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Part 1

​Question
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“The meeting of two personalities is like the contact of two chemical substances: if there is any reaction, both are transformed.” — C.G. Jung
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Chapter 1
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Rosalyn Greenwood finally put pen to paper, illuminated by a beam of moonlight and the warm flicker of a sage-scented candle. Books and specimen jars lined the walls of the closet-turned-office, infusing the late spring air with a hint of leather and formaldehyde.

The typewriter on the corner of Rosalyn’s desk served as little more than a stand for her lengthy notes on reptilian behavior and detailed sketches of canine skeletons. Despite her best efforts, Rosalyn had never quite come to terms with the dreadful clacking of that machine. It was nothing like the silky glide of a nib across paper.

In her simple cotton smock, with the tip of her fountain pen between her teeth, bronze curls frizzing around her, and dark freckles spattered across her tanned skin, she looked more like a wayward youth than the region’s foremost professor of rare and extinct species.

She had been advised on more than one occasion that a wardrobe update might augment her career, but Rosalyn could not bring herself to care about the opinion of anyone who thought that corsets and coifs had anything to do with scientific skill. 

Her singular officemate, a plump tarantula by the name of Montague, whose glass terrarium occupied the only open shelf space, also appreciated the nighttime quiet. He emerged from the hollow branch where he spent his days and looked out through the glass, eight eyes twinkling in the candlelight.

The Museum of Natural History bustled in the daytime, and though Rosalyn would be last to complain about enthusiasm for the sciences, she simply couldn’t focus with all the voices echoing around the marble halls. Much as she loved explaining to bright-eyed children how the shape of a dinosaur’s hip bone hinted at its muscular configuration, or to her university students how a creature’s diet could be determined from its coprolite, she’d always felt more at-home in the specimen storehouse than in the exhibit halls.

And though ten years prior she had campaigned hard to ensure that the museum was the first building in Gladeport fitted with electric lights, she still couldn’t hear herself think over their incessant buzzing.

So it was only in these quiet hours in the middle of the night that Rosalyn could make any progress on her research.

She had just slipped into that special state where time faded away when a sudden commotion startled her back into her skin.

Yelling, scuffling, scraping—it sounded like a fight.

Anger prickled down Rosalyn’s spine. Were a few quiet hours too much to ask for? 

She pushed the window open the rest of the way, then leaned out to see who the culprits were, a reprimand welling in her lungs.

The silvery light of the full moon afforded a clear view of the commotion.

On the street in front of the museum were a dozen armed city guards, barking orders and yelling with fright as they leveled rifles at a mass of fur and ropes on the street between them. 

The mass surged upright, revealing a seven foot tall bipedal silhouette, bristling hackles, gleaming fangs, and hook-like claws. 

Recognition skittered down Rosalyn’s spine. A werewolf. They were supposedly extinct.

It lunged towards a slender red-haired guard, who dove out of the way as another guard barked and rifles fired. The werewolf stumbled, then growled. There was a tink of metal on stone, and then another. The guards watched with horror as their bullets dropped from the beast’s fur, crushed by the impact.

As the beast reached out, a bola twirled through the air, expertly catching the outstretched limb. The weighted rope wrapped tightly around and pinned the limb to the beast’s side. 

Rosalyn scrambled out of her office, chair clattering behind her and sending Montague ducking back into his branch. She sprinted through the empty exhibit halls, past the basalt specimens and the taxidermied mammoth, to the live specimen wing. From the back closet she grabbed the spool of surgical tape they used on alligators, then she ran for the entrance, slippers skidding on the polished floors.

Rosalyn emerged into the summer night at a full sprint, the door still swinging behind her. The first guard to notice her yelled a warning and waved her off, but Rosalyn didn’t falter. She found the eyes of the red-haired guard.

“Try to catch its jaws!” Rosalyn said. “I can muzzle it!”

The guard nodded and steeled herself. “Give me an opening,” she said to the others.

The captain—identifiable by the large badge on his chest—counted down, and the guards reached for the metal weights of the bolas already attached to the beast. On the signal, they grabbed and pulled with all their weight, knocking the beast off-center and disorienting it for one crucial moment. The red-haired guard expertly twirled her last bola and caught the beast’s snarling jaws in a loop, pulling its snout towards the ground.

