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      This book is dedicated to my parents, John and Mary Ann Brown. I thank GOD for the lifetime roles they performed in raising

            their children.


      They were steadfast in their commitment to family, tireless in their efforts to provide a better life, passionate in instilling

            in us a spirit of excellence, and modeled an unwavering 

            belief that doing things GOD’s way is ALWAYS the right way. I’m extremely grateful.


   

      FOREWORD


      James Brown is an uncommon personality in sports broadcasting today. He has become one of the most recognizable faces, and

         voices, in the industry. He not only hosts CBS’s National Football League pre-game show but has appeared on national television

         broadcasts of college and professional sports, as well as the Olympics. His voice is heard on daily and weekly radio broadcasts.

         While he is now recognized as one of the best in his field, the journey hasn’t always been smooth. In Role of a Lifetime James not only shares the details of this journey, but also the life lessons that were learned from some great mentors he’s

         had along the way.

      


      I first met the man everyone calls “JB” in the late 1980s (JB may remember the exact year) when I was an assistant coach for

         the Pittsburgh Steelers and he was doing play-by-play for CBS. He would always come in early and ask questions about our players

         to prepare for the broadcasts. What I noticed right away was that he not only wanted to know their assignments on the field,

         so he could report accurately on the game, but he also wanted to know about them as men. He always wanted to highlight what

         they were doing off the field that the viewers may not know about. As I got to know him better, I learned that this is what

         James Brown is all about—not football or basketball, but about people and relationships.

      


      That’s what makes James so unique in his business. To get to the top in broadcasting you usually have to put the spotlight

         on yourself and demonstrate how good you are and how much you know. But James has taken a different approach, taking the advice of his high school coach and choosing to be a “role player”—a

         player who does the little things to help his teammates to look better. By using this game plan and by following Christ’s

         model of servant leadership he has become not only one of the best, but also one of the most respected and well-liked broadcasters

         of our time.

      


      In this book you’ll see how that life philosophy was developed, starting with the work ethic that was instilled in him by

         his parents while growing up in Washington, DC. You will see a commitment to preparation and teamwork that grew through basketball

         at DeMatha High School and Harvard University, and was later fine-tuned by a stint in the business world. You’ll see a professional

         career of ground-breaking achievements mixed with setbacks and disappointments. And ultimately, you’ll discover what has allowed

         him to gracefully handle everything that has come his way—his faith in Jesus Christ.

      


      That faith is what makes James Brown special. Not only did his faith allow him to move forward in those tough times, it’s

         what has allowed him to remain humble in a business characterized by huge egos. It’s what has motivated him to utilize the

         platform and visibility of national television, not for personal gain, but to help others. It’s that faith in God that guides

         him daily and shapes every decision he makes.

      


      James Brown has been a great friend and role model for me and so many others in the sports world over the years. Now, by writing

         this book, I believe he will inspire even more people who get to know the story behind this uncommon man.

      


      —Tony Dungy
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         It proved to be THE most difficult task. Even if I were to have devoted a chapter in the book for acknowledgments, I would

         think of someone, after the fact, whose name I forgot. That would hurt me more than the person not mentioned. So, please forgive

         me for not taking the risk.

      


      Therefore, for each and every person who has played a meaningful role in shaping the person I am today—and you know who you

         are—I am DEEPLY grateful.

      


      I think everyone would understand my singling out my family. My wife Dorothy, who means as much to me as the air I breathe,

         is a blessing beyond measure, and the catalyst for my spiritual growth. My brothers, John, Terence and Everett and my Uncle

         Cliff who not only have been ardent supporters, but friends who provide me with candid, helpful feedback. My sister, Alicia

         is not only the smartest one in the family, but the one to whom we owe a debt of gratitude. She shared a home with mom and

         was her principal caretaker thru Mom’s long battle with health challenges, all the while managing responsibilities as a big

         company vice president. There’s nothing like the love of a daughter, and Katrina is my pride and joy. She and my son-in-law

         John, have given me another reason to continue working hard and set the right example in my granddaughter, Kaela.

      


      My two adopted family members include my high school coach, confident and trusted family friend Morgan Wootten; and the person

         who not only convinced me, but got me excited about writing this book, my attorney Jeff Fried.

