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“I do not mean that I am already as God wants me to be. I have not yet reached that goal, but I continue trying to reach it and to make it mine. Christ wants me to do that, which is the reason he made me his.”

—Philippians 3:12, New Century Version

“You make a living by what you get, but a life by what you give.”

—Pennsylvania Dutch Saying
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Chapter 1



“I’m pregnant,” Lilly Allen’s mother announced at breakfast. Calm as could be—just as if she was asking for someone to pass the bacon.

Lilly almost choked on her juice as she stared at her mother in shock. “What?”

“You heard me. I’m pregnant,” she said again, her voice overly bright. “The doctor said I’m four months along. By Valentine’s Day, we’re going to have a wonderful new addition to the family.”

Ty, all of ten, grinned. “Now I won’t be the youngest anymore!”

Their mother laughed. “You sure won’t. Now you’ll be a big brother. I’m really going to be depending on your help, too.” She looked at all of them. “I’m going to need all of your help.”

“We already have a crib, don’t we?” Ty chirped. “The one we bought for Lilly?”


Her mother’s smile faltered. “Yes.”

As Ty continued to chatter, Lilly felt her world flip on its side. Her mother was four months along? It was the beginning of September, which meant she got pregnant in May.

Right after Lilly had miscarried.

Waves of nausea coursed through her. Warily, Lilly looked her dad’s way. He was eating his bowl of corn-flakes like he didn’t have a care in the world. As Ty kept chattering, she glared at him. “You knew about this, didn’t you?”

Slowly, her father set his spoon down. “Of course,” he said.

Her older brother Charlie scowled. “How come you two waited so long to tell us?”

With a helpless—almost sheepish look—their mom shrugged. “At first I just thought I had the flu. Then, well, I put two and two together.”

For the first time in what felt like forever, Lilly stared at her mom. And as she did, she started seeing all the changes that should have been obvious. Her mother’s cheeks were fuller, and her usually neatly tucked-in T-shirt was gone. Instead she wore an oversized button-down loosely over a pair of knit slacks.

She should have noticed the signs. After all, she’d been in that same condition just a few months earlier.

Beside her, Charlie was frowning. “I’m glad I won’t be here to deal with it.” Tossing his napkin on the table, he turned to Lilly. “You should have applied to college. Now you’re going to have to take care of it.”


“The baby,” their father corrected.

“Whatever,” Charlie retorted.

As their dad chastised Charlie, Lilly zoned them out. Her brother was right. She was going to be expected to help. It was inevitable.

She couldn’t imagine a worse chore. The last thing she wanted was to be around a baby. It still hurt to see a baby in the grocery store. And even on TV.

Now she was expected to be excited about living with one?

Abruptly, she stood up. “I’ve got to go to work.”

“Right now?” Her dad looked at his watch. “You’ve got over an hour before you have to be at the Sugarcreek Inn.”

“I told Mrs. Kent I’d come in early,” she lied. “I’m, um, already late.”

“I think you’re being awfully rude, Lilly,” her father chided. “This is a wonderful event. It’s something to celebrate.”

Struggling to hold herself together, Lilly bit the inside of her cheek. Anything to keep all the feelings from bursting out. “It’s not my fault I have to work.”

Face pale, her mother stood up, too. “Please don’t leave. I think we should talk about this. Lilly—”

“There’s nothing to talk about.”

“Of course there is. I know you’re still upset about—”

“Don’t,” Lilly interrupted, the pain inside making her voice hard, clipped. “Don’t mention that. Ever.”

“But—”


“Let her go, Barb,” her dad said quietly.

Before her mother decided to have some kind of creepy heart-to-heart, Lilly set her plate in the sink, picked up her purse and keys from the kitchen counter, and raced out of the house.

Two minutes later, she was pulling onto the quiet state road that led to Sugarcreek. She hardly looked around her. The surrounding leaves, just beginning to change to gold and bronze, meant nothing. The cooler, crisp air with the hint of pine and apples failed to penetrate her awareness. Only pain surged through her as her eyes welled with tears and began to fall.

