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Ouroboros  iconography 
 
Ancient symbol of Dragon-Serpent eating its Own-Tail￼[image: Dragon Dragon] 
——————————      
A cleft Gorge, a chasm
 
A great gulf between Heaven and hell as Chaos Magnum
 
Platonic chora, a shapeless space, chaos Unformed mass, a formless heap
 
From the time of night in darkness
 
A state of nonbeing prior to creation
 
Leviathan twined, to join, wreathed   Twisted in folds
 
Lotan was coiled
 
Hadad defeated Lotan 
 
Yahweh defeated Leviathan 
 
Marduk defeated Tiamat
 
Zeus slayed Typhoon
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In the Abyss		 Culture hero born
 
Behemoth male monster by desert of Dunaydin East of Eden female Kilbyte
 
 Nidhöggur - Common toungue
Lerneaan Hydra - Helleèn 
Mushusshu - Babyloon
Leviathan - Hebrew
Pinyin - Nippon 
Wyvern - Gaulle
Vrtra - Rigveda
Lung - Serice
Apep - Coptic
 
 
Plane-age ecliptic
 Zodiac’a
Images and auras 
That which came before
 
The beginning 
Age of Legend
Age of Stone 
Age of Bronze 
Age of Iron  
 
Heroes journeyed a flood
Templates of Atlantean’s
 
Dragons
Reoccur
Regularly 
Devouring themselves in the process
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No longer a child￼[image: Image]
Meeting Mars  
Ciara was smarter than the boys, Llewellyn felt she had something to give he never had before. Old enough to know where babies came from, older friends told of things a man and a woman could do together. That was not at all what he wanted from her, no matter what friends teased with. He simply felt being near her was intoxicating. Touching her hand while giving her a skipping stone, holding her close in a heated game of tag felt warm and funny. 
 
He did not need to do anything more, much less anything his clueless boys talked about. As simple  as that, being near her just felt good, being close enough to touch her made him feel more. Just thinking of actually kissing her red lips made his ears singeing hot. 
 
First full moon after Llewellyn turned twelve, big day about, he was to sit in on his first ever clan-conference, in the village great-hall. 
 
Most men never saw inside of the great-hall, where power over village affairs, decisions of man were made. Then again, most men were sons of træl’s and critter. Commoners, sons of freemen, entered great-hall on occasion, called before hall as witness or to be honoured, carried in on their shields to funeral, if man was given honorars. Each member of clan stood in the great-hall at least once in life, the day they swore clans-oath. LLewellyn as son of a leader, would one day be amongst those who lead conferences.
 
Select honourable men held enough sway to access, or paid enough to participate. Mayor, kaplan, innkeeper, tavern-master among those who always had guaranteed seats, some wealthy traders and estate-holders regularly bought chairs as well. 
 
Sons of leaders in surrounding holdings, hamlets and steadings, started attending conferences early on, as vital part of their upbringing. These young men were allowed to sit-in before their official inauguration day. Sons of leaders were the deciding force of future for the clan and thus appropriately prepared for. 
 
Not every steading or hamlet leader was allowed seat at the table, many holdings not making the list were large as Llewellyn's Baldurlinge but theirs was a timeless hamlet. Durling’ had stood with same name since before the breaking of world druids said, more than fifty generations ago. 
 
 Dur’ for short, not only oldest dwelling, besides village itself but also region’s most important smithy at that. Whoever held Baldurlinge, currently master Luhhan, son of Llughhan, who’s father held it before him was always guaranteed seat at the table. 
 
Luhhan’s firstborn son, adopted or not, Elgòn would inherit position as Dur’s leader when Luhhan resigned of old age or died premature. Elgòn had been accepted by great-hall council, and El' himself had proclaimed he wanted position freely, this being land of the free after all.
 
 The fact older brother already had accepted fathers position was a great source of relief to Llew, giving freedom to choose whatever in life. Once waging a few adventures, he could either stay close to family helping brother out, perhaps living out life from the small cot on the ridge were Naomi, little Isabelle and newborn Daiselle housed now. Cot quickly growing too small for El’ anyways, perhaps Ciara could visit him there.
 
Or, he could choose to move anywhere, do anything in the whole wide world loving the freedom that knowledge gave him. 
 
