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Born: January 26, 1920, Vienna, Austria

Died: April 26, 2009, New York City, NY

1920: An Austrian-Born Ghost Hunter was in the making. Professor Dr. Hans Holzer, best known for his plethora of hundreds of cases worldwide dealing with the paranormal and the occult, deeming him The Father of the Paranormal. In 1935, at the age of fifteen, Hans became an avid collector of antiques and coins and was an ardent bibliophile.

The 1928 book, Occultism in This Modern Age by Dr. T.K. Oesterreich, a professor at the University of Tubingen in Germany, began Hans’ interest in ghosts. His was an idle curiosity, mixed with a show-me kind of skepticism. He took a course in journalism and began selling articles to local papers. In 1949, he returned to Europe as an accredited foreign correspondent, with the intent to write articles on cultural activities, the theater, and human interest stories. He also began to compose music and write scores in New York, which later led the way to Off Broadway success in Manhattan.

One year later, Hans returned to Europe visiting many cities including London, and was invited backstage at The Hippodrome Theater where comedian Michael Bentine, was appearing. After Mr. Bentine offered Hans a home-grown tomato instead of a drink, the two hit off, as Hans was a vegan.

Through mutual friends back in Manhattan, he began work on a television series based on actual hauntings. He met regularly with others at the Edgar Cayce Foundation in New York. The purpose was to enter into a quest for truth in the vast realm of extrasensory perception.

From then on, he devoted more and more time to the field. One of the great mediums, Eileen Garret, president of the Parapsychology Foundation in New York, in 1946, worked with Hans and encouraged him to write about his work.

1963, his first book was born, titled, ‘Ghost Hunter’ and went into an unheard of eleven printings. 145 more books would follow. Hans stated that sometimes an “ordinary” person does manage to see or hear a ghost in an allegedly haunted location, be it a building or even an open space. Such a person could be sensitive or mediumistic, without knowing it and is less unusual then one might think. The Holzer Method was born before the 1950’s, where combining the work of those with sight and that of the academic and science stance to the field, would yield far better results in obtaining data to help us further understand what happens when we die.

Even though Hans was artistic and therefore sensitive person, he did not profess to mediumship and certainly would not be satisfied with the meager impressions he may have garnered himself, physically. He knew that a more advanced psychic talent would be needed for better results. So he took his “sensitive” with him, or what became affectionately known as his medium-in-tow, on cases to try and solve them for all those involved.

His career was a unique whirl wind of books, research, lectures, teaching, hundreds of national and regional talk show appearances, co-hosting/hosting programs such as Ghost Hunter on Boston’s Channel 2, NBC’s In Search Of with Leonard Nemoy (an Alan Landsburg production), Beyond The Five Senses in Louisville, KY, Explorations with Brownville Productions in Ohio. In radio, he had a continuous segment with New York City’s WOR station with famed radio personality Joe Franklin who still remains a family friend. Some books and case work yielded films such as Amityville II: The Possession, the adaptation from his best-selling novel Murder in Amityville, based on his work on the case in Amityville, Long Island and The Amityville Curse, which also became a film in 1989 that went to Sweden, the US in 1990 and then in 1991, was released in Japan.

Holzer became and still is considered a leading authority in the field of the paranormal, having earned his PhD from the London College of Applied Science. He spent over six decades traveling the world to obtain first-hand accounts of paranormal experiences, interviewing expert researchers, and developing para-psychological protocols and terminology such as ‘sensitive’ and ‘beings of light.’ He taught a class in parapsychology at the New York Institute of Technology for nearly a decade.

One of his favorite quotes comes from T.S. Elliot’s Confidential Clerk saying blandly, “I don’t believe in facts.” Hans did. “Facts,”, he said, “come to think of it—are the only things—I really do believe in.”
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Introduction

“Ghosts? In the White House?” the Senator exclaimed. “Don’t we have troubles enough?”

I assured the Senator that we had indeed more than our share of troubles. Nevertheless, there were persistent reports of ghosts in the White House, and it was my duty as a psychic investigator to look into the matter.

This was only one of many conversations I had had over the years on the subject of psychic occurrences in the sacred precincts of our nation’s Executive Mansion.

