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Earth and to bring love, harmony, and understanding to all
beings.
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​ Preface

In 1985 I spent a summer in Ireland living
in an old cottage occupied by leprechauns. These seldom seen beings
taught me about the evolution of elementals—the race to which
leprechauns, elves, goblins, gnomes, trolls, faeries, and devas
belong. They explained their interdependence with humans and urged
me, through this book, to promote an awareness of how humans and
elementals need to work together in healing the Earth. Although my
initial experience with the leprechauns took place in Ireland, they
and other elementals have become part of my ongoing life. Summer
with the Leprechauns has been published in over ten countries and young and old alike tell me that they are moved by this story.

Summer with the Leprechauns: A True
Story is my true story, complete with a new preface and a
message from the leprechaun, re-edited so that you can hear the
leprechaun’s speaking voice in the way I do. This new edition flows
nicely into a second book, Pilgrimage with the Leprechauns: a true
story of a mystical tour of Ireland, where, if you like, you can
read about my ongoing adventures with the leprechaun and his
elementals friends. If you want to learn more about elementals told in their own words, you might also enjoy the leprechaun’s autobiography, The Leprechaun’s Story.

At this point, the reader may have some
questions about my mental stability. After all, have not most of us
been taught that elementals, angels, and anything that isn’t
anchored in third-dimensional reality do not exist? I understand
this dilemma and believe that we need a well-developed critical
awareness so that we can separate truth from fantasy. However, if
we are open to look, there is overwhelming evidence for the
existence of elementals. A hundred years ago, W.B.Yeats, in his
introduction to Fairy and Folk Tales of the Irish Peasantry,
wrote of faeries, saying, “In Ireland they are still extant, giving
gifts to the kindly, and plaguing the surly.” While gathering his
stories, he asked Paddy Flynn, “Have you ever seen a fairy or such
like?” Paddy responded, “Amn’t I annoyed with them,” and then
continued to recount his various true experiences.

It’s not only in Ireland that we have
elementals. Almost all cultures around the world have legends and
stories about them. In Iceland, a survey that was quoted in the
Globe and Mail, Canada’s leading newspaper, indicated that
twenty-two percent of Icelanders believe in elves. Mayor Ingvar
Viktorsson of Hafnarfjordur, said, “We have known for a long time
of another society coexistent with our human one, a community
concealed from most people with its dwellings in many parts of the
town and the lava and cliffs that surround it. We are convinced
that elves, hidden people and other beings living there are
favourably disposed towards us.”

And it’s not just people from European
backgrounds who maintain a belief in elementals; native cultures do
as well. The Maori in New Zealand call their oldest elementals the
Children of the Mist, or Patupairehe. The Children of the
Mist, flaxen-haired and slender, are said by Maori elders to have
been in New Zealand long before the coming of their people. The
Maori also believe in other kinds of elementals, such as the ones
they call Nanakia, who, similarly to elves, are associated with
trees and most often encountered in forests.

In my life I have had too much proof of the
existence of these beings to deny their reality. As a child, I
lived in many worlds simultaneously, and was aware of voices on the
wind and elemental beings glimpsed out of the corner of my eye. At
that time, I was unaware that others did not see and hear these
beings, and so I never questioned or spoke of it.

I don’t think my story is unique. Many
children see elemental beings—like faeries and elves—and many of
these beings are the ‘special’ friends, which their parents think
their children imagine. The story of Peter Pan illustrates
children’s connection to the magical world of elementals and the
message that, as adults, they will have to forfeit this connection.
Still, some adults remain open to seeing and hearing angels and
elementals. These individuals are called mystics or clairvoyants
and it is my belief that a great many more of us can open to hear
and see again as we did when we were children.

During my childhood and teenage years I
enjoyed astral travel; prophetic messages emerged when I spoke in
my sleep—instances I downplayed in my attempt to be seen as
‘normal’—until I had a near-death experience at age nineteen. Soon
after that incident, I started meditating and fully opened to other
realities again.

My inner journey of working with spiritual
beings to develop consciousness spanned fifteen years, but I seldom
spoke of it and then only to trusted friends. I was fortunate
during that time to find a career which enabled me to use my so
called intuition legitimately. In Toronto, I conducted a private
psychotherapy practice specialising in spiritual transformation. I
offered workshops internationally, where I taught individuals how
to develop the qualities which I had acquired naturally. My focus
was teaching individuals to develop their abilities to perceive
other realities, rather than operating as a psychic for them.

