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Screw the Chicken Soup, throw me some Potato Chips.


Everything you were thinking but were afraid to say.




An easy and fun read book, Potato Chips for the Soul is a tongue and cheek version of those heart warming little stories one reads in Chicken Soup for the Soul.  Chicken soup is supposed to be really good for you but potato chips are so much more fun to eat and once you start you can’t really stop.  Can you? The 102 “quick-read” stories are in this same vein. Read one in five minutes, and you’re likely going to want to read another. It’s hard to stop.


 


“...great stories that will amuse and entertain the reader, all the while conveying important messages worthy of personal reflection.”—U.S. Representative Brian Higgins (NY).


Brendan Cunningham's signature wit and multi-barbed sarcasm lead his readers through a tickling gauntlet of the unexpected to discover a deliciously twisted new frontier.”—Kurt Schneiderman, Artistic Director, Subversive Theatre.


"Cunningham mixes mirth and message to create a powerful concoction of personal wisdom for everyday living."—Michael Olear, M.S.W.


“... a virtual snack bag of stories, anecdotes, and memories that offer life-lessons and inspire introspection, reflection, and out-loud laughter ....”—Gary Earl Ross, Playwright & Professor Emeritus University at Buffalo EOC, author of Blackbird Rising, The Mark of Cain & Nickel City Blues (forthcoming).


“Potato Chips for the Soul is a wise and witty take on the day to day confusion we all experience. This is a must read.”—Saul Elkin, PhD Artistic Director, Shakespeare in Delaware Park.


“... an easy-to-read journey through more than 100 everyday experiences ... It’s a handy, light-hearted reference guide to such life lessons as keeping the boss happy; the risky business of tattoos; navigating through the precarious world of discussing religion and politics...; and, of course, the importance of history.”—Robert Lowell Goller, East Aurora, Town Historian, East Aurora, NY.


"Cunningham's Potato Chips for the Soul is an enjoyable read that is filled with wisdom and laughter for today’s lessons in life.  This is must read. You will not be disappointed"—Sharon L. Ciminelli, President 2016 Buffalo Niagara Association of Realtors.


"Potato Chips for the Soul is Inspiring, Educational, Addictive and Enjoyable from the first to the last chip. Boost of fresh energy, full-colored rainbow of emotions from tears to laughter, filled with universal wisdom is Cunningham's gift for balanced life to every reader.”—Nonna Gerikh, Certified Feng Shui Consultant.
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About the Author


Author, speaker, talk show host, a Shakespearean Trained Actor and 30-year business veteran, Brendan Cunningham [image: Image]has been described as the ”Patron Saint of Entrepreneurs.” He is an authority on “Selling for Non-Selling Personnel” and a recognized expert in the Real Estate industry with over $1 Billion in life time brokerage and sales, and his first book Tricks of the Trade: a RealEstate Broker’s Inside Advice into Buying and Selling a Home, is a must read for any savvy real estate investor. He is also one of the most popular reviewers on TripAdvisor.


 


His ground breaking second book, The Seventh Sense: the Key to Effectiveness in Life and Business, has already created quite a stir in the self-help field and is based on the success formula he discovered and continues to use while working with clients who continue to benefit from his business coaching. In this his third book, Potato Chips for the Soul: 102 Notes to Self, he gives the reader a roller coaster ride of anecdotes, stories, and offers an instructional guide for grappling with the subtle frustrations of today's maddening society.


 


Who needs Chicken soup? Pass me another potato chip.


 


Brendan’s website is: potatochipsforthesoul.com
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Introduction


From my earliest childhood memories, I have always loved a good story. That’s why, I suppose, whether it was in the schoolyard as a young boy, or speaking in front of a group of a thousand or more at a convention in Las Vegas, I have applied the art of storytelling in an effort to make a point. I don’t really have an “Old Country” that I hail from, since I was born in America. For me, then, this is the country that speaks through me, and it is the only country. But since I am an equal parts blend of Irish and Italian, if I get one thing from my Irish roots, it is my love of whisky and the ability to tell a tale. Well, that’s two things really, but perhaps that is just the whisky talking. In Ireland, you could be an absolute bastard but if you are a bit of a character and you can tell a story you are one of the beloved.  If you make the cross over the pond and you have even the slightest trace of a brogue, you could be an ax murderer, and most people will still find you irresistible.


