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Be not deceived; God is not mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.


Paul to the Galatians vi 7.




Chapter One


There are years when the news seems to consist of nothing but natural or man-made disasters. Wars, revolutions, earthquakes and floods kill hundreds of thousands, as if both man and nature had combined to alter the face of the earth. And there are years when the news is always of world importance but nobody gets hurt. 1953 was one of those years. Dwight D. Eisenhower was inaugurated as President of the USA, Stalin died, the USSR exploded its first hydrogen bomb, Everest was climbed, Queen Elizabeth II was crowned, and the UN signed an armistice with the North Koreans at Panmunjom.


On a more human level the English cricketers won the Ashes in Australia, and on 1 October, the Israelis celebrated Yom Kippur, and Frau Liselotte Woltmann gave birth to a daughter in a small town in Germany called Göttingen. It would have been nice to be able to say that they celebrated the birth of a daughter. But they were not that kind of people.


Göttingen had not been greatly damaged in the Allied air-raids, nor had there been a great deal of resistance before the surrender. The town still had most of its mediaeval buildings and its life revolved round its ancient university. Local people said that it was American and British respect for the university that had preserved the town itself. Herr Woltmann didn’t give a damn why it was all, more or less, in one piece. By a miracle Kurt Woltmann had been put on a Wehrmacht hospital train when the Russian artillery was smashing the northern suburbs of Berlin. There had been the long and tortuous train journey to Hanover and in the grim military hospital they had taken off his shattered left leg just above the knee. His wife had been evacuated six months earlier to Hamburg. The Roman Catholic charity organization, Caritas, had eventually linked them together and the Hanover Arbeitsamt had found him a job as a metal-worker for one of the science faculties at the university in Göttingen.


The German economic miracle had got under way by 1953, and Kurt Woltmann had seen the extra responsibility of a child as the last straw for his overburdened back. He had suggested that the child should be put in an orphanage. But fate seemed against him even there. The orphanages were overflowing with real orphans, and none would accept a baby from a married couple where the man had a job.


As young Anna Woltmann grew up she was properly clothed and fed, but by the time she went to school she took it for granted that she was tolerated, not loved. She was a bright child and made friends at school, but on the few occasions when she brought friends home, her father’s sharp tongue and her mother’s silence ensured that the visits were never repeated. Anna Woltmann’s parents became a joke. And as so often happens, gradually Anna Woltmann herself became a joke.


But somewhere in the genes of all those ancestors there was a stoic. By the time she was fifteen Anna Woltmann was a loner, she no longer looked for friendship outside her home or for affection inside it. When she was offered a place at the university she saw it as a reward for her independence. In fact, she had worked extremely hard. Unlike other girls there were no distractions to take her from her studies. Parents and backgrounds are of no significance to students so her parents were no longer a problem. She was pretty so she had invitations from young men. If they didn’t interfere with her studies she accepted them, but the young men who dated her found her too independent. Nothing seemed to impress her. Expensive restaurants, concerts, wealthy backgrounds all were dismissed with that amused smile. She was always polite, but young men sensed that the politeness covered a sort of superiority. And for the life of them they couldn’t see what she had to be superior about. She was pretty enough, that was why they dated her, but there were plenty of pretty girls in Germany. A surplus, in fact, of almost four or five to one. And her drab parents and background were a laughing stock. So why the superiority? It’s not always easy when you are young, to distinguish between pride and an air of superiority. It’s not all that easy when you are older.


It had been at the end of May when she was called to the Dean’s office. It was the end of her second year and he had congratulated her on her work and said how sorry he was that she would not be taking the third year and her degree. It was an interview she was never going to forget.


‘But I don’t understand, Herr Professor. Why shouldn’t I finish my degree course?’


He looked surprised. ‘But surely your father discussed this with you.’


‘Discussed what?’


‘His letter.’


‘I don’t understand. Why should my father write to you?’


He slid the letter across his desk to her.


‘You’d better read it, Fräulein Woltmann.’


She trembled as she sat reading the letter.


Sehr Geehrter Herr Professor Müller,


I have to inform you that my daughter Fräulein Anna Woltmann will not be able to continue her studies at the university in the Autumn. In the present economic circumstances of the Fatherland I find it impossible to continue to support her. We need her to be employed to make a contribution to the family exchequer.