When her vision blurred, she pulled into an empty storefront’s parking area and collected her thoughts. How could her parents be expecting a baby…just months after she’d miscarried?

And they’d looked so happy, too. How could they be happy? Her mother was forty-five years old! Charlie was twenty-one. Nobody had a baby when they had a twenty-one-year-old.

Except her parents.

Putting the car in park, she covered her face with her hands and breathed in and out slowly. She had to get a hold of herself. There was no way she could function if she didn’t.

A knock on her window startled her. “You okay?” the Amish man said, looking curiously through the glass at her.

Lilly nearly jumped out of her skin when she saw who it was. Robert Miller.


Robert, who came to the Sugarcreek Inn on a regular basis and always sat at the same table. Who hadn’t said more than a handful of words to her the first five times he came to the restaurant.

Who knew she’d had a miscarriage and had asked if she was all right.

Who had volunteered to help look for her brother during a horrible storm this past April.

And there he was, standing outside her door, as if he wandered around Sugarcreek and looked in car windows all the time.

As his blue eyes continued to examine her, she nodded. Perhaps then he would go away.

She wasn’t that lucky.

He stood there, strong and still—waiting for her to roll the window down.

She did one better and got out of the car. Though she knew her tears had blurred her mascara—most likely making her eyes look like a raccoon’s—she looked at him directly and smiled. “Hi, Robert.”

“Are you all right? You’ve been sitting in here cryin’ for a good ten minutes.”

“Has it been that long?” she murmured, not actually expecting an answer. There was no way she was going to tell him about the latest development in her crazy, mixed-up life. She hardly knew him.

Lilly decided to ask a question of her own instead. “Why are you here?”

His face didn’t even crack a smile. “You answer my question first. Pulling over and crying is not good.”


“I know. I’m just upset about something.”

“Well, I can see that.” He stepped closer. For a moment, she thought he was going to reach out and touch her arm. But he didn’t. Instead, he folded his arms across his chest, mimicking her, and murmured, “Sometimes talking helps.”

“Talking won’t help this problem.”

“You sure?”

“Positive. It’s something to do with my family.” Alarm entered his eyes. “Is someone sick?”

Lilly remembered hearing that Robert Miller had lost his wife to cancer a few years back. “No, everyone’s healthy.” She tried to smile. “It’s just something to do with me, really. And I’ll get over it. Now, why are you here in the parking lot?”

“This is my shop.”

He was looking at her curiously, thought Lilly. With a hint of disappointment?

“I thought you knew that.”

The plain wooden building was decorated by only a beautifully carved sign. Miller Carpentry, read Lilly, and then she shook her head. “Honestly, I’ve never noticed it before,” she said. And besides, Miller was a common name in Sugarcreek; it was common anywhere, actually. She wouldn’t have had any reason to guess it belonged to him. “It looks nice.”

“Danke. My cousin Abe helped me start this business three years ago, in honor of my twenty-first birthday.”

So he was twenty-four. She’d just turned nineteen—only five years separated them.


She’d thought he was older.

For a split second their eyes met. Again.

But this time it wasn’t concern and alarm that filled his gaze. No, it was interest. Awareness.

Unbidden, a flash of hope hugged her tight. Knowing this was the road to disappointment, Lilly squashed the feeling down. “I, um, need to get to work. I’m sorry I bothered you.”

“You didn’t.”

She just pulled open her car door and got back inside, not daring to reply. If he thought she was being rude, then that was just fine.

Anything would be better than Robert guessing the truth—that, for a brief moment, she’d been tempted to reach out to him for a hug, with the hope that he’d never let her go.

 

“Caleb Graber, you must stop being so lazy and fulfill your duties,” his father said. “Now that Timothy is married and you are sixteen, you need to do your part.” Looking around the barn, his father glowered. “Why haven’t you mucked out the stalls and watered the horses yet? It’s already eight in the morning.”

“I don’t know.”

“That’s no answer.”