I don’t think anyone has had more trouble getting into the White House for a specific purpose than I except, perhaps, some presidential aspirants such as Thomas E. Dewey. Mr. Dewey’s purpose was a lot easier to explain than mine, to begin with. How do you tell an official at the presidential mansion that you like to go to the Lincoln Bedroom to see whether Lincoln’s ghost is still there? How do you make it plain that you’re not looking for sensationalism, that you’re not bringing along a whole covey of newspaper people, all of which can only lead to unfavorable publicity for the inhabitants of the White House, whoever they may be at the time?

Naturally, this was the very difficult task to which I had put myself several years ago. Originally, I had envisioned myself going to the Lincoln Bedroom and possibly the East Room in the White House, hoping to verify and authenticate apparitions that had occurred to a number of people in those areas. But all my repeated requests for permission to visit the White House in the company of a reputable psychic were turned down. Even when I promised to submit my findings and the writings based on those findings to White House scrutiny prior to publication, I was told that my request could not be granted.

The first reason given was that it was not convenient because the President and his family were in. Then it was not convenient because they would be away. Once I was turned down because my visit could not be cleared sufficiently with Security, and anyway, that part of the White House I wanted to visit was private.

I never gave up. Deep down I had the feeling that the White House belongs to the people and is not a piece of real estate on which even the presidential family may hang out a sign, “No Trespassers.” I still think so. However, I got nowhere as long as the Johnsons were in the White House.

I tried again when I started work on this book. A colonel stationed in the White House, whom I met through a mutual friend, Countess Gertrude d’Amecourt, tried hard to get permission for me to come and investigate. He too failed.

Next, I received a letter, quite unexpectedly, from the Reverend Thomas W. Dettman of Niagara, Wisconsin. He knew a number of very prominent men in the federal government and offered to get me the permission I needed. These men, he explained, had handled government investigations for him before, and he was sure they would be happy to be of assistance if he asked them. He was even sure they would carry a lot of weight with the President. They knew him well, he asserted. Mr. Dettman had been associated with the Wisconsion Nixon for President Committee, and offered to help in any way he could.

After thanking Mr. Dettman for his offer, I heard nothing further for a time. Then he wrote me again explaining that he had as yet not been able to get me into the Lincoln Bedroom, but that he was still working on it. He had asked the help of Representative John Byrnes of Wisconsin in the matter, and I would hear further about it. Then Mr. Dettman informed me that he had managed to arrange for me to be given a “special tour” of the White House, and, to the best of his knowledge, that included the East Room. He then asked that I contact William E. Timmons, Assistant to the President, for details.

I was, of course, elated. Imagine, a special tour of the White House! What could be better than that?

With his letter, Mr. Dettman had included a letter from Senator William Proxmire of Wisconsin, in which the Senator noted that I would not be able to do research in the Lincoln Bedroom, but that I would be given the special tour of the White House.

I hurriedly wrote a thank you note to Mr. Dettman, and started to make plans to bring a medium to Washington with me. A few days later Mr. Dettman wrote me again.

He had received a call from the White House concerning the tour. He could, he explained, in no way guarantee what kind of tour I would be given, nor what I would see. He had done everything possible to help me and hoped I would not be disappointed.

Whether my own sixth sense was working or not, I suddenly thought I had better look into the nature of that “special tour” myself. I wrote and asked whether I would be permitted to spend half an hour in the East Room, since the Lincoln Bedroom had been denied me. Back came a letter dated May 14,1970, on White House stationery, and signed by John S. Davies, Special Assistant to the President, Office White House Visitors.

“Senator Proxmire’s recent letter to Mr. William Timmons concerning your most recent request to visit the White House has been referred to me, as this office is responsible for White House visitors. Unfortunately, as we have pointed out, we are unable to arrange for you to visit the Lincoln Bedroom, as this room is in the President’s personal residence area, which is not open to visitors. If you wish to arrange an early-morning special tour, I suggest you contact Senator Proxmire’s office. You are also most welcome to come to the White House any time during the regular visiting hours.”

I decided to telephone Mr. Davies since the day of my planned visit was close at hand. It was only then that I realized what that famous “special tour” really was. It meant that I, along with who else might be present at the time at the White House gates, would be permitted to walk through the part of the White House open to all visitors. I couldn’t bring a tape recorder. I could not sit down or tarry along the way. I had to follow along with the group, glance up at whatever might be interesting, and be on my way again like a good little citizen. What, then, was so special about that tour, I inquired? Nothing really, I was told, but that is what it is known as. It is called a special tour because you have to have the request of either a Senator or a Representative from your home state.