      


      I especially want to thank my friends at FaithWords who were as patient as anyone could expect, given the demands on my time

         during the NFL season, especially Rolf Zettersten, Harry Helm, and Gina Wynn. I’m sure working with me has given them a new

         appreciation for the words, long-suffering.

      


      I’d like to thank my colleagues at CBS, both my studio co-hosts and particularly all of those great people behind-the-scenes.

         You never get to see them but without them, the shot itself would not be as good as it is. They are family and I love them.

      


      Thanks to my Literary Agent Jake Elwell who helped me to find the right home for this book. And to my co-author Nathan Whitaker.

         He’s a bright, quick-witted, humble man with whom I’ve become good friends. My assistant Elizabeth Malia continues to amaze

         me with the many hats she wears so well.

      


      To Tony Dungy, who encouraged me to be as open and as bold as possible in writing this book. That performing my role in this

         lifetime will continue to be a success by esteeming others above myself.

      


      Finally, but most importantly, to My LORD and SAVIOR, JESUS CHRIST. To GOD be the glory. In all that I do, I seek to do excellently

         unto HIM.

      


   

      INTRODUCTION


      But seek ye first the kingdom of God,


      and his righteousness; and all these


      things shall be added unto you.


      Matthew 6:33 (KJV)

      


      We may not have met yet, but I suspect that we have a lot in common, you and I.

      


      For whatever reason that brought you to pick up this book, I am grateful that you did, and for the time and attention you

         will give to the pages that follow. In some ways, I’m not sure my story is any different from that of the typical twenty-first

         century American out there—a tale of searching through life to find who I was, who I was created to be, and what I was meant

         to do. It is a journey of perseverance to overcome obstacles and make it to the end of valleys that far too often we find

         in front of us.

      


      I suspect your journey has been a lot like mine.


      At the same time, I do recognize that I also have lived a real-life fairy tale of finding myself in the loving embrace of

         a woman, a family, and a Savior who loves me for who I am, flaws and all. I have been blessed beyond measure with experiences

         and opportunities that are far beyond what I had envisioned or have merited, and I have tried to stop long enough to savor

         those at every twist and turn along the way.

      


      And so, when I was told over the years that I had something to write about by a variety of people, I initially reacted with

         hesitation. I dismissed out of hand their contention that I really had anything to offer that was either unique or of interest,

         and pushed the thought aside, to the deeper recesses of my mind. As you can see, I apparently didn’t completely cast it aside,

         because their encouraging words began to slowly come back into my conscious thoughts.

      


      In the meantime, though, my good friend Indianapolis Colts coach Tony Dungy came out with his memoir, and a radio personality

         and I were talking about the book. It seems that this radio personality, who has a wildly popular talk show because of his

         antagonistic, “shock-jock” type format, had read Tony’s book and was so moved by it that he began reconsidering his life’s

         work. “JB, I realized after reading that book that I don’t want to look back and think that this is what I did with the talents

         I’ve got—to inflame and upset people. That can’t be my legacy.”

      


      That conversation led me to talk with Tony about the encouragement I had received to write about my journey, and realized,

         like Coach Dungy’s motivation to finally share his life’s story in Quiet Strength, that if there was even one person who drew something out of my book that positively impacted them and how they navigated

         the journey of their own life, that would make it worth the effort. Conversations with my friend and attorney Jeff Fried brought

         to the fore-front many of the pearls of wisdom, heart-to-heart discussions, and flat-out orders from my mother—which ultimately

         laid the foundation upon which I’ve lived. Her example was the best. Realizing that, I wanted to honor my mother’s and my father’s legacies. My dad was more like the biblical

         character Joseph: the strong, supportive, caring, silent type who ably provided for us. Two devoted, sacrificing parents with

         only high school educations, but PhD’s in common sense and love.

      


      And so, with that perspective, I reflected further on the incredible experiences I have enjoyed, the disappointments I have

         endured, those saints along the way who built themselves into my life, and upon the faith that has carried me through it all.

      


      There are things that I have learned, there are giants in my life that have lifted me up that I might see and go farther,

         and there are stories that might lighten your day. Yes, there are things that I can share. Things that may help you and others.