Caleb knew it wasn’t. But he also knew he couldn’t tell the truth. The truth was that the six pack of beer he’d drunk the night before with Jeremy was making his stomach sour, and the last thing in the world he wanted to do was rake up horse manure. Reaching for the rake, he muttered, “I’ll do it.”


Under the straw brim of his hat, his father’s eyes looked him over. “Gut,” he said, then turned away.

As soon as he was alone, Caleb let go of the rake and leaned against the barn; closed his eyes against his pounding head. Wished he was anywhere else.

He hated his life. “Still sitting around, doing nothing?” his sister Judith chirped.

He opened one eye. “Yeah.”

“It won’t help, you know,” she murmured.

“What do you mean?”

Moving the basket of eggs to her left hand, she scowled at him. “I mean, that no matter how much you wish you didn’t have to do things, it doesn’t make responsibilities go away.”

Judith Graber, the font of wisdom. “Can I wish you’d leave?”

Instead of turning away in a huff, she eyed him with disdain. “What’s wrong, Caleb? Too much partying with your crazy English friends last night?”

“Shut up.”

“You better get over that soon and grow up. We need you around here, you know. With Joshua busy at the store and Tim now farming Clara’s land and ours, Daed has to depend on you.”

“It’s not fair that I have to do everyone else’s chores just because they found something better to do.”

Pure amusement lit her face. “Found something better? Well, that’s one way of puttin’ things, I guess. Caleb, Joshua, and Tim got married.”


He hated it when she made him feel like the dumbest person in the room. With a sigh, he turned away from her, filled a bucket with fresh water, and poured it into Jim’s stall.

The horse perked up its ears and came to him for a pet. Caleb complied, rubbing the horse around his ears in the way Jim had always loved.

“You don’t have a choice about your future, you know,” Judith murmured. “Daed expects you to take over the farm since Joshua is in charge of the store. You might as well accept it.”

Turning from the horse, Caleb angrily eyed his sister. “What if I don’t want to?”

“Don’t want to what? What are you talking about?”

“I’m just saying that maybe I don’t want to work in fields and barns for the rest of my life. Maybe I don’t even want to work in the store.”

“What else is there?” Pure confusion emanated from her. Judith really had no idea how he felt.

“A lot.”

“Not that I can see.”

That was the problem with his family. They loved being Amish. They loved their way of life. They never contemplated anything else. Never longed for decent work, or meeting other people, or living other places.

Slowly, he said, “There’s a lot other things outside of Sugarcreek. One day, I aim to see it all.”

Just a bit of her superiority slipped. “Caleb, what are you saying?” she whispered.

For a moment, he was tempted to tell his sister everything. To share his dreams of escaping Sugarcreek and the endless rules that caged him in.

But he didn’t dare. Judith would tell his parents. “Nothing. Leave me alone so I can get this done. And tell Anson to come out here and give me a hand.”

“All right,” she said quietly. “But I hope you know what you’re doing.”

He didn’t. But that was okay. Anything was better than doing what was expected of him…than staying.

All he had to do was wait just a little longer.

Then he could leave. Yes, just as soon as he was able…he was going to get out of Sugarcreek for good.








Chapter 2



“You’re here bright and early,” Gretta said when Lilly walked into the kitchen of the Sugarcreek Inn.

Lilly shrugged as she put her jacket and purse in the storage area. “I thought I’d try and get some things done before work.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, you know. Filling salt shakers. Wiping down tables.”

Gretta nodded solemnly. “Yes, those are important tasks, to be sure.”

“Oh, stop.” Chuckling, Lilly said, “Actually, I couldn’t wait to get out of the house today. My parents were driving me crazy.”

Her friend grinned. “I hope not too crazy.”

“Just enough.” Not eager to discuss anything more about what was going on in her house, Lilly looked around the kitchen. “What can I help you with?”


Gretta lifted two pitchers. “These need to be filled. Also, Miriam made several dozen cookies last night. Could you refill the trays in the bakery case?”