You also might be called a “Shanachie.” The actual Irish word for storyteller is Seanchai, meaning a bearer of "old lore" or “old thoughts.” In this tiny volume, I have brought to you a series of Notes to (my) self. They are in some parts little snippets of thoughts, extensions of what might be a single pedantic moment written onto a sticky pad, a thing for me to remember. When I first started this project I thought a good title might be Observations from a Modern Day Shanachie. That’s because there is always a little story embedded in each of these profoundly profound notes.  Moreover, they are assembled here for your enjoyment to serve as important reminders. Clearly, they are soon to become “old lore” if only because of my increasing age. Certainly they will enter into the realm of my “old thoughts,” at least from my perspective. In some respects, these notes and observations evolved into an abbreviated version of the stories one finds in the Chicken Soup for the Soul, series. They are just not nearly as schmaltzy. Surely, that would be a wonderful comparison, and in my quest for a name for this book I thought perhaps a more accurate and better description might be Cheese Doodles for the Soul. Cheese doodles may not be quite as good for you but they are so much more fun to eat. They turn your fingers orange and once you start, it becomes difficult not to finish the entire bag. They also tend to get stuck in the recesses of your couch and make a real mess. Yeah, this was a much better description for what I have done here. Who wants to eat your nasty old chicken soup anyway?


But wait, I thought. We live in a highly litigious society and I am certain the people from Frito-Lay or whoever the corporate giant who owns the Cheese Doodle company, well, I am sure they might have something to say about that. Well, that’s just great!  Now I have copyright issues and lawsuits pending against me for brand and trademark infringement. We have teams of lawyers storming the walls of Barnes & Noble where I have just started my book signing tour. I AM JUST TRYING TO EARN A LIVING AS A GOD DAMNED AUTHOR! Can you believe these guys; those sons of bitches? I AM WEARING A CARDBOARD BELT! 


Wait! This is Madness, I tell you, MADNESS! No, that will never do. I have it. Potato Chips! Potato chips, what could be more appropriate? The best part is, they come from potatoes, only the most Irish food of them all. They’re the perfect snack. Who doesn’t like potato chips? Once you start eating them, it’s difficult to stop. They are good for you. Yes, Potato Chips it is. Chicken soup, how boring is that. Yes, definitely the potato chip thing wins hands down. You can eat a few or you can chomp down on the whole bagful. Who wants to drown themselves in chicken soup? What is Chicken soup? If Chicken soup is the Jewish penicillin, and penicillin is a drug, how many people do you know want to abuse penicillin and make it a recreational drug? Admit it; a little bit of chicken soup and a lot of warm your heart goodness goes a long way. Potato Chips conversely, are brittle, they have edges and some of them may not sit all that well, with you. So don’t overdo it with these little beauties. Unfortunately, if you are like most people once you start you probably won’t be able to stop. “Betcha you can’t eat just one.”


At times, there will be the illusion of a pattern. There may appear to be a kind of order but in many cases their arrangement is mostly accidental in the way each thought came to me. It is just like when you stuff another potato chip into your head. Do you really think about it when you’re doing that and consuming massive quantities? “Huh, do you punk?” Oops, sorry, I went off for a second. I was having another “Dirty Harry” moment. Maybe it is time, after all, for me to up that new medication?


All of the stories and each of the anecdotes, I have included for you as I move from Note to Note are true. If they give you an inside look into my mind, or provide you with a glimpse into my soul, if this work seems like an autobiographical series of episodes it isn’t accidental. When I first started writing, I can remember some good advice I got from the first in my series of wives, Ruth. Wait!  Who has a series of wives, you might ask? At this point I could give Johnny Carson or Angelina Jolie a run for their money. When the first Mrs. C. imparted this special piece of knowledge, which I am about to share with you, she was a fairly successful public relations writer in Manhattan working for a German shipping line in the World Trade Center back in the early 1980s. She told me that people should “write about things that they know. It is the easiest way to find your voice.” Heck, when she told me this, I hadn’t even realized it was lost. I knew that if I looked around long enough it would turn up somewhere. Certainly, the Italian half of me would remind me to say the prayer to St. Anthony (he helps good Catholics find things) and then I would be in great shape.