Now, back to the elementals! Until meeting
the leprechauns, I had not communicated consciously with elementals
since childhood. My path throughout my working life had been a
growing understanding of how to develop ‘human’ consciousness. It
was the leprechauns and other elementals who taught me about their
evolution and how humans and elementals need to work together to
assist both human and elemental evolutions.

The central purpose of elementals, according
to the leprechaun, is to work with natural laws to create a world
of beauty and diversity. Elementals help flowers to bloom, trees to
grow, and even our human bodies to live. But they do more than
that. They also catalyse fun, sparkle, and mischievousness in
humans, stimulating their creativity and their appreciation for
beauty in all the arts.

You may interpret Summer with the
Leprechauns in a variety of ways. You might believe that
leprechauns are merely the stuff of folklore, with no basis in
reality. If so, I wish you an enjoyable and amusing read of my
‘faery tale.’

Others, while never having seen leprechauns
or faeries, are convinced they exist and are interested in learning
more about them. For you, this story provides insights into these
mystical beings, explaining their way of life and their gifts, and
hopefully answering most of the questions you were never able to
ask.

Still others, a group harder to define, feel
called to work with nature to help heal the Earth. It is my hope
that you will find tools in this story to help you become a
co-creator with elementals who are looking for committed humans
with whom to work.

If you find Summer with the
Leprechauns enjoyable in any of these ways, I consider the book
a success. We need fun and laughter to sweep away the depressing
thoughts too often found in our world. Also, learning more about
the elemental race, with whom we share this planet, will inspire us
to change our beliefs and actions that harm both our world and
theirs.

 


Tanis Helliwell


 


THE LEPRECHAUN’S
MESSAGE

This is a true story. We elementals don’t
have books in our realm as you humans do; however, this is the best
way we knew to communicate with humans. Elementals are looking for
humans who wish to cocreate with us on this beautiful Earth. I hope
you will join us on the journey.

 


LEPRECHAUN

“A dwarf or sprite of Irish folklore, often
represented as a little old man who will reveal the location of a
crock of gold to anyone who catches him.” - Webster’s
Dictionary


Chapter
1:

MEETING THE
LEPRECHAUNS

​
There comes a time in most people’s lives when they harken to a
call of the blood. Their ancestral roots start pulling them back to
where they, or their parents, originated. In my case, those roots
were in Ireland.

My story started in Toronto, Canada. My
personal relationship of sixteen years was ending. The house was up
for sale. My career was ebbing and I was yearning for deeper
meaning in life. I felt drawn to go into retreat, and Ireland
beckoned. A friend of mine was going to Ireland and I asked her if
she could find me a retreat place. I wanted a little cottage,
somewhere away from towns and villages, where I could sit and
meditate for the summer.

I had a goal in mind: to become enlightened.
I’d read in various spiritual books that, if you gave up
attachments and committed yourself to a spiritual path, you became
enlightened. I had given up my home, family, and career, and I
could think of nothing else to which I was attached. Obviously, I
qualified.

Two months later my friend Elizabeth
returned from Ireland, eager to see me. She told me that,
throughout her travels, she had asked people if they knew of a
peaceful countryside cottage for rent. However, it wasn’t until her
last night in Dublin, during dinner with an old friend, that
something turned up. Her friend volunteered that he knew of a
cottage that would be available for the summer. It was on Achill
Island on the west coast of Ireland.

Within two weeks, having said good-bye to my
old life, I was on the plane to Dublin. I knew that the house in
Toronto would be sold and that Bill, my companion, would have
started a new life by the time I returned.

I arrived in Dublin at the dawn of a
business day and went to see the owner of the cottage to pay the
rent and get the key. Mr. Davidson was a middle-aged, relatively
successful British businessman who had worked for a long time in
Ireland. Polite and reserved, he motioned me to a chair.

“Mr. Davidson,” I started, careful to
observe the European protocol of using last names, “how long has
your family had the cottage?”

“Twenty years, but we use it only during the
summer. It’s vacant the rest of the year, but we have a caretaker,
a neighbor, Mrs. O’Toole, who sees to its care. I’ve told her that
you’re coming and she’ll have the door unlocked for you.”