Yours


   K. Woltmann


She put it slowly back on his desk and stood up.


‘Sit down for a moment, Fräulein Woltmann.’


He saw the white, stricken face, and for a moment he thought that she was going to faint.


‘Perhaps the university could find sources of money for a loan to be repaid after you have graduated.’


‘Thank you. But I wouldn’t want that.’


‘An Honours degree in French is a good qualification these days.’


She stood up and said quietly, ‘Thank you for your help, Herr Professor.’


‘If circumstances change …’ he said.


‘They won’t.’


Outside, she sat on one of the benches under the lime trees. She had no doubts about the first thing she would do. And no idea what she would do after that.


She had walked back to the apartment and silently packed her few clothes and possessions in a cardboard case and a canvas hold-all. She hadn’t spoken a word to her parents but had walked out of the house and down to the railway station. She had 45 marks in her handbag and she had left her belongings at the left-luggage office.


The 45 marks would get her to Stuttgart in the French Zone and then there would be enough for two weeks.


It was inconvenient that it was still light but she walked back into the town to the small street that housed the British Officers Club. Several of them looked at her amiably as she waited but it was almost ten o’clock before one of them spoke to her. He was a Canadian from Quebec and he had been amused that she spoke French. She had gone with him in his Jeep to his billet A small house he shared with two other officers not far from the station. She had stayed with him that night, and as he lay between her legs she wondered if he realized that she had been a virgin. He was a friendly man and obviously found her attractive.


The next morning he had driven her to the station on his way to his office at Military Government HQ and the cigarettes in her canvas hold-all would keep her for ten days when they were sold on the black-market She sold half of them before she paid for her ticket.


In Stuttgart she had found a small room and had only slept with one man before she found a job, translating documents for a French company starting up in Occupied Germany to manufacture domestic appliances. After a year she became personal assistant to the director and had moved to a small apartment near the centre of the town. Twice a year she had been able to make business trips to France. Sometimes to Strasbourg and once to Paris.


She had neither friends nor acquaintances, and sought none. And she made no attempts to contact her parents. Sometimes when she was tired from over-work she recalled that interview and still found it difficult to control her anger. Her heart would pound as she re-lived it. The callousness, the casualness with which her world had been smashed. The humiliation still stayed with her, mingled with a slow-burning hatred of her father.


Her employers were well satisfied to have such a single-minded and capable young woman on their staff and rewarded her accordingly. In 1978 part of her reward was a business trip to Paris that would leave her a week free for herself. She tried to keep the pleasure of thinking about the trip from her mind. It was part of the lesson she had learnt. Never rely on other people. Don’t, even for a second, give them a chance to hurt you. She knew that she would find another betrayal, no matter how small, too much to bear.


On the first of her free days in Paris she had booked herself on to a guided tour round the buildings of the Sorbonne. The young man who had shown them round was a lecturer. Tall and slim with blond wavy hair, she thought his complexion dark enough to be a Corsican. And she was amused at his habit of almost continuously pushing his glasses back up his nose. She wondered why he didn’t get the frames fixed. They were standing round him in the great lecture hall when she noticed how quietly he spoke as he pointed out de Chavannes’ painting. The Sacred Wood. And he was patient and forbearing with the foolish questions that some of them asked. He seemed to speak English, German and French equally fluently.


The tour took just over an hour and as he was handing them back to the driver he had asked if any of them taught languages or had language degrees. She cheated, for the first time in her life, and held up her hand. He smiled and said he would take her to the Collège de France, the ‘three language college’.


He had stood with her, waving to the group on the bus as it drew away.


The College de France students learn to read the great Latin, Greek and Hebrew masterpieces and it was only when he translated one of the Hebrew texts on the wall that she realized he was a Jew. When he had suggested that they had a coffee together she had been delighted, and they had walked to a café in the rue Soufflot.


His subject was mediaeval French, and his research was on the documents of the European Guilds. She was much taken by his enthusiasm for his subjects and his eagerness to answer her questions. But even more she was impressed by the way he listened to what she had to say. He listened carefully, nodding sometimes, and when he thought she could be wrong he made his case as if she were an equal whose views were valuable. In the evening they had gone to see a re-run of Un homme et une femme.