When I wrote my first book, it was a tremendous work of non-fiction. I freely admit that it had a bit of a tongue-in- cheek tone to it. It was in the special category of greatness, best described as, “soon to be a major motion picture,” material. Unfortunately, Brad Pitt wasn’t available to play the role of me so the idea was temporarily, at least, scrapped. Perhaps it wasn’t all that tremendous, but it sold well, and it allowed me to become an industry expert. It was called Tricks of the Trade, A Real Estate Broker’s Inside Advice for Buying and Selling a Home. Most people who knew me personally commented on how it “sounded just like me.” It was supposed to be a complement but in fact I thought to myself, “Well, who the hell else is it supposed to sound like?” The “Notes…” you now have before you, sound even more like me and this is as close to the sound of my actual voice as you will ever get on the printed page. Pretend we are doing one of those annoying TV commercials for Verizon. “Can you hear me now, can YOU hear me now, CAN you hear me NOW?”


Okay, so let me expand on why I call myself a Modern Day Shanachie. The world we live in today is not one where grownups will typically gather around a camp fire and sing Kumbaya anymore. We are much less inclined to listen to story tellers for hours and hours and hours, as they presented themselves in years gone by. It’s enough already. Who has the time for that? We cook things in the microwave oven even if it turns out awful. We want our food fast not good. This is the age of Twitter, the age of sound bites, a time for texting and a time where the information that comes to us does so at an extremely accelerated pace. It is not necessarily a bad thing, nor is it a good thing. It is just the way it is, and so I have adapted my personal style to suit the times. In some respects, the “Notes…” are a series of essays in the style of Russell Baker. (Yeah, I should be so lucky?)  At times they might even smack of Larry David. Most of them do not exceed 750 words and can be read in 2-3 minutes. If you are a pathetically slow reader they won’t take you more than 4 minutes but you really should consider taking a good speed reading course for yourself. Someone who read a few of these brief little gems suggested that it was the perfect genre of reading. I was flattered by his comments. Actually, when I questioned him on this further he told me, “No, what I said was, it is perfect for reading on the “John.” Well, that certainly puts it in a whole new light, doesn’t it? Hopefully when you are through, you don’t use it for something else while you are in there, (doing whatever you are doing in the most unmentionable of ways.)


So these “Notes…” are intentionally short, to accommodate our newly acquired limited attention spans. As such, they are a celebration for all of us who proudly claim to be card carrying members of the ADHD Society, one of  the fastest growing organizations in the;  wait where was I,  I know, I was talking about something important, it will come to me. Oh, yes, now I remember. So who doesn’t have time to grab 2-3 minutes of inspiration? I’ll bet this would be great reading on the subway between stops. Of course, if you get the hard covered edition, you could always use it as a weapon to thwart muggers. Try not to read it while you’re driving a car. That’s sort of like texting. We all know that’s a really bad thing to do and you really should get a good ass whipping if you are doing that. Did that sound preachy? I didn’t mean to sound too preachy, but you should still get a good ass whipping, nevertheless.


The last thing I thought I should clarify for you is the number of Chips or Notes. Why “102?” I don’t know, it seems like a nice round number to me? It sounded like a fun number too. You know, the whole deal about “101” as in the Dalmatian thing; that just seemed ridiculous and too played out already. I might have gone with 1001 but I think the “Arabian Nights,” thing seemed like a bit much. Besides the book would have been so heavy, you probably would have gotten a hernia when you lifted it and that was clearly not the goal. I could say I just ran out of steam or I got tired so I cut it short but I was actually being a little more devious than all that. I thought “102” was the magical number for one other reason. I knew the book was going to be a quick success and it would prompt an immediate demand for an encore and a second helping called, A Second Bag of Potato Chips for the Soul.


Whatduya think, maybe I’m stupid or something? We could make some money here. Those “chicken soup” bastards are making millions and what are they serving up, Chicken Soup. Give me a break. I might have made it even shorter and gone with just 76. That being the case, it might have been somewhat reminiscent of the song “76 Trombones.” What did they do? They led a big parade. My hope is that there is a big parade of people who tell their friends to buy this book, especially if they are looking for a fun and rewardingly, good and easy read. In any event, with 102, there are enough chips here to give you one helluva belly full (and perhaps even a bellyache).


