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For those whose truths were called madness,

whose voices were hushed to keep a household at peace,

and whose suffering went unseen behind respectable doors.

You deserved to be believed.

You deserve to be free.

“The cruelest prisons are the ones built deep inside the mind.”
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CONTENT WARNING

This novel contains depictions of medical trauma and institutional abuse. Readers should be aware of the following content:

Medical/Surgical Trauma: Transorbital lobotomy and consciousness extraction procedures performed without consent. Detailed descriptions of surgical violation and neurological manipulation.

Violence: Murder, including graphic depictions. Violence committed by and against the protagonist.

Child Abuse & Infanticide: References to child death and abuse, including violence committed by a child protagonist.

Institutional Predation: Systematic abuse enabled by institutional authority and medical credentialing. Exploitation of vulnerable populations.

Sexual Coercion: Implied sexual assault and coercion within medical contexts. Non-explicit but present.

Psychological Trauma: Dissociation, fragmented identity, PTSD responses, and psychological horror. Depictions of trauma-induced altered consciousness.

Death: Multiple deaths, including by suicide ideation and medical failure.

This dark psychological horror novel explores trauma, autonomy, and institutional complicity. It is not recommended for readers sensitive to medical abuse, surgical violence, or institutional trauma narratives.
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Writing Jane in the Attic meant spending time in dark rooms, following difficult questions, and listening to a character whose voice others would rather silence. Thank you to everyone who encouraged me to keep listening and see her story through.

To my husband and daughter, thank you for your love, your patience, and the everyday support that gives me room to write. Sharing a life with a writer means sharing it with people and places that exist only on the page. Thank you for making room for them, too.

To those who read early pages and offered honest feedback, thank you for your time and care. Your questions helped me see where the story needed more work, and your encouragement helped me return to it.

Writing has given me a place to put the things I cannot always say aloud. I am grateful to everyone who has supported that part of my life and believed these stories were worth sharing.

And to you, the reader: thank you for opening this book and stepping into Thornfield. You could have chosen so many stories. I am grateful you chose Jane’s.
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Red. Not the word, but the thing itself, raw and everywhere. On small hands that won’t stop shaking. On white fabric that was once a nightgown, now wet and clinging to skin that feels far too cold.

The hands don’t look like they belong to anyone. Too small, too stained, and almost unreal. The fingers curl and uncurl in her lap, tracing shapes that mean nothing. The girl watches them the way you might watch insects skittering across a windowsill.

Something darker lies beneath her nails, tightening her throat. She breathes through her mouth, shallow, trembling breaths that bloom pale in the cold air. November, probably. Frost feathers the windows. The bare trees outside look like bones stretching toward a gray sky.

The house is quiet. Not peaceful quiet, but the suffocating kind that comes after something loud has stopped. After screaming. After...

The girl’s mind skitters away from the thought as a hand snatched back from fire.

She sits on black-and-white tiles, though some of them aren’t white anymore. The pattern stretches in every direction, dizzying, making the floor seem to tilt beneath her. She fixes her gaze on one tile near her left foot. Still white, clean, and untouched.

Somewhere in the house, a clock has stopped. She can hear the silence where the ticking should be, a vacant hush pressing against her ears. No more tick-tock—only this terrible, absolute absence of sound.

She tries to remember how she got here. There are only fragments. Pieces of shattered glass scattered across the floor, each catching a different glint. None of them fit together.

A door and wallpaper the color of dried blood. Darkness, hunger, cold. Endless days of cold. A voice whispering, “Perhaps another night will teach you.” Hands that hurt her. A fist. Blood in her mouth, warm, metallic. Something inside her crying, “No more. Never again. Make it stop.” And then.

Her breath catches. Her hands shake harder. She looks up and sees what she’s been sitting in the middle of.

A body lies near the stairs, face down, one arm outstretched as if reaching for something just beyond its grasp. Crimson pools beneath it, spreading slowly across the tiles, slipping along the grout lines like a map of something unspeakable. The girl stares, waiting for something to stir in her, horror, guilt, fear, anything. Nothing comes.

She looks away. The grandfather clock in the corner, its pendulum frozen. The windows, where frost patterns lace the glass like delicate scars. Then her hands again, those strange stained hands that will not stop shaking.

