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Dear Reader!

Second Chance Love Stories of Silverbrook is a tender contemporary romance series crafted for readers seeking peaceful, emotionally nurturing love stories within a small town that embraces its people with care.

Each book centers on a different character who returns home, chooses to remain, or begins anew in Silverbrook, not as an escape from reality, but as a conscious step toward rebuilding life with authenticity. These are stories about prioritizing inner peace over outward expectations, genuine connection over turmoil, and love that unfolds gradually through compassion, patience, and mutual trust.

You won't find manufactured drama, unkindness, or emotional turbulence in these pages. Instead, discover quiet opportunities for second chances, unwavering affection, and the reassurance of truly belonging.

Ideal for readers who cherish:

	Tender, low-conflict romance

	Small-town atmospheres rich with warmth

	Relationships that develop at a natural pace

	Emotionally comforting love stories

	A series that welcomes you back whenever the world feels overwhelming


Begin with When Staying Felt Enough and let Silverbrook become the place you turn to when you need to catch your breath.

For everyone who has ever stood inside a good moment

and talked themselves out of staying.

This one is for the part of you that is learning

that ease is not the same as carelessness,

that joy does not have to be earned before it is felt,

and that a quiet life, fully inhabited,

is one of the most extraordinary things a person can choose.

You are allowed to sit down.

You are allowed to drink the coffee while it is still warm.

You are allowed to let something good simply be good

without waiting for the other shoe to drop.

And if no one has told you lately

that your happiness matters not only as a reward

but as a way of being:

consider this that telling.
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Chapter One
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Days That Feel the Same

The bakery was still when Claire turned the key in the lock.

She didn't push the door open right away. Her hand rested against the handle, and she stood there in the early morning quiet, taking in the street behind her as if she hadn't seen it a hundred times before. The sky held that particular shade of grey that existed only in the minutes before dawn fully decided to arrive. The buildings were the same. The road was the same. The row of trees lining the pavement had begun, quietly and without ceremony, to release their leaves, one by one, as though letting go of something they had been holding all summer.

Nothing had changed.

That was what she noticed.

She wasn't sure why she paused. It wasn't anything she could have named. Just a small, fleeting awareness, the kind that arrives without explanation and slips away just as quickly. She held it for a moment longer than she needed to, then pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The smell of yesterday's bread reached her first. Warm and faint and woven into the walls the way certain things become part of a place over time, without anyone deciding they should. She closed the door behind her, set her bag beneath the counter without looking, and let her hands find their routine before her mind had fully caught up.

Keys. Counter. Lights.

The room came awake in stages.

Everything was exactly as she had left it the evening before. Clean surfaces, ordered shelves, each tool in its designated place. Claire had built this space carefully over the years, not through any single deliberate act but through the accumulation of small, consistent choices. There was comfort in that kind of order, the quiet reassurance of a space that held its shape.

She tied her apron and began.

Flour. Water. Yeast.

The dough came together beneath her palms the way it always did, softening and yielding to pressure in a rhythm she knew without thinking. Press. Fold. Turn. Again. The repetition was its own kind of steadiness. In the mornings, before the day had asked anything of her yet, this was where she felt most settled. There were no decisions to make, no conversations to navigate, no loose threads to keep track of. Just a clear sequence of steps she understood completely.

Outside, the light began its slow, almost reluctant shift toward morning.

Inside, the oven hummed.

Claire moved through the space with practiced efficiency, measuring and shaping and arranging each tray with the same care she brought to every batch. Nothing was hurried. Nothing was overlooked. The first tray went into the oven with a soft metallic sound, and she pressed the door closed and left her hand resting against the handle for a moment.

The warmth came through steadily.

She stood there without moving, not thinking about anything in particular, just aware of the heat and the silence and the particular feeling of a room that was preparing itself for a day that hadn't started yet.

Something about it registered in her chest. Not a feeling she could have described easily. Not new, exactly. Just something she didn't usually allow herself to stop long enough to notice.

She straightened.

There was more to prepare.

By the time she turned the front lock open, the morning had arranged itself into something presentable. The display case was filled. The coffee machine clicked on with its familiar sharp tone. The light coming through the window had shifted from cool grey to a pale, unhurried gold, spreading itself slowly across the wooden floor in long, quiet stripes.

