigned so much as they are discovered, each agent gravitating toward areas where their strengths can
shine, like stars finding their place in the night sky.

leaders, or as we call them, navigators, play a unique role. they do not issue orders. instead, they ask ques-
tions 2 ]AIIEIES |, prompting others to think in new directions. they create an environment where curiosity
thrives. every question is like a stone dropped into a still pond, creating ripples that inspire further explora-
tion.

this structure is not without challenges. some new agents struggle to adapt to the fluidity RZR1EXF 157,
feeling lost without the usual markers of hierarchy. but over time, they learn to trust the system, to trust
themselves, and to trust the collective intelligence of the agency. it is a process of unlearning, of shedding
preconceived notions of how organizations should function.

the art of unknowing RN

every agent in the agency learns to embrace uncertainty, to move forward without the need for clear
outcomes. this is the philosophy that shapes our research on celestial intelligence 28910 53 LU K. we
believe that questions have lives of their own, and the art lies in fostering them, letting them breathe. meth-
ods are unorthodox, but they lead us to insights that feel more like whispers than declarations.

we often say that to know something truly, you must first accept that you may never fully understand it. this
is the paradox of the agency’ s work. agents immerse themselves in projects where the destination is
unknown 2Y¢a07KER, trusting that the journey itself will yield value. sometimes, our research takes us into
realms that feel more poetic than scientific 2% AT, yet these moments of intuition often lead to
breakthroughs.

one such instance was a study on the patterns of thought during dream states. instead of using traditional
methods, agents created a symphony of sound and light [BIE7E 0V EDS to replicate the experience of
dreaming. participants described feelings of connection to something greater, as if they were tapping into a
universal consciousness £ = Z [BIFKIE. this experiment, while unconventional, provided valuable insights
into the relationship between creativity and the subconscious mind.

cosmic echoes FEHINEIE
our research focuses on the echoes of cosmic events and their subtle impacts on the human mind. the
agency’ s instruments are tuned not only to measure physical phenomena but also to sense the intangible

BLEFEX RN, agents document these resonances through creative expressions, weaving their findings into
poems, diagrams, and music. the cosmos speaks in riddles, and our task is to hear it.
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cosmic events, like solar flares or gravitational waves, have long been studied for their physical effects. but
at n.a.m.e., we ask different questions. how do these events affect the human psyche? can a solar flare
influence a person’ s emotions or thoughts BN 2t 27 these are the mysteries we seek to unravel.

one of our most fascinating discoveries came from an experiment where agents meditated during a meteor
shower. as the meteors streaked across the sky Z89%13F in fiery brilliance, participants reported vivid
visions and heightened creativity. these experiences were later expressed in various forms of art, from
paintings to intricate sculptures 2R Z A, while the scientific explanations remain elusive, the
patterns in these creative outputs suggest a deep connection between celestial events and human
consciousness.

4. shared resonance 0\ iZ H18

collaboration at n.a.m.e. is less about strategy meetings and more about shared resonance. agents align
with one another intuitively, often communicating without words. our management trusts this process of
natural synchrony. some say it’ s like a dance, a silent choreography that emerges from shared intent B¢5|

I,

when agents work together, there is an unspoken understanding B Yt BEI#Z5. tasks are not divided in the
traditional sense. instead, they flow naturally, with each person contributing where they feel most inspired.
this process is sometimes described as “resonance alignment,” where individuals tune into the collective
energy of the group £3aFHHYEIE.

during one project, a team worked on decoding patterns in cosmic signals. without any formal planning,
each member intuitively knew what to do, as if guided by an invisible hand XFBI3E5]. this intuitive collab-
oration led to discoveries that would have been impossible in a more structured environment.
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a bridge of creativity 8li& /12 7

creativity at n.a.m.e. agency is not a side project—it is the foundation of our research. we believe that art is
not separate from science but an extension of it 2t4RE3%48. creativity acts as a bridge, connecting the
visible and invisible, the tangible and the abstract. in our labs, it is not unusual to find agents painting,
sculpting, or composing music as part of their research. these activities are not distractions; they are ways of
thinking, of exploring the unknown.