What happened?

She knows, somewhere deep in the hidden chamber where knowing lives, that more bodies are there. She can feel them the way you feel unseen eyes watching in the dark. Upstairs. In the drawing room. In the linen closet. Each one a shattered fragment of something once whole.

I did this. The thought arrives with the certainty of something ancient and undeniable. Not a question. A fact, unadorned, immutable, cold as iron, cold and absolute as November frost. I did this, and I feel nothing.

That should frighten her. The absence should be more terrifying than its presence. Only silence remains where fear should be, a vast, echoing void stretching down into darkness.

Time slips. Minutes or hours, she can’t tell. The gray light from the windows shifts slightly. Morning drifting toward afternoon. She sits in the silence, waiting for something to happen, for someone to come, for the world to make sense again.

Sharp hoofbeats on gravel shatter the quiet. The girl’s head lifts. Her body tenses like a drawn wire. Voices rise outside, urgent and frightened. Boots crunch on frost-covered ground. The front door opens.

A man stands in the doorway. Tall, wrapped in a dark coat. His eyes sweep across the scene with cool, searching attention that misses nothing. He doesn’t scream or run. He simply looks. Studies and observes the girl.

She stares back at this stranger whose gaze rests on her as if she were something curious. Something worth studying. Not a monster or a victim. Just something.

“Extraordinary,” he murmurs.

The word means nothing to her. Nothing does. She opens her mouth to speak, to explain, to ask for help, but her throat has clenched shut. No sound escapes. Only a small, shattered noise. The kind a wounded animal might make.

The man moves closer. Careful and deliberate. His boots whisper against the slick tiles. He kneels a few feet away, close enough now for her to see his face clearly—sharp cheekbones. Dark eyes reflecting nothing. A mouth that looks like it might smile but never does. “Can you hear me?”

The girl nods once.

“Good.” He reaches into the leather bag at his side and pulls out a notebook. He begins writing in quick, efficient movements, his pen skimming across the page. “Severe dissociative state. Complete affective shutdown. Remarkable capacity for violence in one so young.”

The words wash over her like cold water. She understands each one separately but cannot weave them together.

The man looks up from his notebook, studying her face with that same piercing attention. “You’re broken and shattered into pieces. But I can help you. Would you like that?”

Yes. No. I don’t know. I don’t know anything anymore. The girl says nothing. She only keeps staring, her eyes stretched too wide, too empty, brimming with the void.

The man rises and turns to address someone in the doorway, another man, older, pale with fear. “This child requires immediate psychiatric intervention. I’ll take her to my facility.”

“But, sir, the bodies. Surely there must be...”

“The child is clearly insane.” The man’s voice slices through the room. “She belongs in an asylum, not a prison. I have documentation of the family’s concerns. This tragedy, though horrific, was not unexpected.”

More voices rise and clash, but the girl stops listening. The words blur together, dissolving into a hollow, meaningless hum.

The man turns back to her and extends his hand. “Come. Let’s get you somewhere safe.”

Safe. The word is a lie. The girl knows this as surely as she knows her hands are stained, and that there are bodies in the house.

She rises anyway. Her legs tremble. The nightgown clings to her skin, heavy and wet. She looks down at herself and sees a stranger. A small girl drenched in crimson. A monster wearing a child’s face.

The man places a hand on her shoulder, gentle, steady, meant to guide. “Come along.”

She follows him past the body by the stairs, past the stopped clock. Past another figure in the doorway, a woman with glassy eyes and a slack mouth, making a sound like broken breathing that never seems to end.

Outside, the November day lies gray and cold. The world looks exactly as it did yesterday. Flat. Indifferent. As if nothing has changed, as if the house behind them is not filled with bodies and silence.

A black carriage waits in the drive with black horses and curtains drawn across the windows. It looks like the end of something.

The man guides her inside. The interior smells of leather and something sweet and chemical. Dark velvet seats. Straps fastened to the walls like silent restraints.

He settles across from her. His eyes never leave her face. “You’re going to sleep now. When you wake up, everything will be different.”

He draws a white cloth from his bag. It smells sweet, chemical, and deeply wrong. He presses it gently to her face, covering her nose and mouth. “Breathe.”