I canceled my visit and dismissed the medium. But my reading public is large, and other offers to help me came my way.

Debbie Fitz is a teenage college student who wanted me to lecture at her school. In return, she offered to get me into the White House, or at least try to. I smiled at her courage, but told her to go right ahead and try. She wrote a letter to Miss Nixon, whom she thought would be favorable to her request, being of the same age group and all that. After explaining her own interest in ESP research and the importance this field has in this day and age for the young, she went on to explain who I was and that I had previously been denied admittance to the White House areas I wished to do research in. She wrote:

All he wants to do is take a psychic medium into the room and scientifically record any phenomena that may exist. This will not involve staying overnight; it can be done during the day at your convenience. All investigations are conducted in a scientific manner and are fully documented. It is well known that Lincoln himself was psychic and held séances in the White House. Wouldn’t you, as a student of White House history and a member of the young, open-minded generation, like to find out whether or not this room is really haunted? This will also provide an opportunity for young people who are interested in other things besides riots and demonstrations to benefit intellectually from Mr. Holzer’s efforts.

Debbie Fitz never received a reply or an acknowledgement. I, of course, never heard about the matter again.

Try as I would, I was rebuffed. Just the same, interest in the haunted aspects of the nation’s Executive Mansion remains at a high level. Several Washington newspapers carried stories featuring some of the psychic occurrences inside the White House, and whenever I appeared on Washington television, I was invariably asked about the ghosts at the White House. Perhaps, the best account of the psychic state of affairs at number 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue was written by the Washington Post reporter, Jacqueline Lawrence.

“The most troubled spirit of 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue is Abraham Lincoln, who during his own lifetime claimed to receive regular visits from his two dead sons, Pat and Willie.” After reporting the well-known premonitory dream in which Lincoln saw himself dead in a casket in the East Room, Miss Lawrence goes on to report that Mrs. Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s servant, Mary Evan, had reported seeing Lincoln on the bed in the northwest bedroom, pulling on his boots. “Other servants said they had seen him lying quietly in his bed, and still others vowed that he periodically stood at the oval window over the main entrance of the White House. Mrs. Roosevelt herself never saw Lincoln, but she did admit that when working late she frequently felt a ghostly sort of presence.”

Amongst the visitors to the White House who had experienced psychic occurrences was the late Queen Wilhelmina of the Netherlands. Asleep in the Queen’s Bedroom, she heard someone knock at her door, got up, opened it, and saw the ghost of President Lincoln standing there looking at her. She fainted, and by the time she had come to he was gone.

“According to the legend, the spirit of Lincoln is especially troubled and restless on the eve of national calamities such as war.” Under the circumstances, one should expect the shade of President Lincoln to be in around-the-clock attendance.

But Lincoln is not the only ghost at the White House. Household members of President Taft have observed the ghost of Abigail Adams walking right through the closed doors of the East Room with her arms outstretched. And who knows what other specters reside in these ancient and troubled walls?

That all is not known about the White House may be seen from a dispatch of the New York Daily News dated November 25, 1969, concerning two new rooms unearthed at the White House. “Two hitherto unknown rooms, believed to date back to the time of Thomas Jefferson, have been unearthed in the White House a few yards away from the presidential swimming pool. The discovery was made as excavation continued on the larger work area for the White House press corps. The subterranean rooms, which White House curator James Ketchum described as storage or coal bins, were believed among the earliest built at the White House. Filled with dirt, they contained broken artifacts believed to date back to President Lincoln’s administration.” 