Enjoy.






	1. Always take the high road…




It is too easy not to take the high road. Most of us take a pounding every day in the business world. With all the challenges each of face at our various jobs, it is really easy I suppose, and we all can simply choose to “just lose it.” We can all elect to take the cheap shot and choose to “get really even,” with somebody. Each of us can greatly affect the outcome of any and all of the problems that we face. That being said, boy, I was frustrated today. I was reminded of something that I learned many years ago on virtually my first day in the real estate Business. The manager I worked for, who we all referred to as Dixie, was a tough old bird (and a former Miss Romper Room at the local Boston Affiliate station) but she surely knew how her bread was buttered. She said to me, “Sonny, never underestimate how cavalier people will be with your time.”


I forgot that today.


 I allowed myself to be manipulated into staying late at the office and I let a couple of people literally suck two hours out of my life. Those are two hours I will never see again. I have to tell you I was pissed. You have no idea how pissed I was!  Damn it! I should have told them off on the spot. I could have followed up with them the next day and sent a scathing note telling them what jerks they were for not valuing MY time. But I asked myself, what did I learn from this? Well, one thing I learned was to remember what Dixie told me way back when. If I’m not going to set a value on my own time, why should I expect someone else to do it for me? I also considered “what would the benefit be” if I had decided to get even and told them off, etc.? Other than giving me a momentary feeling of vindication and a sense of “Yeah, I sure told them a thing or two,” it would have served no other positive outcome. They most assuredly would have considered me to be a jerk. They would have told dozens of people I was in fact a jerk and guess what, they would have been right. So by acting like a jerk I could have gone out of my way to seriously buy buckets of bad press for myself that could in no way help me at all in my business and it would probably go a long way to hurting me or at least diminishing my credibility. Yep, that sure makes a lot of sense. So let’s think about this for a second. Even when it is easy to take the low road, doesn’t it make more sense to think about it before simply acting rashly? Sure it does.


There is something else to consider. If one thinks about life as a marathon and not a sprint, the high road becomes increasingly more important. I could speak metaphorically to this point and tell you the view is so much better from up there and that would be true. But that would not speak to the outcome of taking the high road, however. Here’s the deal, when one consistently chooses to take the high road in all that we do, the word gets out after a while that you are a cool dude. You are the kind of person that people want to know and be around all the time. You are that special individual that people want to do business because they know they are going to get a fair shake from you. The high road is the right road. When given the choice, and we are always given the choice, choose wisely my friend. Make a note to yourself:


Note to Self: Always take the high road.







2. Tell people you love (or appreciate) them…


It isn’t enough to just show people you love (or appreciate) them. You have to tell them. Now of course, you can’t just tell them and not take the actions that prove that you do. That would be stupid. I write these notes to myself each day not because I want to be stupid. It is because I want to remind myself to be smart. Telling people, actually stopping and take the time to write a note, or pick up the phone or looking them in the eye and expressing how you feel is an essential thing to do if you want to be an effective person. It makes you a better husband or wife. It makes you a better employer or team leader. It goes a long way to improving anything that has to do with interpersonal relationships.


As a speaker, I always thank the audience and make a point of telling them I appreciated them for listening to me. One would think that it is the kind of thing that just “goes without saying,” right? But that is exactly the point. Many times I will actually tell people, “This goes without saying, which is why I am saying it, because sometimes we forget how important it is to say it, so here I go, I really appreciate….” There, that wasn’t so hard, was it? More marriages could be saved if guys would tell their wives on a “regular basis” how much they love them. What’s regular? How about every day? Now I’m not talking about the throw away “luv you” line. I am talking about, looking your wife in the eye and holding her close to you and taking a moment together and telling her, “I love you.” (Reciprocal trade agreements also apply here.)  It’s unfortunately a lot harder to do than one thinks. Why; because we all get too busy. How lame brained an excuse is that? Life can get in the way of your relationships. That is of course true. Here is the tough part. You just cannot let it get in the way. If you were dying wouldn’t you want everyone close to you to know how you felt?


