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INTRODUCTION

Why write a divorce diary?

I knew I’d be going through a massive lifestyle change, so why not write about it? The idea didn’t just pop into my head either. I actually began writing this on day four of the split. So much had happened in that short time that I knew if I didn’t start I’d be missing out on an opportunity while it was still fresh in my head. It sounded easy initially. Just take half hour a day to write about what I was doing and feeling.

All I wanted was to record my journey, but I got so much more than that. Good and bad. So, for those who don’t know me, or you found this book in a charity shop among the dusties, let me tell you a little bit about myself. I was married for seventeen years, I have one teenage boy, and I’ve worked in the corporate security industry in London Town for the past two decades. That sums up my life in one sentence.

But let’s add some meat to those bones – what makes me tick. My main passions are basketball, hip hop, video games, comedy, and writing. (Some might say that I’m a struggling writer, but that’s not the truth. It’s everyone else that’s struggling).

‘That’s not a lot of meat, skinny boy,’ I hear you say. Okay then. I’m white, mid-forties, and my hair line is abandoning me at a rapid rate. That’s all you’re getting.

Hopefully, this diary will make you laugh. I’m fully aware that divorce isn’t top comedy material, but some of the things  I observed along the way will make up for any sadness.

There are also some rules to the Diary – privacy being  one – and I have used nicknames for all the people mentioned. (Mighty Mouse and Barry White are descriptive enough to give you a rough idea of what they look like.) I’ve also omitted which security companies I worked for. Due to the subject matter, I felt it was important to show respect and to be professional.

But also on the flip side, I wanted the Diary to be authentic and truthful, so sometimes it was necessary to walk that tightrope.

So, buckle up, hold on tight, and enjoy a fast ride.

A Singleton

			
 

 

		 

THE LIGHT PART

			


THE BREAK-UP

Sunday, 14th July, 2024

I’d been working all day, I was tired, and all I wanted was to get some food down me, shave, and go to bed so I could finish off this round of shifts. At 22:00, I said I was done; the Wife stayed up watching the news. Five minutes later, she says  she’s also going to bed as the news was repeating itself. The main story was Donald Trump surviving being slotted, and anything to do with The Donald would send her into a tirade  as she hated the guy.

We lay in bed, and I waited for the words to flow.

‘Have you used the spray?’ she said.

The spray in question was this bullshit product she’d bought from Boots that was supposed to help with snoring.  I hadn’t even used it, but I knew it was shit. It was a three quid over-the-counter-type spray. If the spray was any good, then I’m sure they would charge more than that for this so-called miracle cure.

Leading up to this moment, I’d sprayed it up the wall, on the floor, anywhere but my mouth.

‘It’s rubbish, it doesn’t work,’ I replied.

What followed next was The Wife getting louder, with me equally as loud, fighting my corner. I eventually gave in and picked up the bottle, spraying it four times into my mouth. It was minty.

But the problem was she hadn’t seen me do it, so she called me a liar.

‘Whatever. I did, so just accept it,” I said, turning over  to sleep.


She then uttered the words that would change my life forever. ‘You need to get a new wife if you don’t listen to me.’

I didn’t say anything at this point. There was no need. So much had happened between us that this was just another occurrence. I slept soundly.

Monday, 15th July, 2024

Up at 05:10 to go to work. I didn’t give The Wife a kiss before I left; I couldn’t be bothered. I didn’t think much about what she’d said the night before, but I knew we had to talk. Get a new wife? Fuck that. I’m never going through this shit again.

By the time I got home, they’d both left: The Boy to Scouts, The Wife to the gym. But there’d been a mix-up, and there was no Scouts on that night, so I picked up The Boy and took him to McDonalds, which was our little ritual.

Later that evening, once we were all home, I knew it was time to talk. The Wife walked in with a smile on her face. She wanted to make up. Oh shit. How did this happen? She could tell from my face that something was wrong. We had a long talk about how we felt. I don’t think she got the full scale of what she’d done by pushing me away and nagging the shit out of me.

We agreed to split, but to leave telling The Boy until the right time. We’d still go on the family holiday to Menorca, then afterwards we would part ways. And that was it, my freedom sealed. A clean split.