Rosalyn dashed in, and with confidence born of practice, she wrapped the beast’s jaws with the surgical tape. Its muzzle was nearly the size of her head.

“Tighten those ropes at the thighs!” she said.

The captain appraised her over his white mustache. “We can’t hold it, we’ve tried!” 

The beast heaved against the bonds.

“Trust me!” She didn’t want to see this creature killed, but more concerning, she wasn’t sure it could be killed.

The captain nodded, and the guards followed Rosalyn’s instructions. She reinforced the bindings with surgical tape at crucial areas until the roll was empty. The werewolf snarled and struggled, panting through its nose. But with its arms pinned to its sides and its legs lashed together, it was immobile.

The guards stepped back, wary and ready, but grateful for the chance to catch their breath.

Rosalyn stepped closer, kneeling next to the beast’s head. Its fur was mottled brown and red, and its wild eyes had golden irises and round pupils. Whether werewolves were sentient was a matter of great debate in the rare species community, and Rosalyn had thought that nobody would ever know. And here was a specimen, literally dropped on her doorstep—with eyes as panicked and unseeing as a stray dog.

She reached out a hand towards its cheek.

The captain’s rough voice startled her from her revery, and she snapped her hand back as her senses returned.

“How in the blazes did you manage that with tape?” 

“It’s a matter of leverage,” Rosalyn said, not looking away from the beast. “Whatever’s a creature’s strongest movement, usually the opposite is much weaker. There are incredible muscles to close the jaw, but only slight ones to open it. We see the same thing with frogs, where they can be contained with minimal pressure if the legs are held straight, and—” Rosalyn felt all the guards’ wide eyes on her, and remembered that they were terrified shift workers, not students in her class.

She cleared her throat. “Right. I don’t know how long these bonds will last, but I do know where we can safely contain this creature. Follow me and be careful.”

Rosalyn led them around to the side of the museum, where she unlocked the cellar doors that opened to a wide ramp down into the basement of the museum.

The building had originally been the mansion of Alpheus Philemon, one of the Ministry of Science’s first and most prolific benefactors. Rosalyn despised the man. He’d been more sadist than philanthropist, and his ‘generous’ donations to the Ministry were little more than hush money to smooth over his inhumane treatment of animals and humans alike. Rosalyn appreciated subverting Alpheus’s legacy by turning his old mansion into a place of public education instead of private indulgence, but they’d found no legitimate use for the massive built-in cages that lined the basement.

Alpheus had been fond of collecting animals from around the globe—tigers, lions, elephants, alligators and more—and caging them up in his basement menagerie to languish. He’d blamed their short and miserable lifespans on ‘the poor constitution of foreign creatures’ instead of on his own horrific husbandry.

Rosalyn promised herself that such a fate would not befall this creature as she flipped the switch for the electric lights and ignored their irritating buzz. She dashed down the hall, selecting a large enclosure not currently used for storage, then waved the guards in.

Each enclosure was mortared in on all sides, with an archway to the main hall. Once through the archway, a massive iron grid designated three quarters of each enclosure for the animal and the remaining quarter as a viewing area. Alpheus’s parties had been legendary. When Rosalyn had found all the plush couches that his guests had enjoyed while his animals slept on barren concrete, she’d ordered them burned. 

The guards dragged the werewolf by the ropes, keeping as much distance as they could between themselves and the hulking creature. As soon as it was over the threshold into the cage, they scurried away.

The captain and the red-haired woman helped Rosalyn spin the locking mechanism on the door, which drove iron bars into the stone of the floor and ceiling.

The werewolf eyed them warily, but no longer struggled.

The guards heaved sighs of relief, and half fled out to the fresh night air, while the others lingered in the menagerie, terror turning to curiosity.

“What in the seven hells is this thing?” the captain murmured, tugging on his mustache.

“It’s a werewolf,” Rosalyn said. “They were reportedly extinct, but apparently not so. It’s difficult to tell whether its rumored properties are legitimate or not, but given the effect of your bullets on its tissues, I’ll wager that the species is indeed supernatural.”

The captain blinked. “It’s magic?”