Everything was ready.

The first customer arrived almost immediately.

"Morning, Claire."

Mrs. Turner came in pulling her coat a little closer, the cold following her through the door like an afterthought.

"Morning," Claire said, already reaching for a cup.

"Colder today," Mrs. Turner observed, glancing toward the window.

Claire nodded. "A bit, yes."

"The kind of cold that makes a person think twice about getting out from under the covers."

Claire offered a small, easy smile as she poured. "That's why the coffee exists."

Mrs. Turner accepted the cup with the quiet satisfaction of someone who had been coming to the same place for the same reason for a very long time, and she made her way to the seat by the window she had apparently decided was hers.

The morning found its pace.

The bell above the door marked each arrival with a small, clean sound. Voices moved through the room in patterns Claire had long since memorized.

"The usual?"

"Please."

"Anything else today?"

"No, thank you."

Each exchange finished and complete. Nothing lingering past its natural end. Claire moved among it all with ease, her attention steady without being fixed on any one thing. She noticed things the way experienced people notice things, the slight pause before someone changed their mind about their order, the soft thank you from the man in the corner who rarely said much at all, the particular sound of chair legs settling against the floor. Details that passed through her without requiring a response.

The room did what it always did.

The door opened again.

She knew it was him before she looked up.

Ethan stepped inside carrying that unhurried quality he seemed to bring with him wherever he went, as though he genuinely had no pressing need to be anywhere other than exactly where he was. There was something in it that Claire had noticed before, not consciously, not in a way she had ever put into words, but it was there.

"Morning," he said.

"Morning."

He didn't come straight to the counter. Instead he paused just inside the doorway, letting his gaze move at its own pace around the room, the tables, the window, the way the light had settled across the floor. He looked at the space the way people look at something they are genuinely taking in, not scanning for information, but actually seeing it.

"Smells good in here," he said.

Claire reached for a plate. "It usually does."

There was no sharpness in it. Just the plain truth, stated the way she stated most things.

He smiled a little, still looking around.

"It feels different today," he said after a moment.

Claire glanced up briefly. "Different how?"

He moved closer and rested one hand lightly on the counter's edge.

"Slower," he said. "Quieter."

"It's been like that all week." Claire set the pastry on the plate with the same careful placement she always used. "People come in later when the cold settles in. It shifts the rhythm of the mornings."

He considered that.

Then he nodded, accepting the explanation, even if something in his expression suggested it hadn't quite been what he meant.

Claire slid the plate toward him. "The usual."

"Thanks."

He didn't pick it up right away. His gaze had drifted toward the window, where a small cluster of fallen leaves had gathered along the base of the curb, rust and gold and pale yellow, settled into the corner where the wind didn't quite reach them.

"Starting to feel like autumn," he said.

Claire followed his gaze.

She had seen those leaves. Yesterday, and the day before that, and probably the day before that as well. She had registered them in passing the way she registered most things, briefly, without stopping. A piece of information, filed and moved past.

Now she looked at them properly.

The colours were warmer than she remembered. The stillness of them, sitting in that corner untouched, had a kind of quiet persistence to it.

"Yeah," she said, her voice coming out a little softer than she intended. "I suppose it is."

He nodded as though this confirmed something he had already half known, then picked up the plate.

Claire turned to the coffee pot.

She was aware, without turning back, that he was still there. Not waiting for anything in particular. Not lingering in a way that required a response. Just in no particular hurry to leave.

When she did turn, he had moved to a table by the window. Not his usual one. A different one, a little closer to the glass.

He settled into the chair with an ease that made the space around him seem to slow. He ate without rushing. Paused between one bite and the next. Looked outside more than once, steadily, as though the street offered something worth attending to.

Claire watched him for a second longer than the moment required.

Then she turned away.

There were things still to be done.

The morning continued as mornings in the bakery continued, in a steady accumulation of small, familiar events. More customers arrived. The room filled and quieted and filled again. Conversation rose and fell in its usual cycles. Nothing arrived that surprised her.

At some point Janine came in from the back, brushing her hands together as she approached the counter.

"Already busy," she said, her tone easy and light.

"It usually is by now," Claire replied.