The girl tries to fight, to pull away, but her body will not obey. The emptiness inside her spreads, consuming everything and leaving her hollow and weak. She breathes in. The cloying sweetness floods her lungs. The world begins to tilt, blur, and fade at the edges.

The last thing she sees is the man’s face, fixed on her with that same cold, fascinated expression.

The last thing she hears is his voice, soft and certain: “Remarkable. Truly remarkable.”

Then darkness comes. It drags her down into a place with no light, no sound, and no sensation. Only her own voice, though not truly her own, whispers through the void: “What have you done?” The question echoes, circles, and repeats. “What have you done?”

There is no answer. Only darkness, silence, and the terrible certainty that the girl who stepped into that abyss will not be the same girl who emerges from it.

The carriage lurches into motion, wheels crunching over gravel. It carries her away from the house, the bodies, and everything she has ever known.

Behind them, someone starts screaming in a ragged, rising sound that goes on and on, without end.

In the carriage, in the darkness, in the chemical-sweet oblivion, the girl sleeps and dreams in shades of red.
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The carriage smelled of damp horsehair, old leather, and a faint, chemical sharpness. It was a ghost of carbolic that caught in the back of Sarah’s throat. She sat with her spine held two inches from the padded backrest. Her hands were folded left over right across her lap. She watched the landscape pass through the rain-streaked glass.

She adjusted her shoulders, dropping them slightly. She smoothed the tension from her jaw until her expression became pleasantly vacant. Under the rattle of the iron tires, she tested her voice in an undertone. “Yes, sir. Quite well, thank you. Whatever duties you require.”

She repeated it twice, flattening the timbre until no edge remained. Compliance was not a weakness she had fallen into. It was a garment she had chosen to wear. If she were quiet enough, diligent enough, and as predictable as a pendulum’s swing, no one would look closely at what lay beneath the quiet. She folded herself into the background until she all but disappeared.

Without turning her head, she tracked the small rectangular viewing slide in the carriage partition. When the glass showed only the driver’s coat, Sarah let her left hand slide down to the carriage door. Her fingers found the door plate. Someone had removed the brass lever, filing its mounting screw flat to the timber. The carriage could not be opened from the inside. Her pulse gave a hard jump. She did not gasp. She did not pull her hand away in haste. Methodically, she returned her left hand to her lap and covered it with her right.

Inside the turned cuff of her left glove rested a two-inch steel needle she had palmed from the sanatorium sewing room before her discharge. With her right thumb, she pressed the hidden needle through the thick wool against the meat of her palm. She pressed just firmly enough to feel the cold, sharp bite. The sting cleared the fog from her head. She was awake. She was watching.

Outside, the wild moorland slipped away. For the first hour, only wind-twisted hawthorn and limestone shelves jutted through the peat like bone fragments in an old wound. October had stripped the trees bare, leaving them skeletal against a pale sky.

As the road descended into the valley, the wilderness gave way to a severe order. The heath ended at a trench line. Beyond it rose towering laurel hedges trimmed to vertical walls. Not a twig strayed beyond the line.

The air shifted, losing the peat-smoke freshness of the heights. The mist pooling between the hedges was thick and cold. It was tinged with the alkaline smell of lime and the sweet, heavy trace of coal-tar disinfectants.

The iron gates of Thornfield rose out of the grey damp like cage bars. The scrollwork was heavy and deliberate, topped with outward-angled spear-points. At the base, double iron drop-bolts sank deep into stone footings set flush with the driveway.

The carriage slowed. A groundskeeper emerged from the gatehouse, his coat buttoned to the chin. He threw the heavy bolts without looking up. His movements were rhythmic and indifferent, as though handling livestock or timber.

As the carriage passed between the stone piers, the iron gates swung shut behind them with a heavy clang. Sarah did not look back. She kept her eyes fixed straight ahead. She smoothed her apron over her knees, and allowed her face to settle into the harmless stillness of a woman with nothing to hide.

Once the carriage began moving again, Sarah risked a glance through the small rear window. The mist had already swallowed the gates. The moorland beyond had vanished entirely, as if the world outside Thornfield had simply ceased to exist once she passed the gates.