I heard a cute story the other day. A guy comes home and confesses to his wife that it’s over and he wants a divorce. He hasn’t had an affair. He’s not leading a double life. He tells her, it is just not what he signed up for and he doesn’t feel the same way about his wife anymore. Needless to say she’s crushed. It is unexpected. She tells him she would like to think about it overnight so she can come to grips with her new life without him. The next day she gets up and tells him how upset she is but she agrees to a divorce on one condition. She will sign the appropriate paper work and not fight the decision provided he agrees to carry her over the threshold of their house every day for a month. Okay, it sounds a little goofy but if that’s all it takes, “Let’s do it,” he thinks. It’s a done deal.


The first day he attempts to carry her over the threshold but he finds it a little more difficult than it was 14 years earlier. He is a little out of shape and she has put on a pound or two. The second day isn’t much better but they both have to laugh a little as he almost drops her. The third day he kind of bumps her head on the door and she gets a slight bruise. He puts her down immediately and feels terrible about it and he makes sure that she’s all right. By the second week they are talking a little more because he has to touch her and pick her up and get closer to her and become a little more personal than he has in years. Over the next week or two they are finding that their conversations have gotten longer and they start to remember why they fell in love in the first place. By day 30 he kind of feels like a big lummox and asks his wife if she can ever forgive him because he realizes how much he loves her and life would not be the same without her.


What happened? His wife was smart enough to put herself in a position literally where he would have to talk to her. He would have to express his feelings. Yikes!


Let’s face it. Some of us guys have a problem in this department. In the story I just told you, he actually would have had to stop being a Russian spy, and tell her what he was thinking. I say, “Kudos to her for being so smart.” If she didn’t have her priorities clear she could have just as easily allowed herself to become another statistic.


Relationships are like gardens. They need tending. They need to get weeded every once in a while. If you think you are doing a good job that’s terrific. Don’t forget to take the more important step, by telling people how you feel. There is little substitute for good positive feedback when you are dealing with people.


Note to Self: Tell people (you care about) you love them (or appreciate them).





3. Wear your seatbelt...



Well, duh…Haven’t we all heard the incredible statistics of how many lives have been saved year after year simply by wearing a seatbelt. Every time I see my daughter Alice, she always tells me two things when I leave. In order, they are, “I love you daddy, and, wear your seatbelt.” Okay I admit it; I have periodically been known to not wear my seatbelt. What am I, a moron? I can read newspapers. I watch the nightly news. I have seen the videos of the fatal car crashes with people’s heads in the back seats. I know the deal. It’s a simple thing. Maybe we should just start promoting the acronym PYSS (Put Your Seatbelt on Stupid), and then God forbid you are in an accident, there is a very good chance you will come out of it and tell people, “Yeah, it was a good thing I was wearing my seatbelt.” Forget the fact that you can get a $100.00 ticket for not wearing it and you also get 2 points on your driver’s license (in NY State).  You would literally have to be over dosing on nit wit pills, not to just click it, right? Let me tell you a story that is somewhat related to this issue. 


In the mid 1990s when my daughter was around 7 or 8 years old, I was living by myself (between marriages) and I had just come home after a really tough day at the office. Upon my return I kind of had a “Seinfeldesk” dialogue with myself. I said to myself, self, I need to take a long walk and decompress…no a walk won’t do me any good…I need to take a bike ride…yeah, that’s what I need…that’s what I’ll do…I’ll take a long bike ride. By now I was in the garage getting the bike out and amidst this mental chatter, I looked and I saw my helmet hanging up. I continued…Yeah, I’ll take a bike ride…but I really don’t need to put on my helmet...I mean, how far am I actually going to go…it’s a beautiful summer evening…what the heck… it will be great to have the wind blowing in my hair, yada, yada, yada. Wait a minute. What am I shooting a #######commercial for Prell or something? Then BAM, I had this thought. It was like lightening striking me into reality. I said to myself, God forbid, anything happens to me, and I am not wearing my helmet, how am I ever going to explain this to my daughter? You know how parents are always trying to protect their children from harm? I was constantly on her case about her wearing her helmet when she was on her bicycle. Guess what, I broke down and I put on the helmet …and as Paul Harvey used to say, “And now, the rest of the story.”