Tuesday, 16th July, 2024

I woke to a feeling I’ve never felt in my life. Never having split from somebody after twenty years, this was all new to me. But I felt cleansed, like an ocean of clear water had engulfed me, leaving me with a tingling sensation of clarity. The Wife was okay. On the outside, you wouldn’t know we’d split.

‘What should I do with the rings?’ she asked, meaning her wedding rings.

‘We’ve split, don’t wear them,’ I said, pointing to my bare finger.

I hadn’t worn mine in over two weeks. I had taken it off when I went for a shower one day, and it never went back on. At the time, I had been pissed at her for something, and I remember thinking that I wouldn’t wear it again until we resolved the issue.

We kissed goodbye as she left for work, then The Boy  left for school. Now alone, I pottered about for a bit, doing washing, emptying the dishwasher type stuff. I was over the moon. I also found the picture she had taken of me naked in Australia. She had never asked to take it, and I feel that if it had been the other way around, I would be called a wanker for keeping it.

I sat in Costa Coffee as a free man, and it felt great. Even the biscuits tasted better. But my mind was a mess. I hadn’t stopped thinking things over since the previous evening. Then something struck me so hard I began to feel overwhelmed by it all. It started in Costa, but I had to suppress everything until  I got home. I needed to be at home to fix this. I needed to let things out. I had this image in my mind’s eye of all three of us sitting down, with The Boy being told that we were splitting up. Even the thought triggered emotions that blew me away. To imagine his face crumble was heartbreaking – and this was me just thinking about it.

As soon as I got home, I knew what had to be done. I broke down and cried like a baby. Big sobs I had no control over. It lasted ten minutes, but I knew it would help cleanse me. Then I spent the rest of the afternoon in a miserable state, mulling things over in my head.

I was dreading The Wife coming home. What would we talk about? Would it be weird? It was okay. We cuddled before she went to bed, and I stayed up watching TV. It went better than I thought. I started to binge-watch all the stuff saved on the Sky box.

Wednesday, 17th July, 2024

The sadness from the previous day has gone, replaced by anger of all things. I hated the way she made me feel. The constant nagging had taken its toll, and she had done this to push me away so I would leave. I’m glad I stayed the extra years, though. It’s the difference between The Boy being eight or twelve, so to me it was a no-brainer.

I also know that I can’t stay here. If there wasn’t a holiday coming, I’d be gone. I looked at the calendar, and the 10th or 17th of August seemed the best dates. I still had an issue with The Boy not knowing. I knew it was going to hurt, but it had  to be done.

I went into the loft and sorted things so that they would be easier to grab when it was time to go, but without alerting that anyone was leaving. I didn’t talk to The Wife about dates to move out just yet. Give it a few more days. The Boy knowing was more important.

But I knew I couldn’t go on holiday pretending we were a happy family, then come home to say goodbye.

Thursday, 18th July, 2024

There was no chat between me and The Wife today. It’s strange seeing her as just another person. The veil’s come down, and it’s like I’m getting to know her all over again.


Friday, 19th July, 2024

Scorcher today. Thirty degrees. Had a cold shower and went to see Steve. We talked about the separation and Trigger’s brain operation.* He told me he was setting up a small business selling chilly jam, and asked if I could doctor a picture of a scorpion with a pepper. I told him about Microsoft Copilot and forgot about it.

Things seemed easier with The Wife today, so I brought up about telling The Boy. At first she was hesitant, then I explained that it wouldn’t be nice telling him straight after we got home from holiday. In the end we talked about everything. My idea of keeping things as they were until the lease on the flat ran out seemed to work, and when the lease expires we’ll come up with a new strategy.

We talked about how I could still be a part of his life, even though I’ll be living at my dad’s. This mainly involved chores around the house, but I remember thinking as she was talking that she was out of her damn mind. She wanted me to move out but still do most of the things I did when I was living there. I don’t think it has really sunk in for her yet. She feels clingy, and I am wary that this could lead us down the wrong path when all the nicety goes away.

I am having huge reservations about this now: I fear trouble ahead.

*Trigger had a tumour on his brain that was pushing against his skull. This was diagnosed when someone pushed him over when he came out of the pub one night. That’s what he said, but I think he collapsed.

Saturday, 20th July, 2024

Not much talk today with The Wife. She did accuse me of throwaway comments, though. She also says she wants to keep my last name. I think that’s nice. She said all her documents were in that name, so why change it?