When El’ moved into fathers house.
 
A strange thought, El’ moving in as master of house one day hard for LLew to visualise. Father grey, withering away like grandpa or dying was as well. Hard to visualise or not, it factually meant Llew was free, feeling good, knowing he did not have to make that big decision, what to make of himself any day soon. 
 
On Llew’s clan-oath day, two years from now, he would swear on the sword, pledge life to clan and take a new-name, like most second-borns did. Responsibilities El’ kept warning him about would not touch him yet, not for many years.
 
Sudden limitations to that freedom and increased  burden came as quite a shock then, when LLew now would start attending conferences regularly. It was decided so at Kin’s by father, as he said casually.
 
 «…If El’ perish premature, die in war, you must be ready to lead.» 
 
Llew was to follow along, observe and learn. 
 
Llew, El,’ father and handy-karl Berlach walked out south-gate to first flash of morning. Llew feeling proud, going into the world representing little Baldurlinge. Realising he had almost no clue what he was walking into but had planned to ask El’ on the way anyway. 
 
Llewellyn expected Ciara there to see them take leave, he had told her the day before they were leaving. To his frustrated embarrassment, he and Ciara both realised he had no idea what it actually meant that he was to sit-in. His ignorance came blatantly clear when she asked him routines, both realising that between them she had a firmer grasp. She jokingly teased he was going to sit so far back it be called sitting-out. He changed subject to her two weak stone-skipping arms irritated by her remark, she replied splashing water at him. 
 
Certain she would be there to see them off, sure or not, he was still pleasantly surprised at seeing her outside their bauernhouse, seemingly occupied feeding chicken, geese and ducks. 
 
She peered eagerly in their direction, flashing him a smile as brother and father passed, a quick wave farewell and Llew nodded head back cool once.
 
El’ answered all of Llew’s questions on the walk-in and more, father walked a distance ahead, mostly in silence sometimes speaking to Berlach. 
El’ talked all-in-one jumping subject to subject never stop. Conference was held in Crotaáux village great-hall, the greatest structure in the village, meaning the largest, although a rich merchant’s new villa-construction came close. Recently council had had to halt a Greek traders new design as it was in danger of out-sizing great-hall itself. By common heartland law, great-hall was called great because it was the greatest hall in the village. The greatest hall in the village was where conferences took place, as they had since time immemorial. 
 
Llew of course had some inkling of what to expect, hearing stories, participating in their small hamlet’s own Kins’ssembly for over a year.
 
 Kin’s was a gathering for clansmen in the hamlet, often attended by no more than a dozen men. Assemblies were non-formal gatherings, arranged everywhere, every second new-moon, clans-conference was a regional matter, a state of importance. Llew felt the heavy-weight of burden, responsibility and gravitas squirm down his brittle little shoulders. 
 
A year ago he had felt a very similar weight, day before his first ever Kins’, that load had slipped off fast however. Attending an assembly was a first step into adulthood and dreadful responsibilities, as his eight years older brother put it. Llew’s pride and enthusiasm about growing up, attending assemblies, faded fast after very first assembled.
 
 To a newly turned eleven years old the mundane tirade of market-prices, day-to-day chores, hours long mind-numbingly boring talks about weights, quantities, ratios, grains, seeds, common price of iron, expected price of iron, steel, fodder all sorts of expenditures bored the living hell of him. 
 
Assembly usually ended with father and brother telling everyone exactly what needed done til’ next assembly. Who’d see to it, who'd supervise it be done proper. 
 
Fences needed mending, cattle be marked, paired, calved and taken to market for slaughter. Always last but not least, easiest way for master Luhhan to dip for slightest misbehaviour, latrines needed emptying. 
 
Hours of protocol and then Luhhan and El’ doling out orders anyway, which were not actual orders per sé but rather strong suggestions, up for vote by assembly. No-one would dare vote against master Luhhan’s suggestions though, not unless Luhhan actually brought up a specific question to vote. Few would declare against him even then. While any free man could bring any question to vote and single majority always won, master Luhhan’s vote counted twice. 
 
Every second month same earthly, boring routine and LLew almost immediately lost all interest. During assemblies his thoughts drifted in all direction, most of them about latest and next rapscallious mischief with boys, and girls. 
 