The drive stretched ahead, longer than any private estate needed. It unwound with a deliberate insistence. On either side, the grounds were maintained with almost surgical precision. The hedges had been trimmed to geometric perfection. Not a single branch dared to fall out of place. Gravel paths were raked into parallel lines so exact that they looked as though they had been drawn with a ruler. Each line was crisp and unnervingly still.

Thornfield Hall materialized from the mist, its pale stone as sharp and sterile as a surgeon’s blade. From a distance, it was a perfectly proportioned Georgian manor. The building was symmetrical and rational, shaped by mathematical harmony and classical balance. It rose in three stories of pale stone, with evenly spaced windows and a central entrance flanked by matching wings.

As the carriage approached, details emerged that disturbed that initial impression. The windows were too regular. Too identical. Sarah counted them obsessively. There were twelve across each floor, perfectly and pitilessly spaced. Each the same size and shape as the others. They looked less like true windows than eyes painted on. They were not organically grown from the building’s needs but fixed there with eerie precision.

Other small, circular windows were scattered at odd intervals across the facade. Their irregular placement unsettled the Georgian symmetry. Some were covered with metal grates. Others were simply dark, like empty eye sockets staring from the stone.

The stone was pale, almost white, lending the entire structure a skeletal quality. The building appeared as if it had been left too long beneath a pitiless sky. Sarah noticed sealed doorways in the stone—places where exits had been excised, their architectural ghosts sutured shut.

The east wing bore a tower that did not match the western side’s architecture at all. While the rest of the building maintained its Georgian symmetry, the tower stood older and darker. It was built from a different stone. It rose four stories instead of three. Its windows were reduced to narrow slits. It looked as if it had been grafted onto the building from some entirely different structure.

The carriage rolled to a stop. As Sarah stepped down, her boots crunching on the perfect gravel, a cold, sharp air met her. Beneath the scent of moorland was a precise blend of coal-tar and lime. Her body knew it before her mind could place it. Her stomach clenched. It was the exact chemical chill of the sanatorium where she’d woken a decade ago—empty, scrubbed clean of everything that came before. A voice, not her own, whispered from a deep, forgotten place: You’ve been here before. A place that promises healing, and delivers erasure.

“Miss Sarah.” The voice drifted from the doorway. Sarah looked up to see him framed in the entrance like a portrait, artfully composed for maximum effect. Dr. Edwin Rochester had positioned himself just so in the doorway. He was a study in arranged nonchalance. His face caught the light at an angle that sculpted his cheekbones and shadowed the severity of his gaze. He was tall and well-built, with dark hair silvered at the temples like frost at midnight’s edge. His face was handsome in a way that spoke of discipline. His was a disciplined beauty, the kind that promised safety and order. He had a strong jaw, high cheekbones, and a mouth that looked as though it rarely smiled.

It was his eyes, though, that captured Sarah’s attention. Dark eyes, black as pitch, devoured everything about her in a single sweeping glance. It wasn’t the casual observation of a stranger meeting someone new, but the clinical assessment of a physician examining a patient.

“Welcome to Thornfield,” he said, and his voice was exactly what Sarah had expected from his letters. He sounded cultured and warm, yet threaded with an undertone of wrongness she couldn’t name.

He descended the three steps from the entrance with fluid grace. He closed the distance before Sarah could decide whether she wanted him to. In an instant, he was very close. Close enough that she could catch the scent of his cologne. Beneath it all lingered that same chemical smell that permeated the entire estate.

“Dr. Rochester,” Sarah said. She was quietly pleased to hear her voice emerge steady and modulated. Her face remained an unreadable mask, giving no hint of the hollow chill that spread through her chest at the sight of him.

What she felt was older than thought. An ancient instinct her body recognized. Something dangerous that had wounded people like her before. It made her want to step back even as she moved forward, reaching out to take his hand.

His fingers closed around hers with a warmth that felt calculated, almost deliberate. His hand was larger than hers, his grip firm but not crushing. He held her hand a heartbeat longer than social convention required. His thumb brushed across her knuckles in a gesture that might’ve been paternal or might’ve carried something else entirely. She couldn’t move.