Rosalyn winced. “Supernatural is the technical designation, ‘magic’ requires other conditions to be met... but yes.” Small magic was relatively ubiquitous in Gladeport—from healing herbs to the horses that owed their unusual steadiness to a unicorn in their pedigree—but beyond the small magics, it was difficult to distinguish fact from legend.

The captain looked at her oddly, as if only now noticing her smock and slippers. 

“Who are you?” he said. 

“Doctor Greenwood. I’m an expert on rare and extinct species.” She offered the captain a firm handshake, which seemed to put him at ease.

“You don’t say. Damned lucky we landed out front, then.”

Rosalyn nodded. “How far did you chase this creature? Where did it come from?”

“We started getting bells from the northern quarter about half an hour ago. Folks were smart enough to shutter up, and the first few guards kept their distance long enough to get a patrol into range. We fired when we saw it was a wild animal, then switched to the bolas when that didn’t do anything. What you saw was a last ditch effort.”

“Did it bite or scratch anyone? Or otherwise make contact?” Rosalyn asked.

The captain tugged on his mustache. “A few, yes.” His eyes widened. “Do you think they’re at risk? Is it... contagious?”

“It’s hard to say. The last reliable werewolf sighting was over two hundred years ago, so the Ministry of Science has no data from living specimens. Given that the creature is clearly supernatural, it’s possible. But it may also just be a myth. Best to detain them for observation, though, just in case.”

The captain nodded at the red-haired woman and she stepped out to collect the injured guards.

The captain turned wary eyes at the werewolf. “You sure this cage can hold it?”

“Unfortunately, yes. It once kept an elephant.” Rosalyn had been horrified when she’d found the mummified skeleton. The deep gouges in the stone and powdered ivory confirmed that the elephant had tried to escape. Repeatedly. Prior staff had just left it there, unsure of what to do with it, and uncompelled to give it any proper respect. It was now cleaned, wired, and proudly trumpeting at the entrance of the mammal wing, along with a large plaque about the deleterious effects of the ivory trade.

Rosalyn continued. “A creature of this size, no matter how magical, will have no chance of escape.”

On three sides, the cage was two feet thick of mortared stone. Each bar of the iron grid was thicker than a fist, spaced six inches apart in each direction. The floor sloped from a drinking trough on one side to sewage drain on the other, and a valve outside the bars controlled nozzles at a seam in the ceiling, which allowed for cleaning the cage without removing the animal. Lest such attentions be misconstrued as care, Alpheus Philemon had commissioned the configuration as a way to reduce the foul smell of the menagerie, and nothing more.

Rosalyn turned to find that the captain and half a dozen guards were still milling about, clearly unsure of what to do next. More out of a desire to get them gone than out of charity, she mustered up a plan.

“Captain, why don’t you go clear cages nearer to the stairs to the museum for the injured? We’ll need to quarantine them and run a variety of tests. If we can’t scrounge up cots tonight, let’s get those in tomorrow. I’ll put in the paperwork to ensure the Ministry of Science takes formal custody of the creature and agents from the Ministry of Health are sent over for the injured.”

“Ah, yes, of course. Thank you, doctor.” The captain looked grateful for something to do, and he met up with the red-haired woman who was just returning, then escorted the injured to their accommodations.

A couple of the guards lingered.

“You can go on and head out,” Rosalyn said to them. “You’ve had a tiring night, I’m sure.”

A young, sand-haired guard hesitated. “Are you sure you want to be alone?”

“Quite,” Rosalyn said with a pleasant smile. “In my experience, martial types only make things worse. Animals can smell your suspicion and respond in kind. I also suspect I’m more equipped to handle an outburst than any of you are.”

The sand-haired guard nodded in agreement, casting a fearful look at the bound werewolf. “C-can we get you anything?”

“No, that’s—well, actually, a few candles would be great. I expect I’ll be here a while.”
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The chattering of the guards fell away as Rosalyn sat on the concrete floor and watched the werewolf. With the commotion gone, she could finally focus.

She didn’t dare leave long enough to go grab her pen and paper, nor did she trust the guards anywhere near her office, so she’d just have to remember everything. Not that she’d have to work very hard—Rosalyn always remembered her first encounter with a new species in exquisite detail.

