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“Alright tell me about this guy, you after all knew him for many years!” Asked Nicole, who clearly wanted Emma to describe the man in detail.

“I already told you, he was an old friend from my childhood. We grew up in the same town, went to the same schools all the way through high school, and then we went our separate ways once we went to college.” Replied Emma. 

“Is he single?”

Emma sighed before replying: “I don’t know, go ask him when he lands.”

“Don’t worry, I plan on it!” Replied Nicole with a deep smile.

Even though she wouldn’t admit it, especially not to her best friend, Emma was somewhat nervous. Francis had been very busy since he graduated from college. He started up a film production company and traveled the world making short indie films to critical acclaim, before finally settling in England as a film producer and director. He had hundreds of film credits to his name, and his career was just getting started. Looking him up however, was easier said than done. No matter how hard Emma tried, Francis kept a very low social media profile, and the few pictures that she could uncover were generally group photos, stuffed with people. 

She saw him in a few of them, but not much could be obtained from the photographs. The only thing that she knew, and was certain of, was that her friend had changed drastically since the last time that she met him. 

“So, is he a rude Hollywood type, or does he still remember the downtrodden class from which he came from?” Asked Nicole. 

“He’s not an arrogant bourgeois, if that is what you’re asking.” Replied Emma, that much she was certain. 

“What makes you say that?” 

“It’s quite simple, the very fact that he is travelling all the way across the ocean, to peruse my movie script. If he was just another arrogant rich person, he would’ve sent someone else.” 

“Maybe he wanted to take a vacation?” 

“By reading my movie script?” Asked Emma after a laugh. 

“That thing is going to make millions for whichever film producer decides to take it. The fact that he wants to see the script, does not mean a thing.” Replied Nicole. 

“And just a moment ago, you were asking if he was single. Now you think he’s the worst. Which one is it?” 

“I don’t know yet. But I know the type of individual that he is, the artistic creative who was misunderstood, and did not fit in well with his peers. Suddenly achieves fame and fortune and considers himself above everyone else. I’m not saying that he is that, but it happens so often that it’s a good bet.” 

“Well keep your judgements to yourself until you get to know him, I don’t want you blowing my chance at getting my screenwriting career up and running just because he seems a little arrogant.” Pleaded Emma. 

“Emma Hall, I can’t believe that you would think of such a thing! If he’s arrogant, we’ll bleed him dry out of all the money and connections that he has, I promise you that.” Replied Nicole with a grin of intrigue. 

“Only if he deserves it.” Added Emma with a grin of her own.

“Deal.” 

The two friends waited for another hour, until the plane that was carrying Francis Callahan, the rising star in the European film industry, finally landed. The remnants of Hurricane Frank were still being a nuisance over the Atlantic, which likely explained the slight delay that flight DL1847 has had in arriving at JFK International Airport. The fact that Francis still traveled commercial gave Emma hope that the warning that Nicole told her about artistic types becoming arrogant after they achieve their fame and fortune was simply not true. Francis was a great friend, at least back in her adolescent days. 

“Alright, I don’t really know what he looks like, but this picture is the best one that I could find.” Said Emma, before showing Nicole the picture on her phone as they waited at the departing gate.

“That’s the best that you can find?” Asked Nicole in surprise. 

“He doesn’t really do social media.” 

“He works in the film business, and doesn’t do social media? Seems somewhat suspicious, maybe he’s up to no good and doesn’t want the drama to be leaked onto the internet.” 

“It would be leaked anyways even if he did not have a social media presence. Honestly I think it’s quite smart of him.” Said Emma with a smile. 

“Smart?” 

“Think about it, less drama means that he doesn’t burn potential bridges because of his social media. It adds a mysterious aurora to his personality, which means that talk shows and other media will be more willing to invite him to talk, since he otherwise is a hermit in the public eye. He only benefits, less ‘celebrity’ drama, more opportunity.” 

“Damn your right.” Admitted Nicole. 

“Of course I am!” Laughed Emma. 

Right as she was finishing up with her response, a figure from the steadily flowing column of people started to walk up to the two friends. Emma and Nicole looked at him and could tell quite quickly that it must be him, after all he did look the same as the individual in the picture. 