         Things that may give you strength for your journey. Things that just may bring a different perspective to whatever you may

         be facing. But recognize that I do so with gratitude toward you in deciding to come along with me on my journey. I haven’t

         always gotten it right, but if sharing from some of the times when I’ve gotten it wrong will help you, I will be humbled by

         that experience.

      


      Role of a Lifetime is premised on the belief that finding and playing the role we were meant to play should be our goal. It’s a place where we find not only success, but real significance in each day. On that journey, allowing

         others to shine, and helping them to do so in their roles, can be the best way to live out this life we’ve been given and to maximize its impact and find fulfillment along the

         way.

      


      This book is designed to be more than simply a memoir. While the stories of my life may provide moments of enjoyment, I hope

         that even more they will illuminate the life lessons learned along my journey—the satisfaction I have enjoyed by focusing

         on and embracing my own gifts and abilities, and striving to make the most of the roles that have come my way that I have

         chosen to play.

      


      All generations are searching for answers and looking for them in the lives of high-profile examples—whom society lifts as

         role models—who too often live by relative values and are themselves looking for guidance. You and I live in a world that

         all too often operates under the overriding template of self-promotion, embracing a “Hooray for Me” attitude, and which measures

         success in increasingly small time snapshots dotted with markers of temporal value. From a lifetime of experiences—both good

         and not so good—I have learned that a life of real significance will not be found by following that path.

      


      In addition, society preaches that if you follow the latest formula for success, you can be the best. The reality, however, is that not all of us will end up on the top rung of the ladder—wherever that is. And even if we do,

         we will feel unfulfilled when we get there (maybe even along the way), ultimately realizing that is not where we were meant

         to be.

      


      Instead, my goal has been to do the right thing the right way, all of the time, and through that to make the most of my role—whatever

         it may be. We may not all be called to be the leader in the journey—instead, many of us are called to play a different role.

         And if we pause to consider it, we realize we all have roles that are unique to us and shaped by our gifts and abilities.

         All sorts of meaningful life-changing roles. Son. Daughter. Wife. Husband. Father. Mother. Friend. Co-worker. Coach. Employer.

         Teacher. Roles that make the world a better place and that impact lives for good.

      


      I wasn’t born with all the answers—far from it—but have learned through the journey of my life, from the influential people

         who guided me, and from the events, both personal and societal, which challenged, scarred, at times, and shaped me, that life

         is about the longer view. I still don’t have all the answers, but have learned that success in life—overcoming the difficulties

         and detours—is really about the deeper meaning in everything you do, the significant difference you make while striving to

         honor God and leaving a legacy of changed lives. In that, I have found the blessings of a life of satisfaction, impact, joy,

         and fulfillment.

      


      My hope and prayer is that this book will help you to see a bit of what I have seen through my journey, that it will bless

         you in some way, and that you will find something to take from it—some encouragement, some measure of wisdom, or a dose of

         inspiration, for successful and more significant living. Maybe you will take away something as simple as this thought, which

         will surely overcome you at times as you read: “I’ll never make the mistake JB made in that situation!” Maybe you will begin

         to see that who you have been created to be is something of incredible and of eternal value, and the roles that you occupy

         in life, no one else can occupy.

      


      This book is experiential in nature, in that I’m not much of a historian. I don’t always remember dates or the exact sequence

         of events, but I am not afraid to show emotion—yes, even shed a tear or two—and can remember exactly how I felt when something meaningful occurred. The book, therefore, will wend its way from meaningful event to meaningful event—as I

         saw them—as I recollect my story.

      


      And so, this is simply my story, humbly offered: those things that have worked—and all those that haven’t!—for me so far,

         and the people that have helped get me here, and the experiences that have shaped me in the journey. Along the way, there

         will be some laughs, many laughs, since I have had the privilege of working with some crazy people, whom I love dearly.

      


      Through it all, my journey is now inseparably entwined with my Savior who has been with me throughout—even at times when I

         wasn’t sure—and continues to this day to walk beside me and provide me with strength, courage, and wisdom far beyond my own

         capabilities. He has always smiled down upon me—even when I may not have deserved it—as I did my best to find and fill the

         roles He put before me.

      


      I suspect, as you come along beside me, we may find that we have a lot in common, you and I.


   

      CHAPTER 1


      ONE SAVANNAH SUMMER


      You’re either progressing as a player or regressing. 