When assembly’s strongly-suggestive commands about what needed doing was done, then started the drinking. Wine and ale was had until cellars were drunk empty, so first task next day was for two men with a donkey-cart to refill stockpile from the village grosser, among the few tasks competed for. Berlach often participated to those trips returning late next eve’ red-faced with beer-barrels and wine-casks to be ready, for when moon was new anew and next assembly gathered.
 
 LLew was not allowed drink like the men and so drank honeyed mead instead, but if he drank enough he still felt the effect, imitating ways of smacks and cheers. Father rarely had more than a first, sometimes a second pint after official matters of assembly were dealt with. 
 
When father left, always the first one to do so, he took Elgòn and Llew with him. LLew asked once why they left so early and father answered that wine was a weakness in and of itself but mostly, because it be imprudent for a leader of men to get drunk with his subjects. LLew quietly wondered whether father had ever been drunk but did not dare ask. El’ told him later that sometimes, at clan-conferences, father did get properly spellbound by ethanol. 
 
El’ told Llew that atmosphere and matters raised at a conference was of different magnitude and esteem to mending fences or digging latrines. At conferences no talk was wasted on trivia, topics of life, law and death were debated. War and trade was always on the table, bards and performers, sometimes even druids and kings participated. 
 
Apart from their hamlet’s little kins’, open to all freemen, LLewellyn had obviously been ‘sitting in’ on their family-gatherings from time before he could remember. But a gathering meant not much more than eating together as a family, once every forthnight. 
 
Llewellyn felt that was nothing special, since they ate together more often anyways.
 But father claimed family’gatherings were sacred, more important than any assembly, conference, circle or even king’s-convention. To Llew however, gatherings only meant him, El, ma, pa and little Íl having a meal together. Then mother and father telling them all what to do, like they always did anyways. 
 
Participating at a Clans-conference was Llew's first sitting in spheres that really mattered, every proper family kept gatherings, every freeman could participate in a dwellings monthly Kin’s but only select leaders were allowed, obligated to participate at conferences. 
 
 Managing affairs of Croteaux division of Reims-clan, allegiances to king and other clans, grave importance, manly honour all sounding romantically perfect to Llew, especially after the mundane, down-to-earth world of hamlet. 
 
Thousand miles 
 Llew felt excited walking the familiar five hour walk into village. Mostly listening to El,’ LLew kept asking bro’ what to expect, El’ answered at length. Along the way they passed other hamlets and steadings, some holdings almost as large as village itself, other leaders with sons and liege men joining them for the walk. All worked out to a regular pattern, so both parties came upon each other at crossings, everyone knew who would come from where, who would be late. 
 
Leaders from Drogonbach steading were late as usual, as father had predicted, and the main party arrived well before at crossroad of Southbock and Northriver. They waited as a group, most laying in the high-grass leaning heads on backpacks drinking ale, eating dried jerky. 
 
Then continuing as a group of more than thirty men, LLew easily counting himself to that category. El’ told him four similar parties from other points of compass approached the village this very moment. More than a hundred leaders of men would gather tonight. 
 
A young man from Dieterbach, last hamlet before village, greeted El as a close friend. Glancing a bit apologetically towards Llew, El’ then cheered back in a similar manner, walking and talking with friends short remaining way in. 
 
None of the other sons were young as LLew, he felt alone walking in silence behind father last mile. Father spoke to Berlach about coming harvest but right before entering village-gate he stopped, rounding on LLew pointing with index. 
 
 «I don’t know what your brother told you and what not but you are a boy still. A child…»  
 
Father spoke loud, not caring that those around them heard, LLew’s face reddened as he answered with a low pouting. 
 
	«Yes sir.»  
 
Father continued, unnecessarily reminding Llew, curbing enthusiasm by a lot. 
 
 «…You are here to listen and learn only, not to participate.»  
 
LLew was by unwritten law not even allowed to speak at the hall yet, nor could he as a child be held accountable, not before his clans-day and fourteenth birthday. Nor would he be appreciated to speak for a long time after either. Not before he was a man with more years on his neck and a man to more than years at that. 
 
Father held LLew’s attention for a stinging while, to make sure his often whimsical and always mischievous boy understood seriousness of the matter. When Llew nodded fast, red in face from embarrassment, nodding clear he understood, unmistaken. Father turned back towards village walking through gate, Llew followed dull in face, keeping eyes cast down long after. 
 