Sunday, 21st July, 2024

It’s strange writing these entries during night shifts. Most of the day I’m asleep, and then when I’m awake it’s at work where I sit and watch films.

This week’s been mental. England lost the Euros again, Trump had his ear blown off, we had the IT crisis, and  Jay Slater* was found dead in Tenerife where they started the search.

*Jay Slater was a young lad who disappeared whilst on a lads’ holiday. Later it was discovered that he fell down a cliff.

Monday, 22nd July, 2024

As I write this, I feel pissed off. It must be the split with The Wife and also telling The Boy.

PLEASE NOTE, I LOST A THOUSAND WORDS DUE TO HAVING TWO VERSIONS OF THE SAME DOCUMENT OPEN, AND WHEN I WENT TO SAVE,  I LOST THE FUCKING LOT.

Tuesday, 23rd July, 2024

Got up, went to work, went home. Maybe in time I will add to this, but the way I feel at the moment, I wouldn’t bet on it. A thousand words is a lot to lose.

Wednesday, 24th July, 2024

The Boy was okay with our decision. He was shocked at the beginning, but he did say that some of his friends’ parents had separated, so that’s made it a bit easier. I told The Boy we were splitting, like I was Tony Soprano. I had to use Tony as that’s the only way I knew I could keep cool about the whole thing. There’s a scene in ‘The Sopranos’ where Adriana had been whacked and Chris Moltisanti is crying. Tony comes in showing support, kisses him on the cheek, then utters the words, ‘But you gotta get over it.’

It always struck me how cold those words were. It’s a way  of saying that I understand, but don’t let it fuck you up. Did  I manage to pull it off? Of course I did. And I will use Tony in the future to get me through tough times.

Thursday, 25th July, 2024

Had a dentist’s appointment at 09:00. There’s a crack in my tooth and I wanted to see if he could do anything before I left for Menorca. I decided to leave it. I’m glad that The Boy knows now. I had a word with him, trying to simplify things.  I said that in four or five years’ time, he could move out on his own anyway. I think it helped.

The Wife went to the gym; me and The Boy went to Jujitsu. We walked into the sports hall and it was deathly silent. The divider curtains blocked our view, so we couldn’t know what was going on until we peeked our heads around the corner. Oh dear. There were three people in the earlier class.

It happened simultaneously between father and son. We both felt it and knew that we had to act. If we didn’t move, it would become obvious. One of the trainers turned his head and saw us, but I wasn’t bothered. He wasn’t the head guy.

‘There’s no-one here,’ The Boy said, talking through his teeth.

I had to agree. As much as I would’ve loved to see him fight on his own in the middle of the court, I felt his pain. When I was a child, I remember being forced to join in with the other kids but I could never be arsed. I wanted to join in, but it had to be on my terms. One summer day in the park, when I was playing on the swings and running about, Mum tried to coax me to go play, but I had the right hump. I could see in her face that I was embarrassing her in front of the other mums. I must have only been about five, but I didn’t like her expression. Nobody wants the difficult kid.

As I played, I saw that she had shuffled her bum towards the other mums to talk. Probably went something like this.

‘He doesn’t mix well, does he?” says mum number one.

‘No, he’s fine normally. He said he was feeling poorly,’ my mum would try to explain for the hundredth time in my life.

Back at the Jujitsu, we looked at each other and both knew. Then we turned on a dime and bolted out of that place at high speed. We did cross paths with another family that had just arrived, but we acted like The Boy had to go to the toilet and left. I dropped him off then went out into the night.

I wanted to pop around to see Shirley* to say goodbye. I always liked her when we lived next door, but I was a bit apprehensive as I approached the intercom. I had lived there for four years, but somehow it felt alien. I had to really stare at the buttons to see which number to press. I pressed five and waited. Nothing. I pressed again, still nothing. I left it, and will try again tomorrow.

*She was a nice person who I grew close to when we were neighbours.

Friday, 26th July, 2024

Straight on it this morning. I played GTA San Andreas and I’m now writing this in Costa Coffee. There were three women sitting next to me having a natter. I overheard part of the conversation when the youngest woman started talking about a mole she had on the underside of her chin, and how hair grew out of it. I made it obvious that I’d heard, and we all had a laugh over it. I liked her. She was natural and happy in her own skin. And she was ginger. I seem to be attracting gingers, even though I’m a blonde-chaser.