It was as if some log-jam had been broken, some magic door opened. All that repressed but stored-up affection flowed out into the spring air. For the first time in her life she was happy, and for the first time in her life she felt safe with another human being. It would be untrue to say that she trusted him, the word never came to her mind.


The second day he had worked in the morning but in the afternoon they had picnicked in Fontainebleau. In the evening he had diffidently invited her to his small flat near the university. They had listened to music on his hi-fi and talked interminably but not about themselves. He made no sexual overtures but it was obvious that he found her desirable and when they walked down towards the river to find her a taxi his arm had gone round her waist as if it were a perfectly natural thing to do. Which it was.


She had lain in her bed that night thinking about him. His gentleness and his modesty, his ever-ready willingness to listen to her views and take them seriously. For almost any other pretty girl it would have been one of many such pleasant relationships, but for Anna Woltmann it was unique. And overwhelming. The emotions that a normal girl would have experienced over weeks or months, flooded out almost hour by hour and the warm-hearted young man responded willingly and affectionately. He was a loner too. But a different kind of loner. His independence came from a quiet self-confidence, from the background of a loving home and supportive parents, but he recognized this pretty girl’s similar independance of spirit and her willingness to abandon her caution in her relationship with him. She lacked the brittleness of French girls of her age but he sensed the latent strength behind the pretty face and the melting brown eyes.


The day before she was due to return to Stuttgart they had walked in the sun in the Luxembourg Gardens. On a seat by the lake he had asked her to marry him. And when she said yes it was the first time that he had kissed her.


Up to that point, except for the speed, their courtship could have been out of some story by Daudet or Jane Austen. But that night they slept together and the following day they applied for a marriage licence, and she phoned through to her employers in Stuttgart who begged her to come back for a few weeks. She thought they were mad. That existence had gone for ever. She moved her things from the hotel to his rooms, and they talked all day. They even faced a few facts. Like the problems of a Jew marrying a German. And jobs. And money. But lovers can be merciless with facts.


He had phoned his father to tell him the news and they met him that evening at his apartment in the rue la Fayette.


His father was a sophisticated man more avuncular than fatherly, and she found it impossible to tell whether he approved or not of his son’s sudden decision. He was charming with her, but she guessed that he was charming with all women, and most men. He asked no questions. They were adults with their own lives to lead, their own decisions to make. There were things to be sorted out later, but weddings come first.


She knew after that meeting that she was going to be cherished. She was going to live happily ever after.


Anna Woltmann and Paul Simon were married in a civil ceremony on the first Saturday in June, on a sunny day, in Paris.




Chapter Two


The plane’s wing dipped as they went low over the frontier and turned to follow the river. Sitting alongside the pilot he could see the white sand where the torrent had trimmed small spits of land off the banks so that the forest rose up sheer from the water’s edge. Even from a hundred feet the tops of the trees looked like a lush green fleece laid over the land as far as the eye could see. No tracks relieved the solid green. But twenty minutes later he saw the sandy clearing as they circled, the three huts and the short landing-strip.


They sat in the plane until the clouds of dust settled, and when the pilot pushed back the canopy he could smell the dank heat of the forest like an overheated greenhouse. The fuselage was shimmering in the heat and he licked his hands before he grabbed the handle to jump down to the ground.


He stood for a few moments, looking around, stretching his jaw to clear his ears. What a godforsaken place it was. What a life for a man. And now they had to fight back even to stay in a hell-hole like this. His life at the sun-baked monastery was bad enough, but this was what the very outskirts of hell must be like.


He saw Altman walking towards him. An old jacket slung loosely round his shoulders, his khaki slacks stained and crumpled, tucked into worn leather riding boots. A far cry now from the bustling Standartenführer who had lorded it over the population of occupied Lyon. Every time he saw him Altman behaved as if the war had never ended in defeat. There had been a time when he even wore his medals at their meetings. Not just the ribbons, but the decorations themselves, awkwardly pinned on to a shirt or a jacket. And he had not been amused when they joked about it. Then he could see that one of Altman’s eyes was closed, the lower lid puffed and livid. He was holding his head slightly to one side so that he could look ahead with his good eye. As Altman stumbled forward he was holding out his hand to his visitor.


Kleiber took the proffered hand. ‘What the hell’s the matter with your eye, Fritz?’