“I can’t believe it; it has been forever Emma!” Said Francis, who walked up to Emma and gave her a quick hug before letting go. 

“Well look at you, Mr. Movie Producer!” Teased Emma. 

“Oh, it’s nothing, just a few movies here and there.” Replied Francis. 

“Oh please! Your indie movies put you on the map, and the Europeans can’t throw enough money at you. Don’t give me that faux humbleness.” Retorted Emma. 

“Fine. I wanted to come here on my private jet, but the hangar fees were too steep to justify such a foolish waste of money. I rather keep every penny close.” Mocked Francis. 

“Sounds better.” Added Nicole. 

“Oh, I’m so sorry! Francis this is Nicole Evans, my best friend and anchor rock in this rough life as a creative. Nicole, this is Francis Callahan, an old friend of mine.” Said Emma, introducing the two. 

“A pleasure to meet you. A fellow screenwriter?” Asked Francis, as he shook Nicole’s hand. 

“Not quite, a regular writer. I also paint.” Replied Nicole, short and to the point as she shook Francis’s hand. 

“Very nice, what kind of writing do you do?” Asked Francis. 

“I usually do short stories. I have a novel in the works, but it’s my artist career that pays the bills. I do graphic design for different companies, all the way from video game studios to a local bakery that needs a brochure designed.” Replied Nicole. 

“Very nice, I definitely want to hear more about it! I must humbly beg your pardon, but could you wait for me by the baggage claim? The airplane toilet was always occupied throughout the flight, and I don’t really want to wait much longer.” Asked Francis. 

“Sure, we’ll meet you there.” Replied Emma, and Francis raced off as soon as he finished her sentence. 

“I must humbly beg your pardon. Who talks like that?” Laughed Nicole. 

“Probably the English I presume?” Laughed Emma back. 

“Well other than the weird phrase choice, he doesn’t seem all that bad. Kind of hot too if I’m being honest.” Admitted Nicole, whose tone implied that she was surprised at admitting such a thing. 

“His back was literally rock hard with muscles.” Added Emma, whose tone of surprise was the same as Nicole’s. 

“What?” 

“His back was thick, maybe he had some fitness training for a movie shoot, or just has an active lifestyle.” 

“I’m going to have to feel this back that you seem to praise so much.” 

“Go do it while asking if he’s single, since you’ve clearly forgotten to do so.” Teased Emma, as the two friends started to head to the baggage claim. 

“I thought that I was to prevent myself from blowing your chances at a screenwriting career?” Replied Nicole, with a tease right back. 

“You know what I mean.” Finished Emma. 

The two friends took the escalator on down to the baggage claim level of the airport, before proceeding to wait at the claim belt that had the luggage from Francis’s flight. He arrived right as the luggage started to arrive on the belt. 

“How many are we looking out for?” Asked Nicole. 

“Just two small ones, don’t worry I’ll get them.” Replied Francis. 

After a few minutes, the two pieces of luggage that belonged to Francis were recovered by him, and the three walked out of the airport. 

“So, do you have a taxi scheduled?” Asked Emma. 

“Yeah, don’t worry. I don’t have a set time for when I plan on going back to England, so feel free to tell me when you are available to talk about your screenplay. Here’s my card with my number.” Replied Francis, who took a business card out of his laptop bag and handed it to Emma. 

“Honestly, I would rather get started as soon as possible, so tomorrow? Would that be fine with you?” Asked Emma. 

“Sure, call me later in the evening, we can go over the basics over lunch.” Replied Francis. 

“Sounds good, talk to you later then Francis.” Said Emma.

“Talk to you later, drive safe.” Finished Francis, as the two women started to walk away.
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Nicole waited until the two of them were well out of earshot before starting her barrage of questions regarding Francis. But as soon as they were far enough away, the questions began without any restraint or delay. 

“Alright, first and foremost, did you two ever hit it off in high school?” Asked Nicole. 

“No. Our friendship was entirely platonic and regular.” Replied Emma. 

“By regular do you mean missionary regular or something else?” Teased Nicole with a smile. 

“Platonic regular.” Hissed Emma, who did not like the tease from Nicole. 

“Alright, alright. I was just kidding of course. He just seems better than what I imagined him to be. Kind of your type if I’m being honest.” 