He paused, cleared his throat, and said,
“Unfortunately, I have some bad news. Within the last two weeks,
the cottage has been sold.”

My heart sank, as he continued, “Still, the
good news is that I’ve told the new owners that they can’t have it
for a month, as I had promised it to you. But after a month you’re
going to have to look for something else.”

I sat there, stunned. I couldn’t believe how
quickly the circumstances of my retreat were changing, and
seemingly not for the better. Two possibilities leapt to mind.
Either I needed only one month to become enlightened, or there were
going to be some twists and turns that I hadn’t anticipated. I
suspected that the latter was the more probable and that the path
to enlightenment was not going to be so easy as I had hoped.

Remembering my British manners, I shook
hands and thanked Mr. Davidson for giving me the cottage for a
month. Heart beating with anxiety, I left his office, flagged down
a cab, and headed for the bus station. The clock was ticking.
Within an hour, I had boarded a bus bound for Achill Island in
County Mayo.

We drove from city to town, town to village,
village to country. The scenery became more desolate, more rugged.
By the time we arrived in County Mayo, the hills were bare and
rocky. The higher hills had been slashed open by farmers and local
people who had cut the peat from their family plots. Approximately
five hours after leaving Dublin, the bus driver pulled over at the
bottom of a country lane and gestured to a hill in the
distance.

“That’s where you’ll find the cottage,” he
said.

How uncanny, I thought, that
a driver from Dublin would know the cottage I’m seeking. As
yet, I hadn’t learned about the highly efficient Irish
grapevine.

I hoisted my pack onto my back. It was laden
with sheets and clothes for the cool Irish summer. Dusk was
approaching, as I started up the lane, my anxiety increasing with
each step.

Where would I go in a month when my time
here ran out? What would I find at the cottage? Had I misconstrued
the reason for coming to Ireland? And why was I always
second-guessing every decision I made and worrying about the
future—as I was doing right this minute?

After a half-hour walk, I came to a small,
white cottage with a blue door with two gigantic crystal boulders
at the entrance to the property. The cottage matched Mr. Davidson’s
description, so I opened the gate and walked up to the door. I was
surprised to see that it was ajar and called out, “Hello, anyone
home?” No one answered, so I tiptoed in.

A fire blazed in the hearth. I let the pack
drop to the floor and sat down on the nearest chair. As my eyes
grew accustomed to the darkening room, I slowly took in my
surroundings. A pile of peat lay beside the hearth and a bellows
stood nose-down beside it. A saggy old green couch was in front of
the hearth and, behind that, a large wooden table with six very
sturdy chairs. To my left was a small empty room, obviously not
used, and to my right was a door through which I could see a window
and wardrobe, suggesting a bedroom. Behind me was a tiny kitchen
that served double duty as an entrance way.

Since entering, I had felt as if I was
intruding on someone’s home, as if someone had left for a few
minutes, but would soon return to discover me. I tried to push this
feeling aside, but more and more I was convinced that I was being
watched. More accustomed to the fading light, my eyes swung over to
the corner from which these vibrations emanated. I was shocked to
find four people watching me: a small man, a small woman, and two
male children. I froze in place, not breathing. I’ve walked into
someone’s home, I thought, but what strange clothes they’re
wearing. My God, they’re not human! Within milliseconds I
concluded that I was in a haunted cottage. SHIT, I thought,
with mounting hysteria.

Before I could proceed along this line of
thinking, the little man addressed me. “We’ve lived in this cottage
for a hundred of yer years and we’re willin’ to share it with you,
but we have some conditions.” His appearance belied the authority
of his words. He was no more than four feet tall and was dressed in
an old-fashioned, buttoned-up green jacket that ended at his waist.
It fit tightly over a fully rounded tummy. Brown trousers, cut off
at the knee, extended down to thick leggings, which were inserted
into large clog shoes—larger, by all standards, than his feet had
the right to be. Completing this strange attire was a gigantic,
black top hat. The two boys were miniature versions of their
father, minus the protruding stomach and top hat. They were
fidgeting, obviously trying to behave, but wanting to be somewhere
else, doing something different.