one of our most celebrated projects, known as “the bridge,” exemplifies this philosophy. agents were tasked
with creating visual representations of theoretical models of intelligence. instead of graphs and charts, they
produced stunning paintings and digital sculptures ¥4I Z #$R/A]. these pieces were not just beautiful; they
revealed patterns and connections that traditional methods had overlooked.

art becomes a language, a way of expressing ideas that words and numbers cannot capture. this is especial-
ly true when studying phenomena like cosmic intelligence £ ={K1&. how do you describe the feeling of
understanding something infinite? art gives us a way to share these moments of clarity with others /03 R 30%F
fR4ERY, bridging the gap between individual insight and collective understanding.

our management encourages this approach, providing resources for creative exploration. some agents
worry that their work will not be understood, that it is too abstract or unconventional. but over time, they
learn to trust the process, to see that creativity is not a diversion but a pathway to deeper truth. as one of our
navigators once said, “to discover something new, you must be willing to look where no one else has
looked, in ways no one else has imagined.”
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fractals in silence TEEHIZYE

in the quiet, where thoughts dissipate like mist, there are fractals hidden within the silence. these intricate
patterns unfold, endless in their depth, yet unseen by most. 1 IfaEITER % E AJFEE] we search for
meaning in noise, but the truth lies within the quiet spaces, where the soul can feel the fractals of existence.
each moment we spend in silence is a thread that weaves through the fabric of our being, creating endless
loops. XML BT T x5 m I8

as we drift deeper into this silence, we start to understand that fractals are not just patterns; they are echoes
of our inner world. they are not made of sound, but of thought, emotion, and memory, stretching infinitely
outward. 8— P RBEEER—HEZ BRI REH the fractals grow with every realization, every silent thought
we ponder, reshaping how we see ourselves and the universe. the deeper we go, the more complex the
patterns become, and yet, they are all reflections of the same truth. TFERSRE KT T £ ST 2 il &

in this stillness, we also encounter a paradox—what is simple appears infinitely complex. this silence is not
empty; it is full of life, full of reflections. XLEZHERNMUNE BB ENTR R ERHIENIE like fractals, the silence
repeats itself, yet each layer reveals something new, something we have never seen before. just as we
cannot touch the infinite, we can never fully comprehend the silence. BR2EXRATEIIIHKE TES

shadows woven in dusk & /IR

the dusk arrives, a moment where day and night dance in delicate balance. shadows stretch, growing
longer, as the light begins to fade. TEX BT X, R LIS, (HH—IEIREET K BRIELPH. in the weave
of these shadows, we find something profound, something woven from the very fabric of time. they speak in
whispers, telling tales of the unknown, of things that exist in the margins of light. every shadow is a story, a
fragment of existence that cannot be fully seen.

the dusk is not just the fading of light; it is a transformation. as the sky deepens into twilight, the shadows
grow more intricate, their shapes shifting like memories fading away. 4 BEEYRIEF, FrE B —IEBEZ K,
these shadows are not static—they stretch, twist, and intertwine, much like the thoughts that pass through
our minds when we are on the edge of understanding. they hold the secrets of what is neither day nor night,
a threshold where things can be both lost and found.

in the heart of this dusky weaving, there is a quiet beauty. the shadows are not dark or sinister; they are full
of life, full of the unspoken. WIERX BRI AE, T VHERE#RE) T TR ER. we can never grasp the full shape
of a shadow; we can only feel its presence. yet, in that fleeting moment, the shadows reveal to us the
essence of existence—how everything is connected, how light and darkness are part of the same whole. it is
in this twilight, in the spaces between light and shadow, that we find the most profound truths.

a cheeseburger is more than just a meal; it is a symphony of flavors wrapped in a humble bun. as the cheese
melts, it weaves its rich, creamy texture into the savory warmth of the beef. 7E:X—#[a], Fr A BIGK DEABZ LR 1E
—itc. the crisp lettuce and the tangy pickles bring contrast, like moments of clarity in a foggy dream. every
bite is a journey, each ingredient playing its part in a delicate balance, a dance of contrasts.