Tried Shirley again. Pressed number five and nothing. Not even a beep. Maybe the thing wasn’t working. I pressed the tradesmen’s button, and it let me in. I went upstairs and old shit rushed to the surface. Nothing had changed inside. The same carpet and everything. I saw my old front door for the first time in five years, and a flood of memories hit me. I knocked on her door, but there was no answer. I wrote a note, hoping she would see it and ring me that night.

Saturday, 27th July, 2024

No reply from Shirley yet. Maybe she’s on holiday and won’t see the note until she gets back. Or maybe the flat is so fucking messy that the note floated down onto all the other letters and junk, and she won’t find it until years later when she moves out.*

*I never heard a peep from her.

			


THE HOLIDAY

Sunday, 28th July, 2024

Taxi driver turns up with the smallest car you could think of and no room in the boot for three cases. We all sat in the back, as my suitcase took the front seat and all my legroom. An hour’s ride to Stansted Airport, cramped up in the back of a motor next to The Boy, isn’t how I saw my holiday starting. Two more hours on the plane and we landed.

It was a decent journey, apart from the bus transfer to the hotel. At the start of the journey the bus rep read out all the names of the hotels he was dropping off at, including ours, which he read out last. The Wife and I looked at each other and laughed, as we’d already said we would be the last to be dropped off. We settled into the journey and I kept an eye of how many people were around us, to gauge when our stop might be coming up. The bus stopped and the rep started calling out our hotel name. It was only after he’d said it a few times that I started to pay attention.

I tried to style it out with the other passengers as I got off the coach, but they knew it was my fault. A bloke with a woman and child – it’s the man’s fault if things go tits up. But fuck it, that’s travelling for you.

I know that when I get up in the morning, I will feel refreshed and raring to go.

Monday, 29th July, 2024

God, what a shit night’s kip. The air con is so loud, but we had to keep it on. I also made the mistake of using two pillows, as one wasn’t enough. Got rid of the second pillow and slept well after that. Sat by the pool most of the morning. It was quiet, which was a stark difference from yesterday when we turned up. Had lunch and then back to the sun loungers. I felt really tired, so we trundled back to the room for a kip.

Maybe I was tired from all the reading. I’m reading Bret Hart’s autobiography. The damn thing has sat on my bookcase for five years and now feels like the time to read it. Should have read it from day one. I had no idea that the Hart family were poor in the sixties and seventies. I just assumed because they were this big wrestling family that money flowed around them. But there were 12 kids, so money must have been tight. It has an air of a carnival gypsy family, all rough play and scabby knees, and it’s one of those books that you can’t put down until it’s finished. I’ve only just got to the Dynamite Kid and Jim Neidhart working the territories, so there’s loads more to go.

Had dinner and then waited for the sun to go down before we all took a walk into town. It’s my kind of place, small and quaint. For the next week this is our home – a small tourist town with a cove for a beach and plenty of restaurants. Maybe we will go to a shopping centre if there is one nearby, but other than that I’m staying put in this place.

Tuesday, 30th July, 2024

Woke up feeling fucking awful. The tiredness is starting to drag me down. I’m on holiday trying to relax, and I feel worse than when I’m at home. Couldn’t wait for breakfast to get a coffee. The food in the hotel is okay. It’s the usual stuff, but I think I’m gonna have a lot of pizza and chips, ice cream and muffins.

I can safely say that this is the last resort holiday I’m coming on. I’m not being grumpy, but sitting around doing jack shit has never been my thing. Looking forward to Wednesday, though. Me and The Boy are going to the waterpark, while The Wife is going to the beach to do her Shirley Valentine thing. As for today, it went breakfast, pool, lounging, lunch, pool, lounging, dinner, sit about, and then bed, to wake up again tired as fuck. We have a week left.

The Bret Hart book is a real eye-opener. I knew about the wrestling business, but not from this perspective. Stampede Wrestling with Stu Hart and all his clan. Stu comes across as a bit of a hard ass. Bret’s description of high school and being teased for his naff clothes would make me hate my mum and dad. The other kids don’t fare to well either. The girls are rude, and the boys are the sort of people I run a mile from. You know the sort. Don’t like what you say, so a fist in the face is the answer. Like I said, it’s more like a carnival family than anything.