The little woman was dressed in a full skirt
down to the floor, underneath from which peeked the same style
clogs, as her mate wore. She had on a hat, which seemed too large
for her head, and that reminded me of those worn by the New England
pilgrims,. Her red hair was drawn back in a bun, but pieces refused
to be confined and were busy falling down. She was having a hard
time keeping her hands still and kept wringing them, then putting
them behind her back; next she’d smile at me and then, looking at
her husband, she’d remove the smile and attempt to look serious.
The little man composed his face into a look of forced patience,
while he waited for me to respond to his offer. I was thrown off
balance. Still, I had the feeling that some unexpected opportunity
was awaiting me—something unlooked for but precious. I responded,
matching his serious tone.

“What are the conditions?”

“We’re willin’ to strike a deal,” he
countered, seemingly relieved that I could speak.

“What’s the deal?” I asked defensively. I
was beginning to suspect that the ‘we’ was really an ‘I,’ and that
the little woman and boys were there merely as back-up.

“Well, you’re livin’ on a haunted lane—and
not all the elementals here are friendly to humans.”

“Excuse me,” I said, wanting to make
absolutely sure that we were talking the same language, “what do
you mean by ‘elementals’?”

“You ‘humans’ “(pronounced huuumans), he
said impatiently, “call us gnomes, goblins, dwarfs, faeries, elves,
and leprechauns, but we’re all elementals. That’s our race, just as
yers is the human species. There are many kinds of humans, just as
there are many kinds of elementals. Now, as I was sayin’, we’ll
protect you for the summer. I know you’ll need this protection
because I know why you’re here.”

I almost stopped him again when I heard
that, but decided I’d find out in due time. He seemed to realise my
attention had wavered, because he paused before continuing.

“In return, at the end of the summer,” he
said, “I’ll ask you for a gift.”

“What’s the gift?”

“We’ll not tell you now. We’ll tell you at
the end of the summer,” he responded.

Somewhere in my foggy memory bank I recalled
stories of humans being tricked by faeries and elves, and I was
leery of striking any open-ended deal. I could say that I didn’t
have any choice, as this was his cottage and I had nowhere else to
go, but that wouldn’t have been quite true. I believe that I could
have lived there physically for the summer and simply closed myself
down to these little people so that I never saw them again. But
what unimaginable experiences would I be shutting out at the same
time? Deep down, I had a feeling that he would make a fair request.
It was almost as if, even then, I trusted him; so I said, “I
agree.”

I remembered Robert Frost’s poem “The Road
Not Taken,” in which the poet is on a walk in a wood when he comes
to a fork in the road and says, “And I—I took the one less traveled
by, And that has made all the difference.” I felt as if the
leprechaun had offered me the same option of walking with him down
the road not taken. I had no idea where this journey would lead,
but I knew I would regret it if I passed up this opportunity.

Our bargain concluded, the leprechaun
withdrew his attention, making it clear that our conversation was
over for the evening. The little woman and children had already
disappeared. Exhausted, I picked up my pack and entered the
bedroom. The sturdy double bed, with wooden head- and footboard,
had obviously provided comfort to generations of weary bodies.
Undoing the zipper of my pack, I pulled out my bed linen and made
the bed. In the cupboard were several woolen blankets, all of which
I added. Shivering with cold, I took off my glasses and put them on
the bedside table. Then I tore off my clothes, put on my granny
gown, and hopped under the covers. Within minutes, I was sound
asleep.


Chapter
2:

MRS. O’TOOLE

​
The next morning was glorious and sunny and, having skipped dinner
the night before, I was starving. Tying an extra sweater round my
waist—in case the weather changed—and pulling my purse over my
shoulder, I set out to purchase some food for my larder. Opening
the gate into the lane, I paused. Facing me was a sweeping view of
fields, bordered by hedgerows, leading to majestic cliffs that fell
straight into the sea. Far off to the right, where the lane met the
sea, was a small cluster of buildings—the village, I surmised.

Breathing deeply of the clean, moist air, I
set off down the lane. Confined by a ten-foot-high hedgerow, with
little drainage ditches on either side, the lane was wide enough
for only one small car. Gaps in the hedge revealed beautiful
brilliant patches of yellow irises and daisies in fields of lush
green grass. It was hard to believe that there were dangerous
elementals lurking in the lane. It was an early morning of optimism
and joy and I celebrated the good fortune of having a month in a
cottage in this magnificent country.