“My type?” 

“Yeah. Artistic and passionate. A little quirky but in a good way. And intelligent enough that you don’t want to just fall asleep after he talks about the ‘most complicated and intense touchdown play in the history of the sport’, definitely your type!” Laughed Nicole, remembering Emma’s most recent ex. 

“Oh no don’t bring him up, please!” Pleaded Emma, but she knew that it was too late. 

“Justin. Firstly, how the hell can you date a ‘Justin’? It implies that he is just, but it’s hard to be just when all you know how to do is drink beer, talk about sports, and cheat on your girlfriend.” Replied Nicole, that last part stung hard. 

“Like I said, please don’t bring him up.” 

“This Francis is a massive improvement, and you two already know each other. Plus, he’s not a loser, that has to count for something at least!” 

“I don’t know.” Admitted Emma. 

“But you aren’t ruling it out?” 

“No, I’m not ruling it out, but it’s just so complicated. He may end up being my boss if he likes the screenplay, and that is before we get to the fact that I’ve known him since we were both kids!” 

“That’s true. But considering the trail of losers that I’ve seen you date, I have full confidence in your ability to navigate ‘complicated’ relationships.” Teased Nicole. 

“Thanks girlfriend, I can always rely on you to brighten my spirits.” 

“I have to contribute to our friendship somehow!” Teased Nicole. 

“Now shut it and keep walking to the car.” Hissed Emma. 

“Yes ma’am!” 

The two friends continued to walk until they reached Emma’s car. They got in, and Emma pulled out of the spot and descended the levels of the parking lot, before finally arriving at the checkout gate. The final fee for the stay was $25 dollars, and Emma paid with credit card before the bar lifted, and she drove out of the airport. 

“$25 dollars for parking, NYC is the worst!” Scoffed Nicole. 

“Tell me about it!” Replied Emma. 

The drive back to Poughkeepsie took around two hours. The two friends rarely head to NYC, the price of the bridges and parking alone tends to put the two women over budget, and that is before the payment of whatever activity that they wanted to do, plus food and other amenities that were non-negotiable if one wants to have a good time in NYC. 

They’ve heard it all before. Take the bus, use the train, but the two friends have had enough experiences with harassment while waiting at the bus or train stop to last several lifetimes. In the modern world, having control over your own means of transportation is a necessity for all women. 

Arriving at the apartment complex parking lot, Emma pulled in and put her car into park. They stepped out, went around the building, and entered the main entrance of the apartment complex. They rode the elevator on up to the fifth floor and proceeded to walk their way to their shared apartment, number 13. It was tiny, cramped, and the landlord was a pain, but it was the apartment that two creatives could afford, in the rapidly gentrifying city of Poughkeepsie. 

“We have some leftover Chinese from last night, want me to prepare you some?” Asked Nicole, who went straight to the refrigerator to peruse what’s available. 

“Sure, I’m going to call Francis and schedule the lunch meeting for tomorrow.” Replied Emma, who stepped outside to the balcony. 

“Good luck, and if you can get him to take you to a nice place, be sure to bring something back for me!” Teased Nicole, as Emma stepped outside and closed the door behind her. 

Taking a seat at the metal chair that was outside, Emma dialed the number that was on the business card that Francis gave her. It rang two times, before Francis picked it up. 

“I’m assuming this is Emma.” Asked Francis over the line. 

“You assume correctly.” She replied. 

“Get home safely?” 

“We did, thank you for worrying.” 

“Well, you know me. Greedy and wanting to make sure that the screenwriter that has written the screenplay that has everyone in Europe talking makes it home in one piece. Hard to pursue and purchase said screenplay if you are dead.” Said Francis plainly. 

“That is true, I’m sure that it would be millions of dollars of lost opportunity. Or in your case pounds.” Replied Emma plainly. 

“Indeed. Anyways I’m glad you called. I don’t know Poughkeepsie all that well, so I’m going to leave the decision about where you want us to have lunch to you. Feel free to pick your favorite spot.” 

“You have anything that you prefer?” 

“Not really, like I said feel free to pick your favorite spot.” 

“I know of a really good restaurant that serves the best lunch, I don’t go as often as I would like, but it will keep you happy while we talk about the screenplay.” Suggested Emma. 