“Please,” he said, his voice dropping to a softer, more intimate register, “call me Edwin. We do not stand on formality here at Thornfield. This is a place of healing and restoration, a refuge where wounded things may mend.”

He finally released her hand, but the warmth of his touch lingered on her skin like a quiet brand. He gestured toward the entrance with a sweeping motion that felt both welcoming and commanding.

“Come inside,” he said. “You must be cold. The moorland wind has teeth at this time of year. We’ll get you settled and warmed up, then I’ll show you your new home.”

Sarah followed him through the massive black door. As soon as she crossed the threshold, the temperature seemed to drop ten degrees, and a chill slipped over her skin. Behind her, she heard the door close with a soft but decisive click. The small, final sound of a lock engaging.
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After tea, Rochester summoned her for a tour. The entrance hall’s black-and-white tiles spun into a dizzying optical illusion. The walls were a pale, institutional gray. The color of asylums, and of places where people were contained. As he led her deeper into the building, her gaze fixed on the portraits lining the walls. Their faces were technically skilled but lifeless. Their painted eyes seemed to follow her. She found herself counting them, a familiar compulsion. Twelve on the left, twelve on the right, all in identical frames. All were ranked with a chilling, ceremonial precision.

The doors caught Sarah’s attention and held it. Too many of them. They marched down both sides of the hallway, evenly spaced like the portraits, each a mirror of the next. They were painted stark white, fitted with black handles, and each bore a small brass plate with a number engraved upon it. One through twelve were on the left, thirteen through twenty-four on the right. Sarah’s steps slowed, the implications coiling inside her. Twenty-four numbered rooms. Not rooms. Cells.

“Patient rooms,” Rochester said, following her gaze. “Thornfield serves two purposes. My private residence and a refuge for those suffering from disorders of the mind.”

He moved to the nearest door, number three, and beckoned Sarah to peer through the eye-level circular window. She approached reluctantly, her boots clicking on the marble. The sharp sound echoed too loudly through the cavernous space.

A metal grate covered the window, yet she could still see into the room beyond. There were white walls, a white floor, and a white ceiling. A narrow bed was bolted to the floor. A chamber pot crouched in the corner. Nothing else. No decoration, and no trace that a human being truly lived there.

“Observation ports,” Rochester explained, his voice cool and clinical. “They are essential for monitoring patients without disturbing them. It allows every movement to be observed in perfect quiet.”

The chemical smell sharpened here. It was a clean, biting odor of carbolic acid and chloroform. They failed to mask what was underlying: organic, living, and deeply wrong. Her gaze caught on the walls, scarred with the faint marks of fixtures bolted down and later stripped away. The marble floor was a map of grim purpose. Its worn patterns showed where heavy furniture had been dragged and rearranged with repeated precision.

“And your ward?” Sarah asked, her voice distant to her own ears, pitched too high and drawn too tight. “Adèle? Does she live here as well?”

In the family wing,” Rochester said, resuming his pace. “Separate from the clinical areas. I must warn you, Sarah, Adèle is a delicate case. Her psyche was damaged by a previous caretaker’s... excesses. Trauma can imprint itself, you see. The child may exhibit aversion until your presence becomes a therapeutic baseline, rather than an unknown variable.”

They passed more doors, more numbers. Sarah continued her count, a frantic, internal tally against the rising dread. Twenty-four on the ground floor, and ahead, a staircase rose into view, hinting at still more floors above.

As they walked, the hallway began to change. The marble gave way to institutional tile, stark white with gray grout. The portraits vanished, replaced by anatomical charts that displayed the human brain in cross-section. Each region was labeled in Latin: cerebrum, cerebellum, and medulla oblongata.

No windows lined this section, only gas lamps mounted at regular intervals. Their flames were sealed within glass globes that cast a steady illumination. The doors here bore no numbers. Instead, stark labels marked them: SURGERY, OBSERVATION.

Sarah’s steps faltered, then slowed. “What is this area?”

“The clinical wing.” Rochester halted before the door marked SURGERY and drew a key from his waistcoat pocket. “Would you care to see inside?”