When I discussed my difficulties in receiving permission for a White House investigation with prominent people in Washington, it was suggested to me that I turn my attention to Ford’s Theater, or the Parker House—both places associated with the death of President Lincoln. I have not done so, for the simple reason that in my estimation the ghost of Lincoln is nowhere else to be found but where it mattered to him: in the White House. If there is a transitory impression left behind at Ford’s Theater, where he was shot, or the Parker House, where he eventually died some hours later, it would only be an imprint from the past. I am sure that the surviving personality of President Lincoln is to a degree attached to the White House because of unfinished business. I do not think that this is unfinished business only of his own time. So much of it has never been finished to this very day. If there ever was any reason for Lincoln to be disturbed, it is now. The Emancipation Proclamation, for which he stood and which was in a way the rebirth of our country, is still only in part reality. Lincoln’s desire for peace is hardly met in these troubled times. I am sure that the disturbances at the White House have never ceased. Lynda, one of the Johnson daughters, heard someone knock at her door, opened it, and found no one outside. Telephone calls have been put through to members of the presidential family, and there has been no one on the other end of the line. Moreover, on investigating, it was found that the White House operators had not run the particular extension telephones.

It is very difficult to dismiss such occurrences as products of imagination, coincidence, or “settling of an old house.” Everyone except a moron knows the difference between human footsteps caused by feet encased with boots or shoes, and the normal noises of an old house settling slowly and a little at a time on its foundation.

Some years ago I opened exciting new vistas on historical research by developing a method known as historical psychometry. I would take psychic individuals, mediums, and sensitives to reputed historical “hot spots,” to places where great events in history had transpired and where something from the past might presumably still cling to the environment. Of course I did this without telling my sensitive anything about the mission, or the circumstances, or, in fact, anything at all as to why we were visiting a certain place. The results were gratifying, to say the least. In a book titled Window to the Past I was about to pinpoint with great accuracy the actual Viking landing on Cape Cod and the real location of Camelot, and, in addition, to shed new light on the assassination of President Lincoln. I did this not on the say-so of my mediums, primarily Sybil Leek and Ethel Johnson Meyers, but as the result of follow-ups, traditional historical research emerging from the exciting new leads, and hints supplied by my psychic associates.

This method is based on the assumption that emotional events leave a fine imprint on their immediate surroundings in the nature of an electromagnetic field in which the principal events are recorded. In a way it is like an invisible motion picture, a two-dimensional record of happenings from the past. The imprint loses very little energy in the course of time, and though it may eventually fade, in terms of our lives the imprint may be considered indelible and permanent. Consequently, any talented psychic should be able to pick up all or part of such imprints and retell them, limited only by his or her own abilities to serve as a proper channel of communication.

In visiting historically active areas, be they buildings or monuments or simply outdoor sites where events have taken place in the past, the parapsychologist-historian comes face to face with two different phenomena. There is, first of all, the imprint from the past, a lifeless but nevertheless very accurate reproduction of something that has already taken place and is no longer taking place, is no longer of emotional impact to anyone. This two-dimensional imprint is, as already explained, sensed by the medium and retold to me, the investigator, with whatever degree of accuracy the sensitive is capable of. It is possible for such imprints to be visual as well as invisible. To a clairvoyant person, shades of past human beings become “visible” again simply because some part of the human personality remains behind in the atmosphere long after the physical body and even the ethereal self have gone on. This should not be confused with earthbound spirits, commonly called ghosts, who remain behind in a place where some traumatic event, usually involving their demise, has taken place. This, then, is the second kind of phenomenon one may encounter in such emotionally impregnated areas. Whenever someone dies under tragic, traumatic, or somehow unacceptable conditions, or is unaware of his death and his passing into the next dimension, the phenomenon commonly called ghosts may occur. Only a small percentage of those who die violently, those who die under conditions that may be termed unexpected, become “hung up” entities, however. The majority, nevertheless, pass on to the next dimension without difficulty. The small number of individuals who cannot adjust to the afterlife and somehow remain behind in the physical atmosphere, although no longer part of it, can be observed at times by those with sufficient psychic abilities to sense them.

If the emotional residue is strong enough to create three-dimensional projections, even those with minimal E.S.P. abilities may observe them. The degree of intensity of apparitions differs from case to case and from observer to observer.

In taking my psychic associates to places where tragic events in the past have occurred, I also opened the door to possible contact with such “hung up” personalities from the past—firstly, in the hope that my sensitives would see or hear them and describe them to me, and secondly, in the case of trance mediums, that the entities themselves might take advantage of the opportunity offered and speak to me directly through the intermediary of the entranced medium. In those cases I would be able to interrogate them directly, establish their identities, and perhaps learn more about their tragedies and problems than I could indirectly from the impressions gathered by mediums not capable of deep trance mediumship.