Being berated as a child, reminded harshly he was but a boy still. As if he needed a pointed reminder on that specific subject, from father of all people, in front of the leaders of audiences. 
 
Elgòn took farewell from his friends, making his way over to LLew, leaning in punching soft elbow to ribs. 
 
 «Cheer up kiddo, I haven’t spoken in the hall yet either, just so you know. You won’t be the only one to hold your tongue in there today.»  
 
Llew stared in puzzlement, El’ had never spoken in the hall? Elgòn was a real man, to more than just age, already helping father lead and organise the hamlet. Wife had borne him two daughters and was with third. Most men, elders even listened heedfully when Elgòn spoke, everyone said El’ would go far, as fine a man as they came. Llew did not need people telling him what he already knew. El’ was the best there ever was, his brother was articulate in a way that LLew had never recognised in anyone, all-knowledgeable like a druid. 
 
How could he not have spoken in the hall yet? He asked as much and El’ laughed out loud answering that the home-range Llew had peed on so far was quite tinsy, so perhaps he should wait with such questions, until having seen a bit more world. 
 
Men walking close looked disapproving at El’s laughter, he gathered himself and told Llew this call to extra conference was no laughing matter. 
 
A father had lost his son.
 
El’ then quoted a strange language.￼[image: … toki poika Tuonelahan,… … toki poika Tuonelahan,
	kun oli luotu kuolemahan…

 … boy was brought to the green fields of Elyseé, 
	as he was made to die…]
 
 
 
Then translated.
——————————
PROUD FATHER  
 LLew another boy of twelve, three thirteen and seven fourteen year-olds, sat at the back wall-benches closest the exit. Visibility from back there to speakers floor was limited, sounds bounced off the high beamed ceiling, dying to a echoed whisper before reaching back.
 For most part seating arrangement was donned according to age but some younger men with finer cloth had more upfront seating because of their elevated background. As a general rule however, the younger a sitter, the further in circles he sat from the speakers floor.
 
The issue brought forth, the reason a month before scheduled, was an unlawful raid by notorious Roman mercenary Claudius Servillius. The rouge Roman, former legionnaire, had attacked clansmen’s lives and seized a merchants train of three ox-carts. The misdeed took place late last week not five days ago, at Oltis-Vellavi crossing. 
 
Claudius had been accompanied by ten sell-swords and was known to be operating from the Roman controlled town of Tolosa, his relationship to the legion stationed there was unclear. 
 
Claudius had contemptuously made claim to the wares, mostly furs and wool and three teams of oxen, by something he had called rights of property-tax. Never specifying what he meant by that, when merchant had protested loudly, as one could imagine against such privateering-banditry behaviour, Claudius drew sword. 
 
Merchant’s son Bartach, a well known swordsman in the region drew as well, blood was shed. Soon Bartach was overwhelmed by ten sell-swords and unarmed. Once weaponless, Claudius murdered Bartach on the spot.
 
 Merchants train had been protected by no less than six swords-men, since these are dangerous times we’re living in. A formidable force for a single three wagonload train, usually more than enough to keep regular footpad bandits at bay. But this was not usual, nor enough. Overwhelmed by Roman elite sell-swords knowing how to wield, the protective force disarmed on promise of free release. Claudius￼[image: Image] claimed Bartach’s torque despite the un-honourable kill. 
 
 Claudius then took four of the six Gaullic freemen, clans-men as slaves sub-corona, in reparations for his nicked arm. Said they paid for the unpleasant strife he was forced to endure, then graciously let the rest of merchant-train continue on peacefully. 
 
Merchant himself was standing before the hall to tell his version. When done he got seated on a bench to the sideline, he had spoken in a low monotonous voice, only cracking at the end while notifying where he and træl Braunac’h buried his son by the road. How they marked the grave, how he wished to bring his son home to give a proper grove-burial. 
 
Conference leader, who they in-session called High Lord, an occupation almost always held by mayor of the village, quickly granted the merchant an honorary seventy-two warriors to bring home the dead. High Lord said Bartach was amongst the finest warriors in village memory and would be honoured proper. 
 