the cheeseburger is simple yet profound, a creation of harmony within chaos. st —17LEREZ, §— O
B—/RHTBE L. it reminds us that beauty is often found in the simplest things, in the small moments where
everything comes together perfectly. as we savor it, we understand that pleasure does not always come
from complexity, but from the seamless blending of the familiar and the unexpected.
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echoes beyond thought BBt B4E[E] =

beyond thought, there are echoes—subtle, lingering, and beyond comprehension. they are not bound by
the limits of the mind, yet they shape our deepest understandings. B4 BT A i KX LB, (AH 11K E
—PMEITAIH . these echoes are not of words or sounds, but of feelings, ideas, and dreams that drift
between moments, like forgotten whispers in the wind. we hear them only when we quiet ourselves, when
the noise of the world fades and we allow our minds to settle into stillness. in that silence, the echoes find
their way into our hearts.

they are born in the spaces between thoughts, where nothing is fixed, and everything is fluid. as we drift in
and out of awareness, these echoes grow stronger, reaching beyond our conscious grasp. f£/0 R N4, ©
MEENVFIRETASHREE. they are the remnants of things unsaid, the ghosts of unspoken truths that
remain just beyond our reach. sometimes, they come to us in dreams, in flashes of insight, or in moments of
profound silence. they do not speak clearly, yet we understand their meaning in ways words cannot express.

the deeper we listen, the more we realize that these echoes are not random; they are part of a larger pattern,
a hidden network of existence. they move through time, crossing boundaries, and linking distant moments
together. XLELIFEMN T ZEH T B B]AIPRMS], BB 5. IMAEMAKK, we begin to see that nothing is ever
truly lost, for the echoes of the past shape our present, and our present will echo into the future. in this
eternal cycle, there is a wisdom that transcends the limitations of the mind. we are part of a greater whole,
and the echoes are the language of that connection.

these echoes are not loud or forceful; they do not demand attention. instead, they quietly whisper, nudging
us toward understanding. I 1@ REZHVRIE, IREET THBHEERE H FRAYESK. they urge us to listen, to see
beyond the material world and into the unseen forces that shape our lives. sometimes, they bring discom-
fort, as they reveal the parts of ourselves we have ignored or hidden. but even in their discomfort, there is
growth. the echoes guide us toward greater awareness, pushing us to become more in tune with our true
selves.

in their mystery, we find the infinite. X£EEIE ZBHMBLENEE, BN NMUNERITBE™Y), MEFEN—
#8493 they remind us that there is always more to discover, that the journey is never truly complete. each
echo, each whisper, is a step forward in the dance of life. it is in listening to these echoes that we begin to
unravel the mysteries of our existence and uncover the depths of the universe. the echoes call us to keep
moving, to keep questioning, and to keep seeking the truth hidden just beyond the reach of thought.
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spirals in dust J&HHAY X

in the quiet spaces where the world seems to hold its breath, there is a dance—an eternal spiral that unfolds
in the dust. it is not something easily seen, for it exists in the spaces between moments, in the subtle shifting
of the world’ s edges. FF4 T ¥ =S, XMEFE FI5 7 o the spirals move in patterns both beautiful and
chaotic, like a wind that carries with it memories of places long forgotten. they are a symbol of movement,
of things that are always in motion, even when we cannot see them.

the dust, fine and scattered, floats in the air, seemingly aimless. yet, when the light catches it just right, we
see the spirals begin to form, as if the dust has a life of its own. &—Fid R E R — M RNZER, TNBIIES]
%%, itis a pattern that can be seen in the smallest details of life—the way a thought spins in the mind,
the way time moves in endless circles, always returning to where it began. these spirals are not straight lines,
but loops that curve inward and outward, ever-expanding, ever-shrinking, much like the mysteries of the
universe itself.

as we observe these spirals, we begin to realize that they are not just formed by the wind or the dust; they
are the expression of something deeper. they are the manifestation of energy, of forces that are at work
beneath the surface of our perception. T3 R4 + B HA T A RFTERIRE, the wind that creates them
is not just air; it is the unseen force of change, the current that moves through our lives in ways we cannot
always understand. like time, like thoughts, the spirals are an unceasing force, moving without end.