Janine looked briefly around the room, her gaze settling for a moment on Ethan by the window before returning to Claire. "There's something different about it this morning."

Claire hesitated, just barely. "Different how?"

Janine gave a small shrug. "Quieter, maybe. Like everything's running a half step slower."

Claire gave a nod, though she was not entirely certain whether she agreed or was simply acknowledging the observation.

"Autumn does that," Janine said. "Everything shifts a little when the season changes."

Claire passed her the order. "I suppose it does."

Janine accepted it with a smile and did not press the point further.

The moment moved on.

Ethan finished his coffee in no particular rush.

When he rose from his chair, he carried his plate back to the counter, which was not something everyone did.

"See you later," he said.

"See you."

He paused, his hand resting lightly against the counter's edge. Then, with the same even, unforced manner he brought to most things, he added, "Try not to miss it."

Claire looked at him. A slight furrow formed between her brows. "Miss what?"

He glanced toward the window, then back to her.

"This part of the day," he said. "It's a good one."

There was no instruction in his voice. No expectation of any particular response. It was something offered simply, with no conditions attached, and left exactly where it landed.

Claire nodded. "I won't."

He seemed to take that at face value, even if neither of them was entirely convinced it was true.

Then he left.

The door closed softly.

The room returned to itself.

Claire stood with her hand resting on the counter for a moment, in the spot where his had been.

The light through the window had shifted while she was not watching. It was warmer now, reaching further across the wooden floor, pooling in the corners it had not touched an hour ago. The smell of fresh bread had deepened to something fuller, almost weighted. Outside, the leaves at the curb stirred once in a slow, unhurried movement, then settled again.

She noticed all of it.

Not in passing this time.

She stood there and let herself take it in for a moment. Not long. Just enough.

Then she picked up the cloth and wiped the counter clean.

There was still more to do.

And the day, steady and reliable as ever, moved on without waiting.

Chapter Two 

The Town Slows Down

The mornings changed first.

Not suddenly, and not in a way that drew attention to itself. The shift arrived in Silverbrook the way most seasonal changes do, gradually, without announcement, settling into the ordinary fabric of days until it simply became part of them.

The light came later now.

When Claire turned the key in the bakery door each morning, the street no longer offered that pale, early brightness she had grown used to through the warmer months. The sky took its time lifting. The air sat dim and cool against the buildings, in no hurry to become morning.

She stepped inside in the same order she always did.

Keys down. Lights on. Apron tied.

The routine held.

But the air felt different. Cooler than it had been, even inside. The warmth from the ovens spread more slowly now, taking longer to reach the far corners of the room. The smell of bread still filled the space, the same reliable scent, but it seemed somehow softer, a little less immediate than it had been in the easier warmth of September.

Claire noticed it.

She did not pause because of it.

Flour settled across the counter as she worked. The dough formed beneath her hands in its familiar way, cooperative and steady. The rhythm carried her forward as it always had, one step trailing the last without interruption.

Outside, the street stayed quiet longer than usual.

Inside, she moved through her tasks without being pulled in any particular direction.

By the time the first customer came through the door, the light had only just begun to settle properly against the windows.

"Morning, Claire."

Mrs. Turner stepped in with her coat drawn more tightly around her than it had been the week before, her hand still holding the lapel closed as the door fell shut behind her.

"Morning," Claire said.

Mrs. Turner glanced at the windows, then back at Claire. "It gets a little colder every morning now."

"It does," Claire agreed, already pouring the coffee.

"I had to put the heat on last night," Mrs. Turner said, in the tone of someone marking a small but meaningful threshold. "First time this year."

Claire handed her the cup. "That time of year."

Mrs. Turner gave a faint smile. "It is."

She crossed to her usual table, pausing a moment to look out at the street before lowering herself into the chair. Claire's eyes followed the movement without intention, a brief tracking of someone settling into their familiar place.

Then she turned back to the counter.

The morning unfolded at a slower pace than she was accustomed to. Not empty, just more spread out. Customers came, but with more time between them. Conversations ran just slightly longer, as though no one felt the same pull toward the next obligation they usually seemed to carry.

Claire noticed it in the way people stood at the counter a beat longer before accepting their order. In the way they let their gaze move around the room before stepping back toward the door. In the way chairs, once filled, stayed filled a little longer than usual.