      Morgan Wootten


      This was not how it was supposed to be. The noise from the landing gear grinding into place pierced the fog of my thoughts.

         The blanket of clouds outside the window of our plane stretched as far as I could see and was thick, hiding my next stop.

         In a few minutes we would break through them and touch down—then what?

      


      How would I explain it to my family, and all my friends? What would I say to all those people who watched, supported, and

         cheered me on for so long? What would I say to all the kids in the neighborhood who had looked up to me for all those years?

         How could I look at myself in the mirror?

      


      My teammates. Coach Harrison. The Washingtons, Smiths, Kellys, Winslows, and others in the neighborhood. My girlfriend.


      And Coach Wootten. What would he say? Every step and stop along the way of my basketball career had been up. Oh, there had

         been some setbacks, some roadblocks, some learning moments—always the temporary hinderances of hard work, and always followed

         by more success. More wins. More people who noticed my athletic ability and progress. My potential to play on a bigger stage

         was becoming clear. Basketball would be my ticket to a successful, fulfilling, and meaningful life.

      


      No more. What in the world was next?


      [image: art]


      I knew that this was where I belonged. This was where I was meant to be.


      There were still six of us out on the basketball court. It had been a long workout and our bodies—white and black—were glistening

         and dripping with sweat. It had been a long training camp, but with the exhibition season fast approaching, we were getting

         in some extra work.

      


      I was receiving an education in Savannah summers. They are incredibly hot, with little breeze, and even extended past what

         I had always considered to be a normal summer. DC certainly gets hot, but the grip of the summer heat at least starts to break

         a bit by September. Not only was it sweltering and still outside in the ninety-two degree Georgia heat, it was even hotter

         inside the Savannah Civic Center.

      


      There were only sixteen or seventeen of us left in camp, and a handful of us were getting in some extra work after practice.

         It was a combined camp, consisting of the Atlanta Hawks veteran players along with a few of us rookies who had lasted this

         long.

      


      This was both a culmination and a commencement. The apex of my basketball career to date, and yet merely the threshold of

         the true dream which God had placed in my heart, making use of the talents that He had given me. My professional basketball

         career lay before me: the dream of playing in the National Basketball Association with some of the best basketball players

         in the world. I felt I belonged. I was where I wanted to be. Shortly the twelve-man squad would be leaving the Savannah summer

         and its oppressive heat behind for the slightly cooler weather of an Atlanta autumn to begin the exhibition and regular season

         of 1973.

      


      I had been drafted in the fourth round by the Atlanta Hawks of the NBA and in the sixth round by the Denver Rockets. The Rockets,

         of the American Basketball Association, opted to wait until the sixth round because they—correctly—had ascertained that I

         would prefer to play at the highest level, in the National Basketball Association. I had worked too hard and too diligently,

         and sacrificed too many other things for too many years to not pursue this at the highest level, with the Hawks, even if the

         Rockets were optimistic that I would make the squad. There were no such guarantees from the Hawks, but frankly, as I viewed

         the situation and my talents, I didn’t need any. I was having a good camp, and like any competitive athlete, I had been taught

         that there was no challenge so great that I could not overcome it.

      


      By all accounts, I was a leaper. I was hailed as one of the best leapers to come out of the District of Columbia basketball

         ranks, which helped offset my size—I am only six feet five inches tall. I would need every bit of that jumping ability if

         I was going to enjoy the long-lived career that I believed I would have in the NBA.

      


      Some of the things taking place in that camp could be taught and learned. “Pistol” Pete Maravich was our star. He could do

         unbelievable things with a basketball—dribble between his legs and behind his back at full speed, and whip the craziest, unexpected

         passes your way, with mustard on them so you had to be alert or risk losing a tooth. He could dribble a basketball in each

         hand—two balls simultaneously—and beat me and the rest of the squad down the court, while each of us were only dribbling one

         ball.

      


      Leaping ability, however, is something innate that inspires awe. Scouts looked for that, and other innate abilities that couldn’t

         be taught. Those were the things that could make the difference between championships and mediocrity. That leaping ability

         had made me a high school center, even though I was relatively short by basketball standards. Humorously, I often tell people

         that I began high school as a six-foot, six-inch freshman, but graduated as a six-foot, five-inch senior. (It’s conceivable

         that we may have “exaggerated” a bit in those early years.) As a center I had been a two-time high school All-American, and

         one of the top five prep players in the country, coming out of the storied basketball program at DeMatha Catholic High School

         in Washington, DC. In large part because of my leaping ability, that made me—by those who followed such things at the time—one

         of the greatest leapers in DC history.