Gradually I wove my way towards the village
and arrived at a crossroads that had two pubs and one general
store. Slim pickins, I thought as I walked up to the store, pulled
back a squeaky door, and entered. All eyes turned towards me. A
hush fell: a stranger had arrived. I smiled and immediately started
perusing the grocery section. To my relief, the normal buzz of
daily chatter resumed. Some time later, after choosing food
calculated to maximise the number of meals I could prepare with the
lightest load to lug back up the lane, I looked around for the
place to pay. There was a man behind the counter with a white apron
tied round his middle and a look of ownership about him. I
sauntered over and placed my purchases before him. As he was
checking out the goods, he asked as casually as he could manage,
“Are ya a holiday-maker then?”

“I’ve rented the Davidson’s cottage for the
summer,” I responded, not eager to give out information for town
gossip, but less eager to deny him some joy in the telling.

His left eyebrow arched two inches and,
looking me in the eye, he said with gravity, “Did ya not know that
the Davidson’s cottage is haunted?”

Thinking that ignorance was the best
strategy, I responded, “Oh! Haunted by what?”

“Why, by the little people,” he quickly
countered. “Not only that, but yer livin’ on a haunted lane. There
was a caravan parked right across from yer cottage and it used to
shake and rattle and all manner of things would happen with no one
in it.”

He probably would have gone on, given any
encouragement, but this news, which confirmed my experience of the
previous night, left me rattled. If everyone in town knew of these
‘hauntings,’ the elementals could not be easily dismissed. Dark
clouds begin to sweep in over my previously sunny day. I didn’t
think he was trying to scare me off. It felt more like the Irish
joy of telling a bit of local history, yet I sensed that he had a
mischievous streak that prompted him to have a little fun
unsettling the foreigner. He certainly succeeded.

I thanked him and picked up the bags to
leave. I knew that, as the ‘American’ (the Irish do not distinguish
Canadians as a separate people) who had rented the haunted Davidson
cottage, I would be the subject of conversation at every dinner
table that evening. I could just see them laying bets on my chances
of lasting.

I started back up the lane, weighed down by
both the supplies and the information. Now, as I walked by the
hedgerows, I was steely and frozen, imagining lurking beings
waiting to jump out at me. Arriving at the cottage, I heaved a sigh
of relief. Entering, I unloaded the groceries, ate a hurried
brunch, and then set about making the place feel like home. The
leprechauns were nowhere to be seen, nor was I looking for them.
Perhaps they had decided to give me some time to get accustomed to
my surroundings. Whatever the reason, I was grateful to be left
alone.

Furniture rearranging, setting up a
meditation altar, and gathering flowers made the time pass quickly.
Lengthening shadows announced the sun’s descent and it was time to
light the fire. Picking up four pieces of turf, I arranged them one
on top of the other, being careful to leave space for air. Taking
the wooden matches from the mantel, I struck one and placed it
under the turf. Nothing happened. Again and again I tried, without
success.

Annoyed, I grabbed the new diary I’d bought
to document my summer of enlightenment, and tore out several blank
pages. Placing them carefully under the turf, I tried again. The
paper caught immediately. Congratulating myself, I sat back on the
couch and watched while the flames died down and down and went
out.

I would have preferred not to need a fire.
After all, it was summer. But it didn’t take me long to learn that
summers in Ireland and Canada bore little resemblance to each
other. The cottage was so cold and damp that, even on the warmest
day, the temperature inside never rose above sixty-two degrees.
Shivering, and fresh out of fire-starting ideas, I looked up and
saw a head appear at my gate. It was covered in a kerchief with
straggly gray hair falling out the front and sides. A well-worn
working hand reached around, unlatched the gate, and swung it open.
The body attached to it was covered in a dirty blue-gray raincoat
held together by two buttons. With every step the coat flared open,
revealing a faded floral dress and a slip that hung down unevenly
below the hem. In her muddy ‘wellies’, she strode purposefully
towards the door, holding in her right hand a walking stick almost
as tall as herself.

I hastened to the door and was greeted by
twinkling mischievous eyes, and a smile with enough teeth missing
to keep a dentist in business for a year.