She moved through each exchange the same way she always did.

Orders filled. Change counted. A smile offered and returned.

The pace of her work did not bend to match theirs.

At some point she realised she had already completed everything she would normally be rushing to finish by mid-morning. There was nothing pressing waiting behind the current task. The counter was clean. The display case was full. The oven was doing its quiet, reliable work.

The thought settled on her for a moment.

Then she wiped the counter again, though it did not particularly need it.

The door opened and brought in a small current of cooler air.

Janine stepped inside, brushing her palms together as she crossed the threshold, her breath just barely visible for a second before it disappeared.

"It's properly autumn now," she announced, with the tone of someone who had been waiting to say this.

Claire looked up. "It seems that way."

Janine smiled and swept a glance around the bakery, as though examining something that had been subtly rearranged overnight. "Feels different, doesn't it? The whole place."

Claire hesitated, briefly. "A little."

Janine moved closer to the counter. "The whole town's slowing down. I noticed it on Main Street yesterday. Everything was just... less rushed."

"It usually does around this time of year," Claire said, reaching for a plate.

"Maybe," Janine said, though her tone carried something warmer than simple agreement, as if she found more value in the change than routine alone could account for.

She took her order and then, rather than stepping away immediately, rested her elbow lightly against the counter's edge.

"They've started setting up for the seasonal market near the square," she said. "Have you had a look yet?"

"Not yet."

"They've already put out several of the stalls," Janine continued. "It looks nice this year. More relaxed somehow. Less like they're trying to make it a big event and more like they just want people to come and be there for a while."

Claire nodded. "I'll probably pass by at some point."

"You should," Janine said, and there was nothing insistent in it, only a quiet ease, the way a person mentions something they genuinely liked. "It's the kind of thing that's better if you let yourself take it at its own pace."

"Most things are," Claire said lightly.

Janine studied her for a moment, not with any particular scrutiny, just a friendly looking.

Then she straightened. "I'll let you get back to it."

"See you later."

"See you."

The door closed softly.

The bakery settled around Claire again.

She turned toward the window without quite deciding to.

The light had moved further into the room, softer than it had been at the start of the week. It did not cut across the floor in clean lines the way summer light did. It diffused gently, finding the edges of the tables and the front panel of the counter with a kind of unhurried spread.

Outside, more leaves had gathered at the base of the curb. A loose, quiet accumulation in the places where the wind did not reach.

She noticed them.

Then she turned back.

The bell above the door rang.

Ethan came in.

He paused just inside, the same way he always seemed to, giving the room a moment before committing to it. His attention moved slowly, taking in the windows, the arrangement of tables, and then, briefly, Claire herself.

"Morning," he said.

"Morning."

He came forward, though not directly to the counter. He let his gaze settle on the windows first, then on the tables, then on her.

"It's quieter today," he said.

Claire reached for a cup. "It has been all week."

He nodded as if this confirmed something he had already been thinking.

"Like everything's decided to take its time," he said.

She handed him his coffee. "That's how it usually goes when the season turns."

"Maybe," he said, in the same half-considering tone Janine had used earlier.

He did not move to a table right away. He stood with his hands loosely around the cup, without urgency.

"You've noticed it, though," he said after a moment. "The change."

Claire met his gaze for a second. "The change?"

"Yeah."

She thought about the question with a small, genuine consideration.

"I've noticed," she said. "I just haven't done anything differently because of it."

He smiled, a small, unhurried thing. "That sounds about right."

There was no critique in it. No edge.

Just recognition, offered plainly.

Claire felt something shift, very slightly, in the space between them. Something easy and undemanding that she could not quite name and did not try to.

She looked away first, reaching for the cloth.

"There's no particular reason to change anything," she said.

"Probably not," he replied.

He moved then, crossing to a seat near the window. Not rushing it. Not performing the settling of himself into a chair. Simply choosing a place and staying there.

Claire continued her work.

The bakery held its quiet rhythm. A few customers came and went. Conversations surfaced and receded.

Ethan stayed longer than most.

He drank his coffee slowly, his attention dividing itself between the room and the street outside in an unhurried alternation. At some point Claire noticed that a second cup sat in front of him, largely untouched.

She glanced across. "You haven't touched that."