“I love it, what’s the name? And the time that you want to meet?” Replied Francis. 
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“The name is Oristano’s, I can send you the address if you want.” Said Emma. 

“Oristano’s? I’m impressed.” Replied Francis. 

“Oh? Have you heard of it before?” 

“It was the place where I shot one of my indie films. It’s the name of a city in Sardinia Italy. A very interesting place, it is like taking Nevada, Italy, and Spain and putting it into a blender, and then visiting the blended result.” 

“Sounds lovely.” 

“It is, perhaps we can shoot your screenplay there!” 

Emma laughed before replying: “I don’t know, but then again I am not a film director, you would know more about that than me.” 

“Indeed. Anyways how have you been? I haven’t spoken to you for several years, ever since high school graduation. I’m assuming you ended up studying screenwriting as you always said that you would.” Asked Francis, whose tone of voice clearly betrayed his curiosity. 

“Well, you are correct in assuming that I went and studied screenwriting. Everyone told me that I was throwing my life away, that a bright girl such as myself should study something that was more practical, like chemistry or some other subject in the sciences. Perhaps engineering, bridges always need building after all!” Replied Emma. 

“In your defense, this country hasn’t built a bridge in over half a century, and if they did it was a bridge over a small creek.” 

“Alright, those are fighting words Benedict Arnold.” 

“Benedict Arnold? What I’m a traitor to the revolution now?” 

“Do you have a British passport?” 

“Yes.” Admitted Francis. 

“Traitor!” Jeered Emma. 

“I’m a dual citizen, I am no traitor!” 

“You have to swear loyalty to the Queen, don’t you? Or else you don’t get British citizenship. Am I correct?” 

“You are correct Emma; I can’t dispute that.” 

“So, you swore allegiance to the British monarch, explain to me how you are not Benedict Arnold.” 

“Hahaha, oh how I missed this.” Said Francis nostalgically. 

“Missed this?” Asked Emma. 

“Our conversations. They went on for hours and hours, and they were never boring. I’m glad that we got to talk again.” 

“As am I Francis, I’ve also missed our little discussions. Especially since I always end up winning them.” 

“Well in that case this Benedict Arnold is going to retreat today, Washington’s militia is proving to be too much. Perhaps we can do battle again at 11 am? On the fields of Oristano?” 

“I accept, I’ll see you and your redcoats there.” 

“And I’ll see you and your militia there, sleep well Emma.” 

“You too Francis.” And Emma heard the line disconnect. 

She walked back inside and could smell the Chinese food heating up in the microwave as she closed the balcony door behind her. Nicole had already set up the humble little dining table, and Emma grabbed some orange juice from the refrigerator, as Nicole brought the leftovers on over. 

“So, how did the conversation go?” Asked Nicole, who started to serve herself some of the leftover Chinese food. 

“It went well.” Replied Emma simply, who poured herself a glass of orange juice. 

“Just well? You know that I need more than that!” Demanded Nicole. 

“We had a good conversation. He still has the ability to carry a good one, that much hasn’t changed thankfully.” 

“Very nice, but his muscular back apparently did!” 

“Stop it! Don’t make a simple screenplay sale more complicated than it has to be!” 

“Too late for that.” 

“You want to hear the details of the conversation or not?” 

“I will speak no more, please divulge them!”

The two friends ate their leftover Chinese food dinner, while happily conversing about the conversation that Emma just had with Francis. Emma talked about the fun little banter that she had by calling him a traitor, and his cute response to it. She mentioned that they were going to meet at Oristano’s at 11 am, a part that Nicole especially loved. 

“So, you do not think that he is going to have a problem with the best, and most expensive restaurant in all of Poughkeepsie?” Asked Nicole. 

“I do not, in fact his response to the price is going to answer quite a few questions that I have.” Replied Emma. 

“Such as?” 

“Well for one, what you mentioned back at the airport was something that I had been thinking over as we drove on back. And to tell you the truth, he has gotten much cuter ever since I last saw him. Whether that is because of time making things different, or just the nostalgia talking, I don’t know. But I intend to find out. And of course, I want to know if he has any romantic feelings for me.” 