The werewolf’s eyes glinted reddish amber in the wavering candlelight. Now that the electric lights were off, the creature breathed more deeply. It struggled against the bonds, and though a few strands of tape frayed, the bonds held.

Rosalyn took in every detail—the deep brown fur tipped with red, the bipedal digitigrade anatomy, the hooked claws, the anxious lash of its unbound tail, and the alien awareness behind those reddish amber eyes. 

The wolf growled lowly whenever she met those eyes. The sound sent a thrill down her spine each time. As it had always been, the signals that should have sent her running only drew her closer in. Rosalyn leaned against the bars, both irritated and grateful that the red-tinged fur was out of reach. Her good sense prevailed, but only barely.

Perhaps this werewolf would turn back into the human it had morphed from. Perhaps it had never been a human at all. There was so much to learn and time faded away as Rosalyn mentally cataloged hypotheses for further testing.

She eyed her pocket watch as morning approached. Just as the full moon set, the werewolf’s eyes flickered shut, and it took a shuddering breath. On the exhale, its form rapidly collapsed on itself, leaving a pile of ropes and tape on top of a much smaller creature.

Rosalyn held her breath as she absorbed the new data.

It was a human male, lanky and olive-skinned with long, dark hair. He had no lacerations, bruises, or other outward signs of injury, and his breathing was regular. He stirred, and as his body took in the sensation of the cold concrete floor and the rough, half-frayed ropes, he jolted awake and spun, landing hazel eyes on Rosalyn through the bars.

“It’s alright,” she said. “You’re safe here.”

“W-where am I?”

“The Museum of Natural History.”

“W-why am I here?”

Rosalyn hesitated, but she couldn’t think of anything kinder than the truth. “You’re a werewolf. The city guard caught you, and you just turned back.”

The man blinked. “How can I... I...” He shivered, glanced down at himself, then relaxed. “Oh, if I’m naked, that means I’m dreaming.”

Rosalyn bit her lip to keep an amused smile from her face. She would have been content to let him believe that, except the sooner he understood the truth, the better.

“I’m sorry, but... you aren’t dreaming. This is really real.”

“But I don’t remember how I got here. That’s how dreams always go.”

“That’s perhaps because of the nature of the werewolf transformation.” Rosalyn noted amnesia as a symptom.

“Ah, yes, of course,” he said, clearly not believing her.

“What’s the last thing you do remember?”

“Well, I was at my sister’s. Then, I made dinner and sat down to read for a bit, like I do every night. And then I went to sleep.” A frown tugged at his mouth, and his olive skin tinged ashen. “And I... I never remember my actual life in my dreams. This is... I’m really...” Color returned violently to his cheeks as his eyes widened. “And I am really quite naked in front of you, I am so sorry!”

Rosalyn couldn’t help but chuckle. “Most of my coworkers don’t wear any clothes, so don’t worry about it. But—”

“—your coworkers are nude?”

Rosalyn snorted a laugh. “No, no, I work with animals. This is the Museum of Natural History. Sorry, it was a bit of a lame joke.”

“Oh, I see. Of course. I-I’m a bit dazed at the moment, I’m afraid.”

“You must be freezing, I’ll go get you something.” Reluctant as she was to leave the werewolf, it would only take a moment to provide a vital creature comfort. Rosalyn stood and shook the stiffness out of her limbs, then set out along the stone hallway.

The soft light of morning glowed from seams in the ceiling, reflected there by strange apertures of mirrored glass and white stone, technology based on ancient Egyptian designs. Even Rosalyn begrudgingly admitted that it was a small wonder—and far better than the buzz of electric lights, even if much dimmer.

The injured guards slumbered in smaller cages by the stairs up to the museum, and Rosalyn dug through the supply shelves next door. A spare lab coat was the best she could find.

She returned to find the man gingerly extricating himself from the pile of rope and tape. He curled tighter around himself as he heard her approach.

Rosalyn offered the lab coat through the bars. “Sorry it’s not much. We’ll get your actual belongings as soon as we can.”

His cheeks flushed redder. “C-could you um, could you toss it this way?”

“I don’t think I can get it all the way to you.” It seemed the least of his concerns, but Rosalyn could guess at the source of his discomfort. “Would it make you feel better if I closed my eyes?”