“I be Mrs. O’Toole,” she said, and her eyes
veered right to the cold hearth, where the remnants of my failed
attempts told all.

I stepped aside and, without another word,
she went straight to the fireplace. Carefully putting the sods of
turf aside, she brushed the paper ashes away and, one by one,
replaced the sods in a tent-like formation. She struck a match
under the canopy and, within minutes, the turf was ablaze.

That doesn’t look too difficult, I
thought, witnessing the procedure. I’ll manage it with no
problem tomorrow. I was innocent that first day in the cottage.
I still believed that I could control my environment and, using my
own free will, take the necessary steps to consciousness. Little
did I know that day that I would never once be able to light the
turf, and that Mrs. O’Toole would rescue me at the same time every
day. This first day, although grateful for her help, I still
resented the intrusion. I had planned days and weeks of silence and
meditation, and my plan had been disrupted, first by the
leprechauns and now by her. I didn’t know then how much I would
come to welcome her visits.

“Would you like a cup of tea?” I offered as
she, uninvited, sat herself down on the couch.

“Aye,” she replied.

Excusing myself, I hurried to the kitchen to
put on the water and busily got out cups and biscuits. The
Davidsons had left some sugar, solidified from the damp, and I
chiseled some of it free with a knife and put it into a cup. All
ready, I re-entered the living room. Mrs. O’Toole was sitting
calmly, gazing into the fire.

I sat down at the other end of the couch
and, as there was no table, carefully put the tray on the floor in
front of me. Mrs. O’Toole was still gazing at the fire, seemingly
in no hurry to start a conversation.

“Would you like your tea now?” I asked after
a few minutes. Irish people usually like their tea strong, so I had
let it brew a bit.

“Aye,” she replied.

“Sugar?” I invited.

“Aye.”

“I’m sorry I don’t have any milk,” I
said.

“I’ll bring some tomorrow from the
coos.”

Those words were my first indication that
Mrs. O’Toole and I were going to see a lot of each other. My
previous expectations started dissolving at that moment and I
decided to attempt to stay open to whatever opportunities the
universe was providing. I didn’t mention my planned silent retreat.
Instead I asked, “Would you like a biscuit?”

“Aye,” she answered. We sat there sipping
our tea and munching in silence. Her presence was comforting. She
was cozy, like the fire burning in the hearth. I settled back into
her warmth. A couple of times I tried to start a conversation.

“Where do you live Mrs. O’Toole?”

“Up the lane.”

“Which way would that be?”

“On the way to the village.”

“What do you do up there?”

“We’ve a farm.”

Her tea finished, Mrs. O’Toole stood up and
said, “I’d best be goin’ now,” and, stick clicking across the
wooden floor, she walked out the door. I was left with a question
unanswered. Would she fit into my idea of the summer?


Chapter
3:

LEPRECHAUN
EVOLUTION

​ I
awoke the next morning to find dozens of eyes peering at me.
Elementals of every description filled the room and they watched
intently when I bolted upright.

“Yer right, she sees us, she sees us.” A
particularly ugly one, with warts all over his long, hooked nose,
squealed with delight. His immense gnarled hands grabbed the
footboard, hauling himself forward for a better look. Even without
my glasses, I had no trouble seeing his grotesque features.

“Told ya so, told ya so,” chirped the two
children who lived in the cottage, as they began to dance around
the room.

I felt like an animal in the zoo on display
for the entertainment of the neighborhood gnomes and goblins.
Furious, I screamed, “Get out. This is an invasion of privacy. This
is not part of the deal.” My voice blew them apart like a wind
passing through grass. Some scattered out the bedroom door, some
through the walls, and others simply disappeared. Only one
remained—the male leprechaun who claimed to live in the
cottage.

Hands clasped behind his back, rolling back
and forth on the balls of his feet with eyes cast down in mock
shame, he sighed, “I told ‘em it was a bad idea but the little ’uns
were all excited about havin’ a human in the cottage so they
invited in the neighbors for a look. Anyway, there’s no harm
done.”

I remembered some of the faces at the bottom
of the bed— faces that were, by human standards, grotesque and
malevolent. I wasn’t going to be mollified so easily and countered,
“Weren’t some of those”—I waved my hand in the direction where the
one with the warts had hovered—“the ones that hate humans?”
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