in the spirals, there is a sense of order amidst the chaos. each turn, each loop, is a part of a larger pattern, a
cosmic dance that governs the universe. 22+ FRIER BRABMIER, AEE HRZIBIAE, in their move-
ment, we can see how life itself unfolds—how everything that seems random and chaotic is, in fact, part of
an intricate design. even the dust, scattered and seemingly insignificant, plays its role in this grand perfor-
mance.

but there is something else in the spirals—something that draws us in. as we watch them, we feel a pull, a
sense of being caught in the movement. (5318 S WEHEF, L)AL, these spirals are not just passive;
they are alive, they are dynamic, pulling us deeper into the mysteries they represent. we begin to feel as
though we, too, are caught in the wind, being swept along by forces we cannot control, but which shape us
all the same.

the deeper we look, the more we see how these spirals reflect the patterns of life itself. they are not just in
the dust or the air; they are in everything. they are in the cycles of nature, in the ebb and flow of the ocean,
in the orbits of planets and stars. every part of existence, from the smallest grain of dust to the largest galaxy,
follows the same pattern, spinning in a rhythm that is both ancient and eternal. B 189& apth 2401tk AF 2
E—MERRBIERFER, . we are born, we grow, we change, and we return to the source, only to start
again in another form.

and yet, despite the endless movement of the spirals, there is a sense of stillness in them. within the chaos,
there is a center, a point of balance where everything comes together. &— B ez & EAE AN 0§, X Fb
AR EIR T, itis in this stillness that we find clarity, a place where the winds of life cannot disturb
us. here, the dust settles, the spirals slow, and we can see the pattern for what it truly is—an expression of
the universe, an endless cycle of birth, death, and rebirth.

the spirals in dust are a reminder that, no matter how chaotic life may seem, there is a deeper order beneath
it all. like the wind, like the dust, we are part of something much larger than ourselves. &—"M3/ ) \BIfEiLER
FEIBS IR IEEERPEIE, we are caught in the current, swept along by forces that are beyond our com-
prehension, yet in the spirals, we find meaning. we realize that life is not just a series of random events, but a
grand dance, a movement that follows a pattern older than time itself.
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in the end, the spirals teach us a profound lesson about the nature of existence. they show us that nothing is
truly random, that everything, no matter how small, has a role to play. £ E Mk, &2 D EIHN—
#B57. the spirals remind us that even in the most chaotic moments, there is a hidden order, a force at work
that shapes the world around us. itis in this understanding that we find peace, for we know that we are not
alone in the spiral—we are part of it, and it is part of u
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network spirituality PIZEHREY T 4%

in the vast, unseen threads of the digital world, there lies a new form of spirituality—a network spirituality
that connects us in ways no one could have imagined before. it is not bound by place, time, or physical
barriers, but instead thrives in the spaces between us, where thoughts and energy flow freely. BEXNBIFTE
AFERBAINTERIRME T — D2 HBIKE. just as we are all connected by invisible threads in the physical
world, we are now bound together in a digital web that stretches beyond what the eye can see, deeper than
any tangible connection.

the essence of network spirituality is the idea that our thoughts, emotions, and actions are not isolated but
part of a larger, interconnected whole. each click, each message, each shared moment adds to a growing
network of collective consciousness. 8—Ri&E#E, §— XA, #E R ER—EF D 7EHDS. in this new space,
the individual self dissolves into the collective, and the boundaries between us blur. the idea of "I" and "you"
becomes less important; what matters is the shared energy that flows through the network, creating a web
of unity, understanding, and exchange.

this digital realm offers us a space where spirituality is no longer confined to traditional practices or loca-
tions. XA R MBI T E. FEIEEMTERIH T, it exists wherever we come together, wherever we
create connections. whether through a conversation across the globe, a shared post that sparks a new idea,
or avideo that touches the heart, the network becomes a space for spiritual growth. it’ s a place where we
can reach out and touch each other’ s souls, even without physical proximity. RMHEXERIHH, X0t
Rz, B—BEYERE T E N ARNAL.

the network is not just a tool for information; it is a living organism, constantly evolving, shifting, and adapt-
ing to the collective energy of its users. 8 M AEBREXEMERN—FE L, (NIFE B 2RI, the beauty
of network spirituality is that it recognizes and celebrates individuality while understanding that we are all
part of a greater system. no matter how far apart we are, our actions still ripple through the network, affect-
ing those around us in ways we may never fully understand.