“Y-yes, please.”

Rosalyn tried to not let her amused smile show as she closed her eyes and turned away. The coat lifted from her hand and he donned it with a rustle.

“A-alright.”

Rosalyn turned to find herself facing his chest—he was a full head taller than her. She extended a hand through the bars. “I’m Rosalyn.”

“Jules. Pleasure to meet you.”

Rosalyn half-grinned. “You don’t really mean that. Everything about this must be awful for you.”

“No—well, yes, but—well, you seem pretty... Nice, p-pretty nice. S-sorry, I don’t know where my manners have gone.”

“In my experience, manners go with a good habitat, good sleep, and good food, all of which you’re deprived of, at the moment. That’ll be our first order of business.” It was amazing how many supposedly vicious creatures calmed down with the provision of those three essentials—and, inversely, just how vicious even the most well-heeled human could become, missing only one.

Jules reached out hesitantly and gripped the iron bars, which were so thick that his fingers couldn’t fully wrap around them. He glanced up to see them rooted firmly in the ceiling. It was not the frantic searching of a caged animal, but the mournful resignation of a caged human.

“I’m... I’m going to be stuck here for the foreseeable future, aren’t I?”

Rosalyn winced. Once again, she could think of nothing kinder than the truth. “Yes, you are. But I’ll stay with you. I promise.”

“And, um, your profession... is?”

“Ah! Of course, forgive me my manners. I’m a doctor of biology in residence here, specializing in rare and extinct species. Werewolves seem to have just moved from the latter to the former, but both are within my purview. I’ll be taking the lead on your... case.”

“So, Rosalyn, I must assume I’m quite the curiosity now.”

Rosalyn offered an apologetic look. “I’m afraid so. And as such, I have quite a long list of questions for you...”

“Of course. Though I must confess some inexperience as the subject of anyone’s curiosity, let alone being a curiosity, so you’ll have to forgive my stumbling through.”

Jules was a local, another resident of Gladeport. He lived and worked in the financial district, a banker by trade. His memory of lunch with his sister was indeed of the previous afternoon, and he did not seem to be suffering from any other mental lapses or delusions.

He’d taken no deviations from his daily schedule on the days leading up to his transformation, nor did he have any recollection of ever seeing a werewolf or being in a situation where he might have been exposed to one. He was, by all indications, patient zero.

That line of questioning sent a sudden pang of fear across his face. “While I was—did I hurt—I can’t imagine—”

As Jules’s breathing quickened towards panic, Rosalyn stretched a hand through the bars and grasped his elbow.

“There were no serious injuries. Those who were potentially exposed are in quarantine and also being attended to. None if this is your fault. You must remember that.”

Jules gripped Rosalyn’s forearm until his hands stopped shaking, and his breath steadied. “Right. Alright.”

“The best thing you can do for them and for yourself is to keep as calm as you can and tell me everything you feel. This is uncharted territory. Everything is data, even the littlest thing, alright? You can trust me to be discreet, I promise.”

“Everything?”

“Everything.”

“I...”

A thud echoed in the hallway as the doors from the basement to the museum swung open, and distinctive clacking footsteps hurried up the hall.

A devastatingly fashionable woman swept into the room. She wore a dress in the latest fashion but dyed an unusually dark shade of navy, embroidered with a splatter of silver beads modeled after the night sky, and her blonde hair was perfectly curled under a matching fascinator. As always, she wore every tight, scratchy, dreadful type of clothing that Rosalyn despised, and she looked absolutely radiant. Zilla Moribay was the envy of high society, the museum’s manager and chief curator, and—strangely enough—Rosalyn’s closest friend.

“Rosalyn, darling! The press storm of the century is poised to descend upon us—I hope you’re prepared.” She turned to look at Jules. “This is the specimen? He doesn’t seem too frightening.”

“He was a bit... taller. And furrier. Last night. His name is—”

“Right, though of course if there are no photographs the press will immediately want to verify...”

“There’s a room full of captive witnesses down the hall. Though I—”

“Excellent. Good. I’ll have Nance bring you the paperwork.”

“I thought our deal was that I don’t have to do the paperwork?”

“Darling, there’s only one of me today—would you rather deal with the press?”