In the following pages I have employed all three methods—clairvoyance, clairsentience and trance—when suitable.

Those who do not take the trouble to read these pages carefully, but skim through them, should not imagine that I have called on the spirits of George Washington, Benjamin Franklin, Benedict Arnold, et al., and conversed with them the way one does on the telephone. I have not deluded myself that I have listened to the voices of the dead without adequate proof that they are indeed authentic imprints from past events.


1

Adams, Franklin and the Peace Conference That Failed

In this age of peace conferences that go on for years and years without yielding tangible results—or, if any, only piecemeal ones, reached after long deliberation—it is a refreshing thought to remember that a peace conference held on Staten Island between Lord Howe, the British commander in America, and a congressional committee consisting of Benjamin Franklin, John Adams, and Edward Rutledge lasted but a single day—September 11, 1776, to be exact.

The position was this: the British were already in command of New York, Long Island and Staten Island, and the Yankees still held New Jersey and Pennsylvania, with Philadelphia as the seat of the Continental Congress. In view of his tremendous successes in the war against the colonists, Lord Howe felt that the suppression of the independence movement was only a matter of weeks. Wanting to avoid further bloodshed and, incidentally, to save himself some trouble, he suggested that a peace conference be held to determine whether an honorable peace could be concluded at that juncture of events.

Congress received his message with mixed emotions, having but lately worked out internal differences of opinion concerning the signing of the Declaration of Independence. A committee was appointed consisting of the aforementioned three men and empowered to investigate the offer. The three legislators went by horse to Perth Amboy, New Jersey, and were met at the New Jersey shore by a barge manned by British soldiers under a safe-conduct pass across the bay. They landed on the Staten Island shore and walked up to Bentley Manor, the residence of Lord Howe. There they were met with politeness and courtesies but also with a display of British might, for there were soldiers in full battle dress lined up along the road.

Later, the flamboyant John Adams told of soldiers “looking as fierce as ten furies, and making all the grimaces and gestures and motions of their muskets, with bayonets fixed, which, I suppose, military etiquette requires, but which we neither understood nor regarded.”

Lord Howe outlined his plan for a settlement, explaining that it was futile for the Americans to carry on the war and that the British were willing to offer peace with honor. Of course, any settlement would involve the colonies remaining under British rule. The three envoys listened in polite silence, after which Benjamin Franklin informed Lord Howe that the Declaration of Independence had already been signed on July 4, 1776, and that they would never go back under British rule.

The conference broke up, and Lord Howe, still very polite, had the trio conveyed to Amboy in his own barge, under the safe-conduct pass he had granted them. The following day, September 12, 1776, the war of independence entered a new round: the Yankees knew what the British government was willing to offer them in order to obtain peace, and they realized that they might very well win the war with just a little more effort. Far from discouraging them, the failure of the peace conference on Staten Island helped reinforce the Continental Congress in its determination to pursue the war of independence to its very end.

This historical event took place in a manor house overlooking Raritan Bay, and at the time, and for many years afterward, it was considered the most outstanding building on Staten Island. The two-story white building goes back to before 1680 and is a colonial manor built along British lines. It was erected by a certain Christopher Billopp, a somewhat violent and hardheaded sea captain who had served in the British Navy for many years. Apparently, Captain Billopp had friends at court in London, and when the newly appointed Governor Andros came to America in 1674, he obtained a patent as lieutenant of a company of soldiers. In the process he acquired nearly one thousand acres of choice land on Staten Island. But Billopp got into difficulties with his governor and reentered navy service for a while, returning to Staten Island under Governor Thomas Dongan. In 1687 he received a land grant for Bentley Manor, sixteen hundred acres of very choice land, and on this tract he built the present manor house. The Billopp family were fierce Tories and stood with the crown to the last. The Captain’s grandson, also named Christopher, who was already born in the manor, lived there till the end of the Revolution, when he moved to New Brunswick, Canada, along with many other Tories who could not stay on in the newly independent colonies.