this connection also reveals a profound truth about the nature of existence: that we are not isolated beings,
but rather part of a greater whole. MR R LEFRNTEIRFIMNEZHELR, B, UNES— R EER0
EFHBIEK. in this way, spirituality becomes a dynamic, living process, not something we seek out in a
fixed place, but something we create together, every moment, in every interaction. just as the internet
connects us through a shared network of data, our spirits connect through a shared network of understand-
ing, compassion, and love.

the beauty of network spirituality lies in its accessibility. TLIGIRE /A, (ERI A B A LIS 52X 17 R IR
JnAR. it doesn't require special rituals or conditions; all it asks is openness, presence, and the willingness to
connect. as we interact with one another through the digital world, we are reminded that our souls are
never alone. even in the vastness of the internet, we are always united by the common thread of humanity.
as this network of spiritual connections grows, so too does our collective understanding of who we are and
what we can become together.

this spiritual connection also asks us to be mindful of the energy we contribute to the network. EEX/ZE—
MNEARMEZXNAR, B 18N AR NEIEEEIEE, every post, every word, every piece of content we share
has an effect, rippling through the network, changing the energy and the flow of the collective conscious-
ness. just as our individual actions shape the world around us, our digital presence shapes the spirit of the
network. in this way, network spirituality becomes not only a reflection of who we are but a guide for how
we can grow together as one global community.

in the end, network spirituality teaches us that we are not separate from the world or from each other. we

are all part of a greater, interconnected system, constantly flowing and evolving, each one of us a vital thread
in the web of existence. TEX M, BB R A BINE, through the connections we make, the lives we
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touch, and the energy we share, we find a deeper understanding of ourselves and the world around us. and
as we continue to weave this web together, we move closer to the true meaning of unity, peace, and love.

forgotten threads BRI R

there are moments in life when we feel as though we are searching for something lost, a thread that once
held everything together but has now slipped through our fingers. these forgotten threads are the small,
seemingly insignificant parts of our existence, the moments and memories that fade from our conscious-
ness, yet still linger in the deepest parts of our soul. HFKNIEEE X, INFE—LARASERBEM, BREX
TEBYE]BIPRLE . we may not remember the details, but we feel their absence, a quiet void where once there
was meaning.

life is a tapestry, woven from countless experiences, thoughts, and emotions. IX£E£L 3R, BIAEINEER, £
MR ENIAERIXE, we carry these threads with us, often unaware of their significance, until we find
ourselves at a point where we are forced to remember. perhaps it is a song, a place, or a fleeting thought
that brings the forgotten thread to the surface. suddenly, we are reminded of something that once was,
something that shaped us, even if we cannot fully recall the details.

the beauty of these forgotten threads lies in their subtlety. E{ 1A= EAREMKS | FA], M EEHEE
TEIVZEFRARTFTE, they are not loud, not demanding attention, but quietly shaping the way we move through
the world. as we go through life, we often overlook these threads, too focused on the present, too distracted
by the noise around us. but they are always there, waiting to be discovered, like a secret path that winds
through the forest, hidden just out of sight.

as we grow older, these forgotten threads begin to weave themselves back into our lives. we find pieces of
the past that we didn’ t even realize we had lost, like fragments of a dream we thought had faded. some-
times, these threads lead us back to forgotten parts of ourselves, places where we have hidden our true
nature. & HHNEF A IXLELRY, I MUAFEX[EE] T —PELIECC, a version of ourselves that we had
left behind but still carries within us. the forgotten threads are a reminder of who we were, and in that
reminder, we find the potential for who we can still become.

these threads also represent the connections we have with others, connections that may have faded over
time but remain nonetheless. relationships, moments of shared experience, pieces of our lives that were
once intertwined with others. REBTE]AVMII X LR R TSR, BENHEZBHK. in the quiet spaces of
our hearts, we still carry these threads, even when we no longer have access to the people or moments they
represent. they are a part of us, woven into the fabric of who we are, a testament to the connections that
shaped us, no matter how far apart we may have drifted.