‘A wasp sting. It’s nothing. Listen, that must be Heinz.’


As they stood listening they heard the clatter of the helicopter from the south-west. It circled twice before it landed at the far end of the rough air-strip. The pilot slid out first and reached up to help his passenger jump to the ground. He was a tall lean man, deeply tanned with grey hair cut close to his scalp. When he turned and saw them he waved his arm and picked up his canvas hold-all.


As they walked to the smaller hut two Indian men stood to attention as the white men passed them. Altman gave them a half-hearted salute and they stood at ease as the Germans went up the short flight of wooden steps to the hut.


Inside, the light was dim except where termite holes let in bright rays of sunshine. There was a table and four chairs, a sideboard whose doors hung part open. An old iron bed was pushed into the corner under a mosquito net that had been repaired again and again with rough untidy stitches. There was a smell of oil and putrid food.


Altman stood awkwardly, trying to see the other two out of his one good eye.


‘Are either of you staying the night?’


‘No. I’ve got to be back before dark, Fritz.’


Altman shrugged. ‘What about you, Otto?’


Kleiber hesitated and then said reluctantly, ‘I’ll stay till tomorrow, Fritz. Give you company for one night.’


They sat talking for almost an hour and then Altman stood up, walked to the door and shouted something. When he sat back at the table, Kleiber said, ‘Were you talking Quechua?’


‘Yes. The stupid bastards can’t even speak rough Spanish.’


‘How did you pick it up?’


Altman grinned. ‘A sleeping dictionary, my friend. You’ll see her when she brings the beer.’ He turned his face awkwardly towards Kleiber. ‘I can fix one for you tonight, Otto.’


A young girl came in carrying a tray and four tumblers set in a bowl of water. She was a pale brown, with thick, black hair bobbed at her shoulders, and a fringe. She wasn’t pretty but her features were neat. Apart from a narrow ribbon across her belly and five long-beaded necklaces which hung between her small breasts she was naked. Her body was smooth and lithe, and her legs strong and sturdy.


Solemn-faced she took out the tumblers from the cold water and put them on the table. Altman spoke to her, smiling, and the girl nodded without looking up.


Altman turned to Kleiber. ‘I told her she’ll be looking after you tonight. Otto.’


‘How old is she, Fritz?’


‘God knows. Old enough to give you what you want anyway.’


‘Ask her how old she is.’


Altman spoke to the girl and she shrugged as she answered him.


‘She’s not sure. She thinks she’s thirteen,’


Heinz Rauch said sharply, ‘Let’s get on with it, Fritz.’


Altman resented the unspoken reprimand, the attempt to give him orders, and he grinned at Kleiber. ‘I think our Heinz prefers what he gets at the convent, eh?’


But he nodded a dismissal to the girl and looked across at the others.


‘If we don’t do something they’ll never give us any peace.’


Heinz Rauch said, ‘They’ll never give us any peace whatever we do; but the significant factor is the age group they’re using now.’


Altman frowned. ‘What’s that got to do with it, Heinz?’


Rauch stifled his impatience and said slowly, ‘Until two years ago the Jews who were after us were our own age. People who were involved with the old days. Now they are using their children. There was a time when we could feel that as we all grew older we were safer. That’s gone. And for members still in Europe it means that their children could be targets now. If we don’t do something, then they will. I want control to stay with us.’


Kleiber put down his glass. ‘Shall we get the funds, Heinz?’


Altman smashed his hand down on the table in a show of anger. ‘If the Monsignor doesn’t agree I’ll raise the funds in Germany.’


Rauch looked coldly at Altman. ‘Your name wouldn’t raise a thousand marks, my friend. Keep your play-acting for the Indians or we’re going to quarrel.’ Rauch turned to Kleiber. ‘He will fund us. He has already raised the money in Europe. It won’t take all that much.’


‘Do you think it will stop the Jews?’


Rauch sighed. ‘God knows. I shouldn’t think so. But if we just sit here then they’ll finish us off one by one. We’ve got to start hitting back. Show them that it will cost them lives too. Why should we just sit around to be killed or kidnapped every time they want some publicity?’


Altman pushed back his chair and walked to the cupboard. He came back with a notepad and flung it on the table. Sitting down heavily he said, ‘I’ve done a list. All good men.’ He pushed the notepad over to Rauch who read it in silence. When he looked up he looked at Altman.