He unlocked the door before Sarah could respond and pushed it open. An operating table loomed at the center of the space, all cold metal and fitted restraints. Instrument trays lined one wall, their contents glinting beneath the gas lamps. Anatomical diagrams covered another wall, showing the human skull pried open to reveal the brain beneath. The sight made her stomach clench with an instinctive revulsion. She stared at the restraints, the instruments, and the diagrams of violated brains. Her silence was a mask for the horror rising within.

“You cut into them,” she whispered, the words toneless.

“I help them,” Rochester corrected, his voice warm and steady, “when conventional methods fall short.”

He crossed to a desk set against the far wall. Upon it lay neatly ordered files and a leather-bound journal. Rochester lifted the journal with quiet reverence.

“Each case is unique,” he said softly, turning pages crowded with his precise handwriting and careful diagrams. “Each patient presents their own distinct challenges.”

Drawn by a quiet compulsion, Sarah drifted closer. Rochester turned a page. Her breath snagged. At the top of the entry, a name was written in Rochester’s precise script: Vale, Jane. Age 10. Admitted following a violent episode at Gateshead Hall.

The words pulsed. Jane. The name was a key turning in a lock deep inside her skull. It wasn’t a memory, but the pressure of one. A physical weight behind her eyes, the phantom scent of lavender and rust, a shadow in the corner of her vision that knew her face.

“What is that?” Sarah heard herself ask, though her voice sounded distant, like an echo from another room.

Rochester glanced at the page, then back at her, and his expression softened into something that might’ve been satisfaction.

“Only a case study,” he said smoothly, snapping the journal shut. “Nothing that needs to concern you.”

Sarah was already moving toward the desk, some unnamed compulsion pulling her closer. She could see more files now, stacked in neat piles, with a folder bearing a single gleaming S in gold leaf resting on top.

“Please,” she breathed, her fingers already reaching for it.

Rochester’s hand closed around her wrist. Her own muscles tensed in a reflexive protest before going still under the clinical pressure of his grip. It wasn’t painful, but it held with the absolute certainty of a medical restraint—warm, firm, and immovable.

“Patience, Sarah,” he said, his voice gentle but unyielding. “The treatment is a delicate process. Introducing data points before the psyche is prepared can compromise years of work. You will understand this file, and yourself, when the therapeutic timeline dictates.”

Sarah looked at his hand on her wrist, then up at his face. His face was illuminated by the wavering gaslight. His expression held an absolute, chilling certainty. Her gaze drifted to the operating table. Its restraints were waiting to hold someone utterly immobile. She understood with sudden, terrible clarity that this was not a hospital but somewhere colder, more sinister. She was not a visitor. She was part of it.

“Have I been here before?” The question slipped out before she could stop herself, thin and unsteady. “Have you..” The words died on her lips, and she couldn’t finish.

Rochester’s smile widened, and something in it made her skin crawl. “You’ve come so far,” he said softly. “You were so broken when you arrived, Sarah, so troubled. And now look at you. Functional. At peace.” He released her wrist and, with a smooth, deliberate motion, gestured toward the door.

He paused at the threshold, his hand lingering on the frame. When he turned back to her, his expression had shifted. Something almost like anticipation flickered across his features.

“I’ve been planning something rather special for you. A ceremony to mark your progress.” He watched her face intently, his gaze fixed on every flicker.

Sarah’s throat tightened. “A ceremony?” The word tasted wrong, sharp and strange. “What kind of ceremony?”

Rochester’s smile widened, and something in it made her skin go cold. “The final step,” he said softly. “You’ve been so patient, Sarah, so perfectly compliant.”

He reached out and tilted her chin upward with one finger. He studied her face as if reading something written beneath her skin. “With this ceremony, you won’t need to be careful anymore,” he continued, his voice soft and chilling. “You’ll be exactly what you’re meant to be.”

He released her and stepped back, his expression gentle, unnervingly serene. “Now,” he said. “Let me show you to your quarters.”

Sarah stepped backward, her mind reeling as the fog sealing her past began to crack. She felt something violent straining against the fog. A flash of crimson on white tile, the weight of a silver handle in a small hand. A thing that knew her name because it was her.

“There now,” Rochester said, his voice calm and clinical as he gestured toward the door. He had seen the shift in her eyes. “An acute response to stimuli. Predictable, but we must manage the reintegration process carefully. Let me show you to your quarters. You’ll want to compose yourself before
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