He looked at the cup, then back at her. "I know."

"Then why order it?"

He tilted his head slightly. "I thought I'd want it."

"And now you don't?"

He shrugged without any particular concern. "I haven't decided yet."

Claire exhaled, a quiet sound that surprised her slightly by being as close to a laugh as it was.

She turned away before it settled into anything more identifiable.

The moment passed.

A little later he stood, carrying the untouched cup back to the counter.

"You can leave it," Claire said.

"I know," he said. "I just didn't want it sitting there."

She took it from him and set it aside.

"See you later?" he asked.

"Probably."

He nodded as if that answer was exactly sufficient.

Then he paused, his gaze shifting toward the window once more.

"It's different out there today," he said, with no particular insistence.

Claire looked, without entirely meaning to.

The street appeared the same as it did every morning.

And yet it did not, quite.

There was more space between the few people walking past. More ease in the pace of them. Something in the air itself felt less pressed than usual, as if the morning had decided it did not need to be anywhere in particular.

"I see it," Claire said.

"Yeah?"

"Yes." She paused. "I just don't know what to make of it."

He smiled, not as a person who has an answer ready, but as someone who finds the question itself entirely reasonable.

"You don't have to make anything of it," he said.

Claire looked at him, her expression quiet and thoughtful.

She nodded, though she was not entirely sure whether she agreed or simply appreciated being told.

He left a moment later.

The door closed.

The room returned to its steady quiet.

Claire stood behind the counter with her hands resting lightly on its surface, not moving toward the next task quite yet.

The room felt different now.

Not because anything visible had changed.

But because she had noticed it more than once that morning, the quiet, the unhurried pace of things, the way the light moved through the room without any particular purpose, and had let herself notice it rather than simply registering it on her way past.

She stood there for a moment longer than she usually would.

Not long enough to feel like a pause that needed explaining.

Just long enough to recognise that she could have stood there a little longer still.

Then she reached for the next thing.

There was still work to be done.

And the day, as steady and reliable on the surface as it had always been, moved on.

Chapter Three

Someone Who Enjoys the Little Things

The difference was not in what Ethan did.

Claire understood that first, before she understood anything else about it.

If someone had asked her to explain, she would have said nothing had changed. He arrived at roughly the same hour each morning. He ordered the same thing. He sat by the window, or sometimes at the smaller table nearer the counter. He stayed longer than most customers did, but he had always done that.

None of it was new.

What had changed was the way she was seeing it.

It began in the spaces between one task and the next.

The bakery had settled into the slower rhythm of the season, the kind of morning that had grown more common as autumn took hold. The room held warmth, but it arrived later now, taking its time to push back against the early chill that still occupied the corners and the low spaces near the floor. The day felt like something still finding its shape.

Claire worked as she always had.

She shaped the dough. Checked the ovens. Straightened the display case, even when it required no straightening.

Her movements did not waver.

But her attention shifted, in a way that was small enough to go unnoticed and persistent enough to stay.

Ethan came in not long after the first customers had passed through and gone.

"Morning," he said.

"Morning."

He paused inside the doorway as he usually did, his gaze moving through the room without urgency. She noticed it more clearly than she had before, not the pause itself, but the quality of it. He was not waiting for anything to begin. He was simply allowing himself to be somewhere before deciding what to do with it.

"You've got something different in the display," he said, nodding toward the far end of the case.

Claire glanced over. "Same as last week."

"Is it?" He stepped forward, leaning slightly to look. "Looks changed."

"It's the light," she said. "It makes everything look different from that angle."

He smiled, unhurried. "I think that's what I noticed."

Claire set a pastry on a plate with the precision of someone who has done the same thing many hundreds of times. "The usual?"

"Yeah."

She handed it across.

This time he took it straight away.

But he did not move off. He stayed where he was, his hand resting loosely against the edge of the counter, in no particular rush to be anywhere else.

"The oven's warmer today," he said.

Claire glanced toward it, then back at him. "I started earlier than usual."

He nodded, as though this accounted for something beyond the straightforwardly practical.

"It changes the feel of the whole place," he said.

Claire looked toward the oven for a moment, taking in the way the warmth had spread further into the room than it had the morning before. She had felt it earlier when she was working. She had simply not applied any particular thought to it.