‘I don’t know Trommer. Who is he? What did he do?’


‘Hauptsturmführer at Race and Resettlement HQ. He farms now in Portugal. Oranges, lemons and vineyards. He’s helped us with money, and he’s sheltered people for us on half a dozen occasions. He’s totally accepted in Portugal.’


Rauch shoved the pad across to Kleiber who read the list of names.


‘Six is too many, Fritz. I’d say four at the outside.’


Altman shrugged. ‘OK. Let it be four. When do you want it to start?’


It was Rauch who spoke. ‘How soon can you start?’


Altman leaned back in his chair. ‘Tomorrow.’


‘OK. Start right away.’


Altman clapped his hands together, grinning.


‘Jesus. It’s like the old days. We’ll teach those bastards another lesson.’ He stood up. ‘I’ll tell the girls to fix a bed for you, Otto.’


When they were alone Kleiber said, ‘Don’t grind him down, Heinz. I know he’s a pain in the arse, but his name counts in Europe.’


Rauch shrugged. ‘He’s not just a pain in the arse, Otto. He’s an oaf, an antique action-man. I remember looking at his personal file in Berlin when we had had complaints from Vichy. He was screwing schoolgirls then, and now …’ He waved his arm round the room ‘… he sits here day after day like a rat in a trap, pretending that he is controlling the fate of ODESSA. He daren’t leave here because he knows the Jews would get him. He’s a prime target. Just keep him under control, that’s all we ask. Some of us have to live in the real world.’ He smiled. ‘And apart from that we’re getting old.’


Altman and Kleiber walked with Rauch to the helicopter and waited until it circled and headed south over the forest.


As they walked back it was cooler, and the sun was setting behind the hevea trees. The air was full of flying insects so that they constantly fanned their hands to keep off the poisonous predators, the pium who bred in the river giving way to the large sand-flies and midges that came from the stands of thick bamboo and Buriti palms.


Altman said, ‘A real shit, our Heinz,’ and he looked at Kleiber with his one good eye for agreement. ‘Still thinks he’s sitting in Albrechtstrasse fighting the Reds and the Abwehr.’


‘I wouldn’t underrate him, Fritz, if I were you. And I shouldn’t make cracks about the Monsignore, either. Somebody could pass the word back to him.’


Altman snorted. ‘I couldn’t give a stuff about Bormann, he’s as vulnerable as the rest of us.’


‘He funds you, my friend. He expects loyalty for that.’


‘And he gets it too. When they want action it’s me they turn to.’


‘OK. Just remember what I’ve said, that’s all.’


Altman grinned at him. ‘I’ve told the girl to fix you up in the small hut. There’s no light unfortunately, but you won’t need one. I’ve taught that little bitch every trick in the book. She’ll let you do anything you want.’


Kleiber smiled and put his arm round Altman’s shoulder. ‘You’re a lucky bastard, Fritz. You’ve got it made down here. You were always the same.’


Altman laughed. ‘Ten hours a day I worked, rounding those yids up and loading them on the trains. I’d pick out a couple of young bitches and have ’em that night. They thought it would save their kids or their daddies, letting me put it up ’em. Fought like bloody tigers some of them. I screwed more than two hundred in nine months. Those were the days.’ He stood still looking at Kleiber. ‘You know I still can’t believe we lost. How in hell did it all fall apart, Otto?’


‘Forget it, Fritz. It’s more than thirty years ago.’


Altman sighed deeply. ‘I’ll never forget it, Otto. We were the masters. How did we let it all go?’


The young girl had slid into the ramshackle bed with Kleiber and in the darkness he had fondled the smooth, firm, young body. When he was sufficiently aroused he pulled her to him. And through the night he had her again and again when the jungle silence and the heat had woken him.