From then on, the manor house had a mixed history of owners and gradually fell into disrepair. Had it not been built so solidly, with the keen eye of a navy man’s perception of carpentry, perhaps none of it would stand today. As it was, an association was formed in 1920 to restore the historical landmark to its former glory. This has now been done, and the Conference House, as it is commonly called, is a museum open to the public. It is located in what was once Bentley Manor but today is called Tottenville, and it can easily be reached from New York City via the Staten Island Ferry. The ground floor contains two large rooms and a staircase leading to the upper story, which is also divided into two rooms. In the basement is a kitchen and a vaultlike enclosure. Both basement and attic are of immense proportions. The large room downstairs to the left of the entrance was originally used as a dining room and the room to the right as a parlor. Upstairs, the large room to the left is a bedroom while the one to the right is nowadays used as a Benjamin Franklin museum. In between the two large rooms is a small room, perhaps a child’s room at one time. At one time there also was a tunnel from the vault in the basement to the water’s edge, which was used as a means of escape during Indian attacks, a frequent occurrence in pre-colonial days. Also, this secret tunnel could be used to obtain supplies by the sea route without being seen by observers on land.

As early as 1962 I was aware of the Conference House and its reputation of being haunted. My initial investigation turned up a lot of hearsay evidence, hardly of a scientific nature, but nevertheless of some historical significance inasmuch as there is usually a grain of truth in all legendary stories. According to the local legends, Captain Billopp had jilted his fiancée, and she had died of a broken heart in the house. As a result, strange noises, including murmurs, sighs, moans, and pleas of an unseen voice, were reported to have been heard in the house as far back as the mid-nineteenth century. According to the old Staten Island newspaper The Transcript, the phenomena were heard by a number of workmen during the restoration of the house after it had been taken over as a museum.

My first visit to the Conference House took place in 1962, in the company of Ethel Johnson Meyers and two of her friends, Rose de Simone and Pearl Winder, who had come along for the ride since they were interested in the work Mrs. Meyers and I were doing. Mrs. Meyers, of course, had no idea where we were going or why we were visiting Staten Island. Nevertheless, when we were still about a half hour’s ride away from the house, she volunteered her impressions of the place we were going to. When I encouraged her to speak freely, she said that the house she had yet to see was white, that the ground floor was divided into two rooms, and that the east room contained a brown table and eight chairs. She also stated that the room to the west of the entrance was the larger room of the two, and that some silverware was on display in that room.

When we arrived at the house, I checked these statements at once; they were entirely correct, except that the number of chairs was seven, not eight as Mrs. Meyers had stated. I questioned the resident curator about this seeming discrepancy. One of the chairs and the silverware had indeed been on display for years but had been removed from the room eight years prior to our visit.

“Butler,” Mrs. Meyers mumbled as we entered the house. It turned out that the estate next to Bentley belonged to the Butlers; undoubtedly, members of that family had been in the Conference House many times. As is my custom, I allowed my medium free rein of her intuition. Mrs. Meyers decided to settle on the second story room to the left of the staircase, where she sat down on the floor for want of a chair.

Gradually entering the vibrations of the place, she spoke of a woman named Jane whom she described as being stout, white haired, and dressed in a dark green dress and a fringed shawl. Then the medium looked up at me and, as if she intuitively knew the importance of her statement, simply said, “Howe.” This shook me up, since Mrs. Meyers had no knowledge of Lord Howe’s connection with the place she was in. I also found interesting Mrs. Meyer’s description of a “presence,” that is to say, a ghost, whom she described as a big man in a fur hat, being rather fat and wearing a skin coat and high boots, a brass-buckled belt, and black trousers. “I feel boats around him, nets, sailing boats, and I feel a broad foreign accent,” Mrs. Meyers stated, adding that she saw him in a four-masted ship of a square-rigger type. At the same time she mentioned the initial T. What better description of the Tory, Captain Billopp, could she have given!

“I feel as if I am being dragged somewhere by Indians,” Mrs. Meyers suddenly exclaimed, as I reported in my original account of this case in my first book, Ghost Hunter. “There is violence, and somebody dies on a pyre of wood. Two men, one white, one Indian; and on two sticks nearby are their scalps.” It seemed to me that what Mrs. Meyers had tuned in on were remnants of emotional turmoil in the pre-colonial days; as I have noted, Indian attacks were quite frequent during the early and middle parts of the eighteenth century.

When we went down into the cellar, Mrs. Meyers assured us that six people had been
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