“Hmm, if he pays for the bill and tries to impress you, then he is interested in you? That’s the strategy that you are going to do?” 

“Aye. I have to know if he feels something for me, because it may make selling this screenplay much more complicated than what it already is.” 

“Or much easier...” Added Nicole. 

“I want you to be honest with me. You are better when it comes to men than I am, you sniff out a bad one like a bloodhound sniffs out a scent. Frankly the fact that you are always single is a testament to your character, you won’t settle for scraps when you can wait for the main course.” Said Emma, who believed every word of the compliment. 

“Thank you Emma; the fact that you realize all of that makes me very happy. Yes, I can sniff out a rotten man who’s no good from miles away, there is a reason why I pleaded with you to ditch that Justin idiot after all. Several times if my memory is correct.” 

“And I brushed off your advice each and every time, and all it did was leave me with a broken heart in the end.” 

“Look Emma, I didn’t develop this bloodhound scent out of thin air. I had my heart punched and ripped into dozens of pieces by many men when I was in high school. I know all the types, and I can see them coming because they betray themselves so easily. The reason why I’m such a team Francis fan is because I don’t smell a single bad odor that comes off him. He doesn’t seem like a player, he doesn’t seem immature, he doesn’t seem like a possessive sort. I don’t know what he is, which is what you need to find out, but he doesn’t seem bad.” 

“But what about my history? When have you seen an example of long friends entering a romantic relationship, and the two parties not suffering broken hearts at the end of it?” Asked Emma. 

“My parents for one.” Replied Nicole. 

“Oh, wow you are right. I haven’t thought about them.” 

“Yeah, my father was always the close friend, and my mother loved that about him. Not a bad bone in his body, eventually his goodness overpowered the ‘friendship’ that the two shared, and now they are inseparable. My father warned me every time that the boyfriends that I brought home were no good, and he was right every single time. Now I have my father’s bloodhound nose, and I intend to use it to help you out.” 

“Thanks Nicole, I suppose that we’ll find out if Francis has potential soon enough.” Said Emma with a happy smile. 

“Oh, you will, that I can promise you. In the meantime, do you want the last of the Lo Mein?” Asked Nicole. 
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“I haven’t seen it yet.” Admitted Francis. 

“She hasn’t shown it to you?” Asked Richard Morsley, a fellow movie producer, and Francis’s best friend. 

“No, I just saw her at the airport, and we went our separate ways. I’m meeting her tomorrow for lunch; she’s going to show me the screenplay then.” 

“Is this the same gal that you’ve had that crush on back in your adolescent years?” 

“The same one, aye.” 

“And this crush, is it still a problem?” 

“I don’t know.” Admitted Francis. 

“Well, you are going to have to figure that out quickly. You know the political climate nowadays, and the cultural issues. If word gets out that you have some sort of romantic attachment to the screenwriter, then the investors are going to bail faster than a fish that manages to jump back into the sea.” 

“She’s not the kind of woman to try and use my past against me.” 

“What makes you so sure Francis?” 

“I know her Richard, you don’t have to worry about her.” 

“it’s not her that I’m worried about; it’s you, my friend.” 

Francis was seated in a very comfortable chair, part of the amenities that one enjoys when staying at the only five-star hotel in Poughkeepsie. Yet no matter how comfortable this chair was, it was not enough to stop Francis from feeling very uncomfortable as the conversation continued. 

His friend wasn’t wrong to worry. The position that Francis was in was perilous and dangerous for a man who had a too kind heart, like Francis did. Male movie producers especially do not have a good record when it comes to relations with the opposite sex, especially if the opposite sex is in the form of a desperate but attractive actress, who’s susceptible to blackmail and coerced sexual favors. Francis abhorred the practice, so much so that he had to break off promising opportunities with fellow movie producers, because of their hideous record of sexual harassment and assault, both known and unknown. 

But still, it is easier to assume than to verify, and Richard was simply acting out of an abundance of caution. But Francis did not like being told what to do, especially if it involves terminating something out of an abundance of caution, when it by itself is harmless. Many careers have been destroyed by the movie industry because of this, and Francis was not about to do the same thing to his old friend. 

“You know me Richard, I’m not one of those sleazeballs who abuses his position!” Retorted Francis. 