After the last time the girl slept beside him as he lay open-eyed in the darkness thinking. Altman was an oaf but he said out loud the things they all thought to themselves. How had it all fallen apart. Everything Hitler had said had been proved right. Even now when the West had seen what the Reds were after they gave no acknowledgment to the Führer. And now the Jews had Israel; and German chancellors sat at conference tables with them. And the German people worked to pay reparations to the Jews who had been their downfall. Men like Bormann had their Vatican passports, living in jungle monasteries, frightened that the Jew hunters would find them. Age brought them no peace. The ODESSA would have to bring back the balance. They had to strike back or the Jews and Zionists would winkle them out one by one. Not just in South America, but in all the countries of Europe. Men who had put the past behind them, who were now accepted and prospering in their communities, would be hounded into the courts for the sake of Jewish propaganda. Altman was the man to do it. He would motivate the comrades who were still in Europe. It was for all their sakes. The world would learn that you didn’t attack the ODESSA and get away with it. That was how the Israelis played it. And two could play at that game.




Chapter Three


It depends on how old you are as to how you judge the Place de la Contrescarpe. It wasn’t all that long ago when it was reckoned to be one of the toughest corners of the Left Bank. Hard, violent and villainous. Even these days you can still see tramps sleeping on the pavement. But as often happens in Paris the character of a back-street or square can be changed overnight by some innovation, and when the restaurant called the ‘Requin Chagrin’ modernized itself and specialized in the cuisine of Reunion, the Place itself took on a new life. In the daytime it maintained its old-fashioned image but at night its ambience changed. Prices went up to keep the students out and it found its clientele from the 16th arrondissement.


On the far side of the Square was a house that had survived without its ground-floor being turned into a shop. It was only a matter of time; but now it housed a young couple, a writer and his mistress, and an elderly couple and their two grandchildren.


The young couple were Paul and Anna Simon. Two years married now. He was still a lecturer at the Sorbonne and she had given up her own job as an interpreter a month earlier. She was secure enough now in her marriage to be mildly critical from time to time of the young man’s lack of ambition. He generally smiled as he listened and then asked her what form his ambition should take. Should it be for more money, a professorship, or perhaps Greek as an additional language. He never really argued, but somehow he always seemed to win the mild verbal tussles. Perhaps he would change when the baby came.


They had a small circle of friends, mainly colleagues of his from the Sorbonne or the Collège de France. Young men and women who were faintly but nicely amused at the domesticity of the young couple. They had nicknamed her ‘la Tigresse’ because she would defend her husband with open hostility at even the mildest disagreement with his views. There were many who envied them their obvious compatibility and their self-assurance that it would always be the same. The more perceptive ones recognized that the girl’s self-assurance was based entirely on her husband’s love and affection.


In four months’ time the child would be born. Pierre, after his grandfather, if it was a boy. Adrienne, after nobody in particular, if it was a girl. And today was his birthday. The 15th, the Ides of March. And he was 30.


She took one last look round the room. She had a slight feeling of guilt that she had not invited any of their friends, but she wanted him to herself. The table was laid, the two red candles pristine and waiting to be lit. There was a damp cloth over the bowl of fresh strawberries. A wild extravagance but they were his favourite fruit. The fresh salmon was in its bowl of lettuce in the kitchen and the cold consommé en gelée was in the refrigerator. The cassette with the Max Bruch violin concerto on one side and the Mendelssohn on the other side was in its pink paper. The leather-bound Larousse was still in the shop’s packing because it was so neat. And the small cube was on his plate. The signet ring in gold, with his initials intertwined with hers and inside the inscription – ‘Je t’aime jusq’au bout de ma vie’.


She walked to the window and looked out. She saw him immediately, his fair hair lifting in the wind, his red tie flying over his shoulder, his jacket open. The idiot would catch his death of cold. He was carrying something in his hand, a square parcel tied with red ribbon in a fancy bow. Then he was under the window and she heard the street-bell ring.


She opened the door and stood on the landing, leaning over the banister. He had stopped to talk to the concierge. She was wishing him a happy birthday and he laughed as he asked her how she knew. There were cards for him, she said, and two parcels. Then he was walking up the stairs towards her. He must have sensed that she was there because he looked up, smiling.


She heard no noise, she saw no flash, as the front of the house blew out. The masonry seemed to hang in mid-air for several moments until it fell like a curtain, a waterfall of stone, bricks, glass and furniture.


When the inquest was held she had not been there. She was still in a coma at the hospital. The inquest had been on Paul Simon, the concierge, and a young man who had been killed in the street by the falling masonry. A verdict was brought in of ‘death caused by explosives concealed in a parcel and sent by a person or persons unknown’. The police were diligently pursuing their inquiries.
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