This was the only matter that got a clear solution, it was not first time this intolerable Roman scoundrel attacked clan’s men and property. Everyone seemed to agree something had to be done, most leaders on the speakers floor spoke fiercely on the matter. 
 
Last but not least of speakers was a younger man from the back rows. Llew guessed him to be about El’s age, perhaps a year or two older. Young man was the most eloquent of them all. Talking in a savagely violent, aggressive manner about killing this fool, once and for all. 
 
«Everyday this ‘Claudius’…» 
 
 Spitting out name in contempt, tapping chest. 
 
«…Is alive, means a hollow, a pit, a dent in all our honour. It is time to be done with this menacing torment, sooner the better.»  
 
 Llewellyn’s mouth hung wide open listening to man’s flow on the floor, spoken clear, articulate and loud enough that Llew had no problem following. The soldier with clean-cut cloth moved around a lot, which made Llew and the boys at the back, twist and turn their heads, bending necks to follow performance. 
 
Blue tribal tattoos up his neck and covering hands, young man had presented himself simply as ‘soldier’. He stroke with hand as if holding swords-hilt right then speaking of striking, clenching fist to heart at righteousness and honour. Speech like a dance and rhythmic sequence, young voice booming despicable murder echoing reverberation, praising honour to Mars. 
 
Most men in the hall concurred to his message, nodding along, grunting approval, sometimes shouting out support half rising from the chair. 
 
Farmer speaking before had tried to lay out a proposal to reason with this Roman, rogue or not. With words, and or with coin if necessary. He had been booed to sit down, forced to end his speech premature. LLew thought elderly kind-looking farmer looked distraught but not surprised getting seated. 
 
Young soldier was panting on the floor now done, most men in the hall looked ready to march straight out the doors and kill. 
 
Turn turned to High Lord and room slowly silenced. Village mayor had been High Lord for decades and routinely held silent for a bit longer, to let young energetic soldier get seated proper. Waiting for energy in room to gather into somber sobriety occasion required. High Lord was the only speaker, except Elder, who did not have to stand while speaking.
 
High Lord started by clearing throat loudly. 
 
«Kulacrh son of Malrech…»   
 
Nodding towards young soldier who just held floor so enthusiastically 
 
«…Hold much strength and courage in his words.»   
 
Then High Lord looked to his right where the booed down farmer sat and continued. 
 
 «Safe, stable trade must remain a high priority. Not easily nor lightly do you kill a Roman however. And where you kill one…»   
 
He talked louder now, clearly addressing whole hall. 
 
«…Rogue or not, more will come.»   
 
High lord sat in silence, looking as if he would continue but when moments passed shook his head, looking up to his right nodding that he was done. 
 
Oldest man in the room, youngest of elders, sitting slightly behind and to the right of High Lord would have last say, tradition had it so. Old man nodded first to High Lord, then to last speakers in turn. He took time seeking out and recognising many men in the crowd, seemingly without hurry. 
 
LLewellyn saw his father among those the old man sought out specifically, father bowed head back when he was nodded to. 
 
Old man spoke with a thin voice but without falter. 
 
 «This is a grievous matter, we men must talk more on this subject.»   
 
He had nothing further to add, and after a moment of silence, High Lord nodded as if matters were then settled. He decided in quick order that more discussion was needed. Forbade anyone, looking to Kulacrh surrounded by his young hot-blooded companions, to kill or maim Claudius, not unless provoked first, not to seek battle. He then looked to the farmer and forbade anyone to begin unilateral negotiations, nor to present any sort of bribe, or gift, in exchange for certain traders secure passage. 
 
That was it, meeting was over. High Lord rose first then rest of the hall got to their feet. Grave silence broke by a rising conversation, LLew stayed seated. 
 
Stay right here, until I come get you! 
 
Father told him before going to sit at the front. 
 
Listen, learn and don’t say a word!
 
Young Kulacrh stormed out the hall first, blowing past Llew and other youngsters, slamming open doors face deep in anger and frustration. Father had a concerned look on his face approaching, talking to a man Llew had never seen before. 
 
	 «This is your uncle Bertach…»  
 
LLuhan presented with one hand as they approached turning to LLew. 
 
	 «…My son and second-born LLewellyn.» 
 