“I know that Francis. You have a good heart, and you love elevating people, it’s why the actors and film crew love you, and it’s why the Europeans can’t stop offering you film production opportunities. But the sleazeballs who don’t give a damn about anyone else other than themselves and their penis have pissed the pot for the rest of us, and you know what the tabloids are going to print if pictures of you and this screenwriter leak.” Added Richard. 

“A work lunch won’t kill anyone.” 

“No, it won’t. So long as it stays that way.” 

“I’m just going to eat and talk about the script, if the tabloids want to print that, then they can explain why they don’t want more women screenwriters entering the business, especially ones as talented as the one that I am going to speak to tomorrow.” 

“Ha, I need to tell my publicist that, it’s bloody brilliant Francis!” 

“Feel free, anyways is there anything else that you wanted to talk about?” Asked Francis. 

“Actually, now that I have you. Yes, there are a few things. Assuming that this screenplay is as good as the script hunters say that it is, how big of a project are we talking about?” Replied Richard. 

“It sounds like you already have a ballpark in mind. Spill what’s on your mind first, and then I’ll add my two pennies.” 

“Well, we can easily do ten million pounds for the budget. The last project that we worked on in this particular genre did decent, and I have no doubt that we can get a little more from them without any problems.” 

“I was thinking more like fifty million pounds, to start.” 

“Are you insane! For a first-time screenwriter?” 

“It’ll put her on the map, that’s for sure!” Said Francis with a laugh. 

“And permanently mark her as the screenwriter who slept her way into fame and fortune.” Retorted Richard. 

“Why is it that when a woman does something that blows everything out of the water, it’s automatically assumed that she slept her way towards it? Maybe she has a really good screenplay, which I will be the judge of tomorrow, and it needs the money necessary in order to do it justice?” 

“Again, good heart, it’s why everyone loves you. But you know damn well that everyone is going to assume that she slept with you in order to make it happen. The investors that we need are going to assume the same thing.” 

“Then we need to convince them otherwise.” 
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Emma and Nicole were lounging on the apartment sofa, watching a general movie to pass the time. The name of the movie had been forgotten, and the two friends weren’t even paying attention to it, instead they were either on their laptop, in the case of Nicole, or perusing the stack of papers that was her screenplay, in the case of Emma. 

“You know, I was curious. What makes that screenplay so special, that a movie producer from across the Atlantic Ocean has flown here to look at it? Now I know there is the possibility that said movie producer is wanting to do you a favor as an old friend, but didn’t you cause a storm when you submitted it to that screenplay agency?” Asked Nicole. 

“I certainly did! They promised me that they’ll get in touch with some producers, and well here I have a producer that has contacted me! So, they were not lying, which is a rarity in this unfortunate business.” Replied Emma. 

“I just want you to know what makes this screenplay so special. Because if you are getting this much attention now, as an undiscovered nobody with a lot of potential, then whatever magic dust or formula that you used in the creation of this screenplay, make sure that you repeat it as you get more and more famous. And finally, don’t forget about your aspiring author friend when you reach the summit! A few book agents thrown my way is all that I ask!”

“Of course, you think that I’ll leave you behind?” 

“Right now? Not in a million years. But you never know how a person is going to react when they get a taste of that sweet nectar of fame and fortune. They tend to forget those who were around them, when they did not have said fame and fortune. It is an unfortunate sight, a sight that I do not want to see happen to you.” 

“I’m sure that you don’t. Good news is that such a thing will never happen. Either I remain an undiscovered nobody with a lot of potential forever, or I rise through the power of my screenplays and change the movie business forever. Either option is fine with me, although I strongly prefer the latter.”

“As do I.” 

“Anyways, what are you working on?” Asked Emma. 

“The worst, let me show you.” Replied Nicole, who handed Emma her laptop. 

She was doing graphic design, apparently for a local sneaker business by the looks of the logo. It looked very professional, after all Nicole was the best graphics designer that she knew, even though she hated it with a passion. After all, the two friends bonded with each other over their mutual love of writing. Nicole, the aspirational novelist who creates great American novels, and Emma, the aspirational screenwriter who creates great American movies. 

“It looks great!” Remarked Emma, even though she knew that her friend hated the work with every fiber of her being. 
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