      


      Coming up I was tough playing inside—in the paint. I blocked shots and rebounded better than players far bigger than I was,

         employing a combination of what I would describe as ability and tenacity. My opponents might have characterized things a bit

         differently. But the truth is—I wanted the ball. I also had a very soft corner jump shot, which I could take out to the wing with similar success as well. I knew

         that in the NBA I couldn’t be nearly as effective in the paint at six-five, so I was relying more and more on my outside game.

         My shooting touch had always been solid throughout high school and I worked to make it as reliable as possible when I was

         in college, and was moved from the center and forward positions I had played in high school to a small forward and big guard

         in college. But, to be honest, I had a decent outside shot.

      


      The rest of my game hadn’t developed as much in college as it probably should have, but I was a smooth, solid player and was

         establishing myself with an excellent camp as a number two guard, also called a shooting guard. I hadn’t played a great deal

         in the backcourt, and still needed to polish up some of those areas of my game—ball control and ball handling, penetration,

         the transition game, more movement without the ball, and getting into the flow better on the offensive side of the court.

         Still, it had gone well. So well that I was a three-time All–Ivy League selection.

      


      And now, I had been selected by the Hawks in the 1973 NBA Draft. I was chosen after Dwight Jones of the University of Houston

         and John Brown of Missouri, their two first round picks, Tom Inglesby out of Villanova in the second round, and Ted Manakas

         of Princeton and Leonard Gray of Long Beach State were taken in the third round. There were twelve rounds then, and I was,

         I knew, competing with Ted and Leonard and the other players drafted behind me—except for Dave Winfield, taken in the fifth

         round, who they knew would go on to play baseball instead—for one spot on the twelve man roster. Counting the first three

         draft selections, the team stars Pete Maravich and Lou Hudson, and other returning veterans from the prior season’s playoff

         team, I knew that Cotton Fitzsimmons, the head coach, and his staff had accounted for eleven spots. That was fine by me—that

         still left one spot. I just needed one spot.

      


      I was going to be the twelfth.
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      We finally finished our extemporaneous pickup game of three-on-three, and I stayed to shoot a few more free throws. My effort

         hadn’t been quite what it needed to be in college, even though I had done well, but I was making up for it during those first

         four weeks of camp. I had been steady, and felt that I would not only be able to hold up through an eighty-two game season

         but that, with hard and extra work, could improve even more rapidly and develop those other areas I would need to be able

         to contribute to the success of the team.

      


      I finished my free throw time and decided to head down to the whirlpool in the Civic Center, to try to lessen the aches and

         pains that I would feel in my knees in the morning.

      


      While I was in the whirlpool machine, treating my aching muscles, one of the assistants entered the trainer’s room and found

         me. He told me that Coach Fitzsimmons wanted to meet with me. This wasn’t unusual, by my way of thinking. Coach had been helpful

         all along to give me pointers on things to work on outside of practice, and now we were approaching the time to leave Savannah

         and head to Atlanta to start the slate of exhibition games. I showered and dressed quickly and headed up to his hotel room.

      


      “JB, you’ve been a great guy, and it’s been a pleasure to have had the chance to have you with us for the last few weeks.”

         I nodded and smiled, but the smile melted from my lips as the realization of his use of the past tense began to sink in. My

         mind began racing, but I snapped out of it just in time to hear, “I’m going to let you go.”

      


      “You’re kidding me,” was all I could manage. It was unthinkable.


      “You’ve got a great background, a great education, and I have no doubt that you will do great in the game of life,” Coach

         Fitzsimmons said.

      


      “Well, that’s all well and fine, Coach. But I wasn’t looking to do any of that right now. I want to play basketball right now in my life. This is what I’m good at. This is my future. Help me understand how I don’t

         have what’s necessary to make this team.”

      


      He didn’t have a direct answer. He didn’t have to—even though I thought I needed it at that moment. Whatever his answer—the

         deal was over. It was a matter of the numbers, he said. He simply needed to cut one more player, and I was that one.