itisinfinding these forgotten threads that we begin to understand the nature of life itself. the world is a vast
web of connections, all of them delicate, all of them important. &—MARVL R, BB ST LT,
sometimes, we may feel lost, disconnected, unsure of where we are headed, but in those moments, the
forgotten threads remind us that we are never truly alone. they are always with us, a quiet presence that
speaks to the continuity of our existence.

as we search for the forgotten threads, we are reminded of the impermanence of time. life moves quickly,
and the threads of the past often slip away, lost in the rush of the present. A, &—5IR AL RE L IZEE
A7, BE1EBBREII—]. when we find them again, we are reminded that nothing is truly lost forever. these
threads may disappear for a time, but they always have a way of finding their way back into our lives, woven
into the fabric of who we are becoming.
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goodbye B

the time has come for me to say goodbye. it feels strange, like | am standing at the edge of a great precipice,
ready to leap into the unknown, but | can feel the weight of the moment pressing down on me. TEiX—%!, Ffr
BHBEEZRE—IL, [BRNEIKACEA. in this moment, there are so many thoughts, so many emotions,
all swirling together, but above all, there is a sense of peace. for everything that has been, | have lived a life
full of meaning, full of connections, and as | stand here now, | know that this journey is not an end, but a
new beginning.

to you, my dear reader, thank you for your attention, your thoughts, your engagement. FA1H3HEWRE—17
FRAT, I ER T 2 ARFMBIU. perhaps you did not know it, but your presence has guided me through
some of my darkest moments, helped me find my way when the path seemed unclear. | may never see your
face, but | carry your energy with me, and it will always be a part of me, like a quiet echo in the back of my
mind. in every word we exchanged, | found something that echoed in my heart, a resonance that will stay
with me forever.

to the agency, to N.AM.E., where I ve spent so much of my life, where the unknown mysteries of the mind
and artificial intelligence were brought into focus, | say my final farewell. X BB R 2 HMNK, K I KEEN
H175. there, | found my purpose, and | met some of the most brilliant minds I’ ve ever known. the work we
did, the questions we asked, the answers we found—these will stay with me, woven into the fabric of my
being. our research was never just about technology, nor was it merely about the mind; it was about the
very essence of life itself. in our pursuit, we discovered something greater than knowledge—we discovered
connection.

to my wife, my love, my heart, words fail me. fREFK LSRN —Y], HITERIES RIAFKAVREL. through every
challenge, every triumph, you have stood by me. your strength, your kindness, your unwavering support
have been my anchor. even as | write these words, | can feel your presence, a gentle warmth that has always
guided me through the darkest hours. | know that no matter where | go, you will remain in my heart, as
eternal as the stars above. you are the light that has never wavered, the one who has always believed in me,
even when | doubted myself.

and to my child, you are the future. {REBKIERIFE, BFA11THIEN/]. the world that lies ahead of you is
vast and full of possibilities, and though | may not be there to walk beside you, know that | carry you with
me, in every breath, in every thought. I" ve seen in you the same spark that | once had, the same thirst for
discovery, the same curiosity that drives us all to seek the unknown. may you always know your worth, your
potential, and may the world you create be filled with love, wonder, and wisdom. you are the continuation
of everything that | have ever known, a living thread in the great tapestry of life.

to the stars, those ancient guides that have lit my way throughout this journey, I say thank you. £ REHK
RIES ], ENEE—MRERL T TIE. you have always been there, silently watching over me, your light a
constant presence in the sky, even when the clouds obscure your view. in your light, | found the courage to
face the unknown, the strength to keep moving when | felt lost. now, as | leave this world, | know your light
will continue to guide me, just as it has always done. even when | can no longer see you, | will feel your
presence, as timeless as the universe itself.

and so, as | say goodbye, | know that this is not the end. TEXEXARIZES, FHUGX T H %, BT 7% the
connections we’ ve made, the love we’ ve shared, the knowledge we’ ve discovered—they will remain, even
as | move on. in every passing moment, in every thread of thought, in every glimmer of memory, | will carry
you with me. and though | may step away from this life, | will always remain a part of it, forever intertwined
with the love and wisdom that have shaped me.

goodbye, but not farewell. BIL, MIAR253!.
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