Don’t get me started on the Dynamite Kid. I know he was top draw at some point, but he sounded arrogant in the way he acted. But I will say this. To survive in the wrestling industry, egos get in the way, so I’m gonna cut him some slack for the time being. But I believe that when his wrestling career ended he became a bitter old man.

The Wife’s started to pick at me. Just little comments, but I don’t have to listen to that shit anymore. For the time being, I’ll be courteous. She still thinks our separation is mutual. What she doesn’t know is I was ready to keep the relationship alive, but I just didn’t like what she had become these past couple of years. I thought it was her job that was making her like that, as stressful jobs can make you do things out of the ordinary. But apparently I am the source of her anger. I have done something to rile her up, to get her to the point where I’m the whipping boy. Which is a strange thing to write. I’m the source of the anger, and then anger is bestowed on me as a consequence. But I don’t care anymore. I have my freedom, and My Boy is nearly thirteen.

Wednesday, 31st July, 2024

Woke and felt wrecked again. The bed is okay, but it’s still not your own, and the pillows are lumpy as fuck. There must be a factory somewhere that specialises in making lumpy pillows and shit beds. I was in a bad mood. It was a continuation from last night, and I kept saying under my breath that it was a bad idea coming on holiday. Of course it isn’t, but then as I write this I’ve just drunk a Margarita.

Finally, I managed to lift my mood as me and The Boy made our way to the waterpark. It’s quite small in size, but a lot of fun. There were four main chutes. They all had names, but I can only remember two of them – the Black Hole and the Kamikaze. The other two were just yellow and blue. The Kamikaze was red, had a steep drop to start, and from there it got fast. First couple of goes we both got stuck and had to butt scootch our way to freedom. After that it was matter of launching into the chute, crossing your legs, and keeping your head down. Perfect, apart from the small opening at the end, which try as I might, I couldn’t get through without smashing both ankles. In the blue chute you needed a rubber ring, which was great as it gave you extra speed. It also spun you around, so you were going backwards. Great fun. Yellow was just a chute. No need for a rubber ring. It was okay. I tried banking up the side of the first corner so I could gain more speed, but try as I might by the last turn it had slowed me to the point where I would stop before the end.

The Black Hole was the best. You could only ride this with a two-seater rubber ring. The Boy sat up front most of the time, with my extra weight at the back to give speed as you drop. As you go through the chute, it’s pitch black – hence the name – but we could see daylight on some corners, which was worrying. It was only on the third or fourth run that I noticed that the gaps of light were actually little hatch windows. My only guess here is if someone got stuck, you could open one and reassure them it was okay. I could see myself stuck in a chute looking at a pair of eyes in the hatch and shouting, ‘Make the hatches bigger, you dicks. Then I can climb out.’

My history with waterparks meant I was wary of the chutes, so I wore my t-shirt – not only to stop me getting sunburnt, but to stop what happened in Portugal in 2002.  A group of us went to a waterpark there, and one of the chutes must have been aligned wrong, so as I came down it ripped a hole in my back, right on the spine. I never felt a thing until a friend spotted it and burst out laughing.

The other waterpark I went to was in 2006, with the extended family. There was one chute that looked really steep. Me and my nephew happily went up the stairs to the top and were greeted by a lifeguard who started dishing out super-strength gardening gloves. I looked at the gloves, then back to the chute, deciding that they must be to stop you losing a finger on the way down. Fucking hell. I only wanted to go on a slide. So, what was I supposed to do? Chicken it and take the long walk of shame back down the stairs? No. I went down and was relieved when I got to the bottom and had all my fingers intact.

But this waterpark was a kid friendly place. Not a glove in sight, and I really enjoyed today. There were loads of northerners covered in tattoos, and loads of thongs showing fat arses – and some fit ones. The arse I remember was just before we were to go on the Black Hole.

I did the usual of speaking my mind, just enough so she heard me say, ‘Put your arse away.’


She heard me, turned, and gave me a dirty look. The Boy looked at me, and we laughed as she disappeared down the chute.*

As I write this, I’m aching all over. I must have climbed those fucking stairs to get to the chutes about 25 times, and there were 51 stairs – I counted them. So, you do the math. I also hurt my right shoulder on the first chute down. It was more muscular than skeletal, but it hurt like hell. I think I must have tensed up at some point, and that must have done it. But all in all, it was good day out.