"It's just the temperature," she said.

"Maybe," he replied.

He did not argue with her. He did not try to reframe the point. He picked up his plate and moved toward the window, leaving the exchange exactly where it had landed.

Claire watched him cross the room for a second.

Then she turned back to her work.

The morning moved on.

A few more customers came and went, their voices kept low, their movements easy. The rhythm of the room held its shape, only softer at its edges than it might have been a month ago.

Claire found herself aware of Ethan's presence even when he was not within her direct line of sight. Not in a way that interrupted anything. More like background awareness, steady and quiet, the way you notice a sound that has always been there once someone points it out.

At one point she realised he had not yet started eating.

He sat with the plate resting in front of him, his attention turned toward the window.

Outside, a man walked past with a scarf wound loosely around his collar, his pace unhurried. A few steps behind him, a child dragged a stick along the edge of the pavement, producing a faint, rhythmic scraping that carried faintly through the glass.

Ethan watched them for a moment.

Then he reached for the pastry and took a bite.

Claire turned away.

She moved to the back to check the next batch, opening the oven door and meeting the heat as it rolled outward. She reached for the tray's edge and stood there for a brief moment, not quite moving.

The warmth felt different when she let herself stay inside it for a second rather than simply passing through it. Fuller somehow. More present.

She closed the oven and stepped back.

When she returned to the front, Ethan was standing at the counter again.

"That's better than yesterday," he said, nodding at the remains of the pastry.

Claire raised an eyebrow. "Better how?"

"It just tastes different."

"It's the same recipe," she said.

"Still," he said, simply.

She shook her head lightly. "You're imagining it."

"Probably," he said, with the same easy acceptance that had by now become characteristic of him.

He made no effort to convince her. He did not need her agreement to maintain the observation. He finished the pastry as if the noticing had been its own complete thing, requiring nothing further from either of them.

Claire wiped the counter. It was already clean.

"You notice a lot of things," she said, before she had quite decided whether to say it.

Ethan looked at her, not surprised. "I suppose I do."

"Why?"

The word came out softer than she had intended.

He gave the question a genuine moment.

"I don't know," he said. "It's just there. Everything's just there."

Claire frowned, very slightly. "Most things are just there."

"Yeah," he said. "But not everyone looks at them."

There was nothing pointed in it. No implication she was meant to receive. It was simply a thing he had noticed about people in general, offered the same way he offered most things, without needing anything done with it.

Claire let it sit.

Then she gave a single, quiet nod, the kind that acknowledges something without requiring it to be named.

Janine came in a little later, bringing a particular lightness with her the way she sometimes did.

"It's lovely out there," she said, setting her bag on a chair. "Cold enough to feel like the season but not uncomfortable."

Claire glanced toward the window. "I haven't been out yet this morning."

"Even just for a minute," Janine said. "It feels worth it."

Claire smiled faintly. "Everyone keeps saying things feel different."

Janine looked briefly between Claire and Ethan, who had returned to his table. "Maybe that's worth paying attention to, then."

Claire did not respond to that. She handed Janine her order and moved back to the counter without comment.

Janine stayed near the window for a moment, not quite ready to leave.

"You can see it from here," she said, looking out at the street. "The way the light sits on everything. Like it's not in a rush."

Claire looked.

The buildings across the road held that muted, softened palette that came with October, their colours less distinct, their edges more gently folded into the air around them. The street was calm. A few people moved along

























































Chapter Four

An Easy Invitation











































































































































































































































Chapter Five

A Moment That Feels Good








































































































































































































































































Chapter Six

The Weight of Being Sensible


















































































































































































































































Chapter Seven 

Lightness That Feels Steady































































































































































































































































Chapter Eight

Letting Herself Enjoy It






























































































































































































































































Chapter Nine

Wondering If Joy Can Last






























































































































































































































Chapter Ten

Choosing Small Pleasures

































































































































































































































































Chapter Eleven

Being Valued in Happiness
























































































































































































































































Chapter Twelve 

Life Feeling Easier









































































































































































Chapter Thirteen

Accepting Joy Fully















































































































































































































































































Chapter Fourteen

Autumn, Shared
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Chapter Fifteen

A Happiness That Stays









































































































































































































































































Epilogue 

Still Smiling
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