Rosalyn winced. “Fair enough.”

Then Zilla swept off as quickly as she’d arrived.

Jules looked a bit stricken.

“Zilla’s quite the character,” Rosalyn said. “But I trust her with my life. Even if it’s hard to get a word in edgewise.”

“Seems like a good trait for someone managing the press,” Jules said.

“Quite. Anyway, what were you about to say? Something about how you were feeling?”

Jules blinked. “Just, um, that I understand. I understand that I’ll need to tell you everything.”

His cheeks flushed subtly redder and Rosalyn guessed there was more to it, but she said, “Right. Good.” Before she could probe any further, true to Zilla’s word, chaos descended.
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Visitors swarmed the museum, and journalists flanked every staff entrance and exit. At the slightest movement, a flurry of flashbulbs snapped like sharks in a feeding frenzy, hoping for a glimpse of the creature that would dominate the day’s headlines.

Zilla deftly parried every request for comment into a call to action to donate to the museum, while Rosalyn started her way through the pile of asinine paperwork that would ensure Jules remained at the museum. Such regulations were supposed to stop people like Alpheus Philemon, but rich men like him paid their way around such rules, while rule-followers like Rosalyn and Zilla were left with the burden of ineffective process.

Once the paperwork was complete, it took quick thinking, luck, and some crowd management by Zilla to get Rosalyn to and from the Ministry of Science without being assailed by a journalist, but by some miracle, they pulled it off. Rosalyn enlisted a few of the museum’s interns to haul in blankets, pillows, and whatever other accommodations they could fit through the bars of Jules’s cage. They placed a spare desk in the viewing area and Rosalyn hauled down stacks of academic tomes, not quite willing to trust the interns with them. She would have brought Montague, but the chill of the basement didn’t agree with him, so she gave him an extra cricket for the week as an apology.

The Ministry of Health contacted Jules’s sister, Lystra, and she stopped by in the early afternoon, flustered and teary-eyed, with a bundle of clothing and books. From Lystra’s whirlwind questions, Rosalyn could tell that the Ministry of Health had reported Jules as a victim of ‘exposure to a pathogen of supernatural nature’. Jules did not seem inclined to give Lystra any further detail, so Rosalyn followed suit.

And indeed, as Jules asked about Lystra’s children and she rattled off the whereabouts of four under the age of twelve, Rosalyn could understand why Jules didn’t want to worry her any more than necessary.

As Lystra left, a trio of uninjured guards arrived with an early dinner for their anxious brethren, and the chaos of mealtime and other family visits continued unabated until the sky blushed orange with sunset. The museum closed promptly, with Zilla having a bit too much fun shooing out the straggling visitors and press.

That left only Rosalyn and a pair of doctors from the Ministry of Health to observe the injured guards. If anything wolfish presented, they’d call for Rosalyn, but otherwise she’d be alone with Jules.

Rosalyn returned to Jules’s cell to find him wearing his own clothes again—well-tailored trousers, a button-up shirt with leather patches at the elbows, and a sharp vest. With his hair combed back into a tie at the nape of his neck and spectacles perched on his nose, he looked so bookishly handsome that Rosalyn stopped short in the doorway.

She could only be grateful that he didn’t seem to notice her conspicuous pause as she pulled the chair from her desk over to the bars.

“What are you reading?” she asked.

Jules blinked and looked up, folding the book in his lap. “Nothing, really. I confess I’ve just been staring at the page. It’s a bit hard to focus on economics at the moment.”

“Economics? For work?”

“Leisure, actually. See, I’m the most boring possible person for all this to happen to. I’m sorry you’re stuck scrutinizing me for the next... however long.”

“Nothing about you seems boring at all,” Rosalyn said, quite honestly.

“Not even the bank?”

“Not even the bank. The fact that a species has achieved such a level of social complexity as to not only use an abstract symbol for currency, but to have gotten the point of devising complex systems for backing and validating that currency, creating the potential for an economy that—” A familiar unease welled in Rosalyn, growing with every word. She’d learned to anticipate the blank stares and dazed nods that usually accompanied her stringing more than two sentences together outside of a lecture hall. So she forced a smile. “Well, now, I suppose I’m the one boring you.”
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