Less than ¼ of a mile from my house, I was riding down Tannery Brook Road, one of the more picturesque country roads in West Falls, NY.  I was going about 25 or 30 miles an hour down a hill. That’s pretty fast. Guess what happens? A dog jumps out at me. I swerve to miss the dog and totally wipe out, and go up over the top of the handlebars and wind up in the emergency room. Sixty eight stitches later, they literally reattach my face and I say to myself, Thank God for the helmet. To this day my lower lip still feels like I was shot up with Novocain since I suffered permanent nerve damage as a result. If I hadn’t been shamed in my own mind by the image of explaining myself to Alice, I probably would have been dead.


Wearing the seat belt is kind of like the same thing but with one much bigger difference. You’re going a lot faster in a car, and a car weighs somewhere between 3,000 and 5,000 pounds. (OKAY, that’s technically two things but either way I think you get the point.)


Here is the other point. There are so many other little things we forget to do or overlook that potentially can seriously screw with the overall quality of our lives. What’s that all about? Don’t be a dummy, dummy?


Note to self: Wear your seatbelt.





4. Show some respect to your boss...



So which is it? Do you love your job or do you hate your job? It really doesn’t matter because either way you need to show some respect to your boss. If you are self-employed, even better, show some respect for yourself. Why do you need to show some respect, because they are giving you a job. “Big deal,” you might say. I say, “You’re right, it is a big deal.” If you are not grateful to your boss, you should do both of you the favor and go work for someone else.


Let me ask you something? Do you like to travel? I love to travel. Have you ever been to Ireland or Italy? How about Germany? How about Puerto Rico; God, I love it there. It is just gorgeous. If you have never been to Luquillo Beach you really need to get there in a hurry. Get yourself one of those drinks with the umbrellas in them while you’re at it. Don’t forget to take the umbrella out because you look really dumb with one of those umbrellas impaling the roof of your mouth. I could have asked about any other number of different countries that are renowned for being beautiful places to travel to or take a vacation. These just happen to come to the top of my mind.


Here’s something else that you should think about when you consider countries like these: the millions of people that left there to come to the good old USA to get a job. Few places are more beautiful than Sicily unless you take the drive up north on the Amalfi coast of Italy, past Naples and the island of Capri where the emperor Tiberius used to spend his summers, and head on up to Rome. The views are spectacular. And little less than 100 years ago, my Italian ancestors could not get out of there fast enough. Why? They were starving.


My Irish ancestors were in even worse shape. Nearly 17,000 of them died making the crossing, leaving the beautiful Emerald Isle. The population there went from nearly 11 million to just over 3 million in a mere 2 generations. Why? They couldn’t earn a living. Even if they could, they would have to subsist on a diet of potatoes. “What’s for dinner tonight, Mom, Oh shucks, potatoes again?” Similarly, the poor Welshman would leave the cozy coal mines of their saintly home land and if they were lucky they would arrive at Ellis Island in the hopes of finding a better life or perhaps just any kind of a job. Ever run into anyone named Jones? Ever wonder why we are still trying to keep up with them? Virtually all the Jones’s left Wales to come here. Even Catherine Zeta-Jones decided to come here, and I for one am delighted that she did, but that was much later. All of these incredibly beautiful countries consistently gave up not just their tired, not just their old, and not just their infamous huddled masses: they gave up their best and their brightest as well.


Today it’s not that different. We see people coming here from all over the world. Do we have an immigration problem? I could easily argue that we have always had an immigration “opportunity.” I could further argue that immigration enriches our country by strengthening the blood lines. It is what has made our country consistently strong. Conversely, the people that got here before us have always thought that we had an immigration “issue.” All too often the thought for them was it was their place to offer some justification for keeping others out. Aren’t Mexicans coming here for jobs too? Sure they are. So if you are taking your job for granted, you need to smarten up and learn to be appreciative. Somebody else will easily be glad to step up and take it from you if you choose to be so ungrateful. So do a good job for your boss. Why, because you owe it to him. That’s the deal. He hired you and you owe him a good day’s work. Otherwise you are worse than a thief, or at the bare minimum you are being downright disrespectful. He gave you a job and a living, which is the reason why most of the people from far and wide came here in the first place.


Note to Self: Show some respect and appreciation to your boss.




5. On religion and politics…


Go ahead; I double dare you to finish the sentence. You are not supposed to talk about them at social settings, right? Well, I guess that’s true if you are at a party with a bunch of mooks who you shouldn’t be wasting your time with in the first place.
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