I hope I sleep well tonight. But I don’t care, as they are both going to the beach tomorrow, giving me a morning to myself. Just me and Bret Hart’s book, on my own, on a sun lounger. Bliss.

*It’s a place for kids, and females think it’s okay to have their arses on show.

Thursday, 1st August, 2024

Had one of those days today where I no longer cared. I had a sun lounger, my book, and that’s all I needed. The Boy got a rubber ring from a family that were going home, and thought I was gonna chase him around the pool. Only problem was he went to the deep end, and there was no way I was gonna doggy paddle around to get him. He got the hump and went into the hotel room to watch his tablet.

Bret’s book is getting better. I’m now in the WWF era, from WrestleMania 1-8. I was kind of right about the Dynamite Kid. He wrestled a style that was bound to give him problems with his body in later life. And with that punishing routine, pain pills, and roids, it all built to a broken-down body. He threatened to kill his wife and kids, so the Harts gave him a one-way ticket back to England and told him to never come back.

There’s a famous picture that was taken a few years before he died. Someone tracked him down to a grimy flat in the north, and in the picture he is sitting in his wheelchair. He looked unrecognizable.

I must have read about a hundred pages today, which didn’t help later as I got a massive headache. I don’t know if it was the reading on its own, or if it’s the constipation, lack of water, or too much sun. But a headache I got.

Friday, 2nd August, 2024

Yep. Woke up and still had the headache. It’s more of a tension headache but it still kills. I downed more Panadol and placed the left side of my head on the pillow to comfort the pain, then I sat all afternoon trying to find comedy clips for my next YouTube video. I also watched Olympic rowing and diving – that’s how much pain I was in. The Wife and The Boy went to the Citadel whilst I nursed myself back to health. The Boy came back with a necklace and looked happy. I went to dinner on my own, because they both had pizza down town, but I was only in that restaurant 12 minutes. Dinner, dessert, and out – a new world record.

Me and The Boy seem to be getting on better now. He’s got this attitude at the moment, and I can’t let it continue. Forgot to mention that he called me a prick yesterday. I wasn’t fuming, but I wish he’d sense that it’s not the thing to say. If I called him that, he wouldn’t like it, so I called him The Mouth instead. He hated it.

The weather was different today. It’s the first time since we’ve been here that there have been clouds and real wind. Good luck with the boat trip tomorrow then.


Saturday, 3rd August, 2024*

Another day to myself. The Wife and The Boy are off on their boat trip. They did ask if I wanted to come, but the thought of being stuck on a boat all day doesn’t appeal to me. We’ve done trips like this in the past, and I know how they go. You end up hot, tired, and pissed off with all the travelling. In the Dominican Republic we went on this city tour, which consisted of sitting on a coach for four hours, having a look around some ruins, then back four hours on a bloody coach again. Fuck that. I was so glad I said no to the boat trip this time, as the wind had rattled the door frame most of the night.

I’ve got 150 pages of Bret’s book to go. Just gone past WrestleMania 12 and the Iron Man match for the title. This is great, because this is where I came back into wrestling. I remember watching the match live, and God did it drag. It was one hour with no pinfalls, and then it went to overtime where Michaels won. It’s a great match, but there should have been more pinfalls.

*I didn’t realise it at the time, but this was our wedding anniversary.

Sunday, 4th August, 2024

We all trundled off to sunbathe this morning. We picked the usual spot, settling down to read and play games on our phones. Numpties decided to pitch up their sun loungers right next to us so that any decent conversation was out the window. This strange woman of fifty stood in front of The Wife with her phone, which didn’t mean a lot until she put the phone away and went back and stood in the same spot. Now it looked weird, as she stood in the sun doing nothing. I wanted to say just move the sunbed, but I knew she wasn’t English.


Once it got hotter, I dipped my feet in the pool, and The Wife joined me. We started talking, but by the end of the conversation I was pissed off. We talked about where things had gone wrong. I told her for the last time that if she had reverted to her happy self then I would’ve stayed with her. She also said that I wasn’t happy, but I didn’t have the heart to tell her that it was her behaviour that was making me unhappy.

‘Do you want any of the towels and sheets?’ she asked.
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