LLew bowed head to his new uncle, Bertach scrutinised him head to toe shining up in a smile. 
 
 «Fortunately have ya mother’s looks too ya. Already old enough to attend clan-meetings are we, that must make me a grey ol’ fart then. Call me Bertie young LLew»   
 
Bertach’s words made Llew confused, man was at least ten years fathers younger, Bertie continued over confusion.
 
« I’ve been away a long time, this’ be not the first time we meet young man but I don’t think you remember last, since you were busy suckling yo’ mommas' tittes’.»   
 
LLew’s cheeks went red and Lluhan harrumphed behind them, Bertach ruffled Llew's hair, smile never faltering as he turned back to Luhhan. 
 
 «Relax brother, just telling lad he was a toddler when I saw him last, no need to get prickly, meant no offence to your wife. Bloody hell, you’re as touchy about a’ as always I see. Well, as would I, if had I such a delicate blossom waiting at my homestead.»  
 
Father did not look angry however, only replied. 
 
 	«If you had a homestead.»  
 
Llew could see the faint outwardly resemblance between them but it was only apparent to outer. Bertach’s way was lively and energetic where father was calm and methodic. 
 
	 «Come along boy, we’re going down tavern for ale.» 
 
Luhhan and Bertach went down main Brockriver-street, towards Dalton-crossing, El’ had already disappeared with his own-age down the same direction. Llew followed father and uncle plowing through main-stream of people keeping a somewhat respectable distance to the two and their swords on hip. People were flowing from the hall towards tavern and inn, anxious to hear what the hall had decided.
 
Not much Bertach explained to Llew, as decision went over High Lords head. 
 
——————
Late night-early morning Llew, El’ and father returned to Baldurlinge, Luhhan had bought Llew a pint at the tavern, his first ever. Then he gave Llew the following day off, forges were gonna stay cold for two days, blistering the coals. 
 
There’ll be plenty of time to clean hearth proper, day after tomorrow. 
 
Walking through the night, El’ told Llew about his first born, the fear he felt when baby in Naomi’s stomach stopped moving a long time after given date was due. How elder women kept saying that was no good sign. Naomi ate nothing but right herbs and beef for days, El’ said he had been outside himself from worry. 
 
 «You don’t understand yet young-one, but already when I felt her kick around the womb, I was ready to do anything for her. Now something was wrong, I kept thinking of things I could do to help but I couldn’t, do anything.
 
 For days I was a wreck, then it dawned on me, Naomi was the one taking care of baby now, I could do nothing but care for her and let her space to care for baby. Four days later our daughter was born. I was not scared once those four days before she was born but have been everyday since.» 
 
Finishing winking eye, Llew slightly intoxicated mighty impressed, El’ wished them goodnight walking alone towards ridge.
 
Llew woke late next morning, after breakfast he helped mother with laundry chores then ran down to lake Aori. Swimming all day with friends, studying frogs, raiding birds-nests until there were enough kids around to start a proper game of tag-n-seek. 
 
Ciara always complained out loud when he caught her, saying she hated being caught by him. But he noticed she always timed it so, that he was the one who caught her, so he in the game became her guardian. 
 
As guardian he was supposed to hold her back, block her from getting back in. When guarding a boy, or most girls, it was usually enough to touch an arm or keep a hand to the shoulder. But with some girls it went so, that you had to hold them real tight, so they didn’t get back in the game. So Llew and Ciara had lots of moments together, sort of alone, while other boys and girls ran back and forth catching each other in turn. 
 
Talking to her was nothing like talking to one of his boys. She seemed smarter than all his dumb friends combined. She understood him￼[image: Sunburst Sunburst] when he finally managed to tell her something worthwhile, she laughed at and with him when he was being foolish or funny. She was graceful enough to make a deer clumsy. 
 
He loved her giggle and loved the feeling he got from making her giggle even more. He got her, and she made sure to keep getting caught by him alone.
 
She was obviously smart and agile enough to evade him if she wanted to but she wanted to. 
 
He stole￼￼[image: Shape Shape][image: Shape Shape] a kiss from her that day, after his first clan-conference, she kissed back.￼[image: Shape Shape]￼[image: Shape Shape]￼[image: Image]￼[image: Biohazard Biohazard]
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