      


      I was devastated. Everything around me seemed out of place. It was surreal. There was no scenario I had imagined in which

         this was the possible outcome. Not one. I hadn’t dreaded heading up to his hotel room, because it was always someone else being

         released. It certainly wasn’t going to be me.

      


      But this time it was me. The dream was over, already.


      I couldn’t imagine what was next. The thought that I wouldn’t make the final roster had been unthinkable for me, when others

         were making alternative arrangements this summer. Now it was a reality. I hadn’t prepared for, I hadn’t even thought of a

         fallback plan for my life. College classmates were heading off to law school—no, they had already begun law school, as it was September. I remembered that I had always wondered if I might be interested in law school, but…

      


      I’m not sure that I said anything else to Coach Fitzsimmons. He was wrong about his choice, I knew that much. He had kept

         a journeyman veteran over me, a solid player, but I was better. At least that’s how I saw it.

      


      This was so inconceivable. I felt sick, and I could feel my face burning, my eyes beginning to well up. I wondered what I

         would say to my family and friends. I felt like I was in some kind of free fall, headed toward a future that I couldn’t even

         conceive. Actually, no kind of future at all, as far as I was concerned. Of more immediate concern right then was getting

         out of his hotel room before I started to cry.

      


      My bags were mostly packed in my hotel room, as I had kept everything together in anticipation of heading back to Atlanta

         with the team shortly. I looked around the hotel room, trying to gather any loose items I had left lying around. My stomach

         was in knots, and I was having trouble thinking clearly.

      


      I knew this was a disaster. That much I could focus on.


      The Hawks intern drove me to the Savannah airport, where the franchise would finish its obligations to me with a one-way flight

         back to DC. He had made these trips before. Now he was taking me. We traveled in silence, the shimmering heat before us, the

         deafening silence of defeat—my defeat—engulfing us.

      


      The plane trip home was silent. At least no one else on the plane knew what had just happened. It was not supposed to be like

         this.

      


      Once I arrived home, I could still smell the stench of defeat all around me. Despite being twenty-two years old, a Harvard

         graduate, and having to share a bedroom with three younger brothers and a young uncle, I walled myself up in the house for

         the next two weeks.

      


      Somewhere way down deep inside me, maybe I knew things would get better. I wanted to believe that something else I was supposed

         to do would begin to surface. I know now that God was still there, even in my discouragement, whether I was aware of His presence

         or not. He is there in our good times and our bad, I know now.

      


      But at that moment, I was without direction, and without the energy or inclination to think about anything else. Between anger,

         feeling sorry for myself, and crying, I didn’t have any free time.

      


      It wasn’t supposed to end this way.


   

      CHAPTER 2


      ROOTS AND SACRED TRUSTS


      You don’t choose your family. They are 

         God’s gift to you, as you are to them.

      


      Bishop Desmond Tutu


      It was 2004 and there I was, a broadcaster on national television every week, and suddenly I found myself unable to speak a

         single word. Speechless, my family and friends would say, for the first time in their recent memory.

      


      I can stand in front of crowds full of total strangers, audiences made up of well-known personalities and dignitaries, or

         even in front of television monitors knowing that people beyond the farthest reaches of my imagination are watching in living

         rooms, restaurants, community centers, and a variety of other venues, and yet, I was so emotional I couldn’t get out… a… single…

         word… for what seemed like a minute. I composed myself and spoke from my heart tenderly what my Mom meant to me.

      


      She went by a variety of names: Mrs. Brown, Ma Brown, or Mother Brown. To her friends she was Mary Ann.


      To me she has always been Mom.


      And now we were gathered together to celebrate Mom on the event of her seventieth birthday and, more importantly, we wanted

         to give thanks for God mercifully giving Mom back to us after she had gone into code blue the previous year. We had decided

         to put all of our finery on display to honor her in a loving, intimate way, with HER making the final decisions. The family

         was in black tie and formal attire, and I had watched with admiration as my siblings, family members, and lifelong friends,

         spoke to her and about her. My sister had time-lined the whole celebration and wanted us to be mindful of the time, because

         of Mom’s health and the need to get her back home and to bed before the hour got to be too late. All of the comments were

         very touching. And so, when it was my turn to speak, it was very difficult.
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