“Sure.” Without another word, Lilly set to work. As she made tea and prepared the drinks, she observed Gretta kneading bread at the wooden butcher block table. Gretta’s sleeves were rolled up, but, as usual, she worked as efficiently as ever. Her cornflower blue dress looked neat and spotless. So did her apron.

But even more apparent was the sense of peace that seemed to surround her. Gretta was expecting her first baby around Thanksgiving. Lilly couldn’t help but contrast her excitement for Gretta’s pregnancy with the feeling of betrayal and sadness she felt for her mother’s.

But really, what was the difference?

Lilly knew she wasn’t making any sense. Actually, she had a feeling all her happiness about Gretta’s baby might vanish when she saw Gretta holding her newborn.

Jealousy and despair might cloak her again and plunge her into depression.

After a time, Gretta’s hands stilled. “Lilly, is anything wrong?” She looked at the front of her dress. “Am I covered in flour and I didn’t know it?”

Lilly laughed. “Not at all. Sorry I was staring. I was just thinking you looked pretty.”

Gretta blushed as she waved off Lilly’s words. “I’m as big as a field horse.”

“Not quite that big,” Lilly teased.

Gretta smiled too, then turned serious. “Lilly, truly, if you ever want to talk, just let me know. I am your friend.”

“That’s sweet of you. But really, I’m fine,” she answered as the front door chimed. “Who could that be? We don’t open for another hour.”

“Not everyone cares about our signs, you know. They just look for the lights on.”

“I’ll go,” Lilly said as she turned around and pushed through the swinging door into the dining room, already saying, “I’m sorry, but we’re not open.”

“That’s okay. I don’t want anything to eat. The only reason I’m here is to see you,” Cassidy Leonard said.

Lilly stopped in her tracks. “Cassidy?” she murmured, stunned. “I can’t believe you’re here. I never expected to see you again.”

“Obviously,” she said, in a voice thick with sarcasm.

“You might as well have moved to Tibet or something. You never come back to Strongsville to visit. You just couldn’t fit it into your busy schedule?”

Lilly supposed she deserved that. She and Cassidy had been friends since grade school. Though they hadn’t been quite as close her last year in high school, Lilly knew much of the reason was because of lack of time. They had both had busy schedules and boyfriends.

And then, of course, she’d become pregnant and started keeping secrets.

It had become easier to drift away from Cassidy and the rest of her friends than continue to lie. Which was why Cassidy hadn’t known that Lilly had become pregnant, planned to give the baby up for adoption, miscarried, and was now floundering in her life.

No, all Cassidy knew was that Lilly Allen had moved less than three hours away and never looked back.

But still…Lilly couldn’t believe one of her friends from Strongsville had come to Sugarcreek. After staring at her in shock, she ran over and hugged her tight.

Thankfully, Cassidy’s arms wrapped around her, too. “Finally! I thought we were going to just stand here like frenemies for ages.”

“I’m sorry. I’m just having a hard time adjusting to the fact that you’re standing across from me in Sugarcreek, of all places. What are you doing here?”

“I missed you,” she said simply. “When you never wrote me back, I decided to come and see for myself why.” Still holding Lilly’s arms, Cassidy looked her over.

“Hmm. So far, you look pretty good.”

“Not as good as you.” Just as Lilly remembered, Cassidy was the picture of preppy perfection. Her brown hair was neatly combed and secured in a head-band. Her light brown eyes were skillfully outlined and highlighted with subtle makeup. And her casual button-down and tailored jeans looked like something out of a J. Crew catalog. “How come you aren’t in school?”

“Today’s a holiday. Labor Day, you know.” Cassidy looked at her curiously. “Don’t you have the day off, too? Where are you going to college?”

“I decided to wait a while to go.”

“What? But all you ever used to talk about was becoming an English professor.”

“That dream came and went,” she lied. Realizing that they were standing awkwardly near the door, she said, “Hey, want to sit down?”

“Sure. Any place?”

“Any place you want.” As soon as Cassidy took a chair, Lilly moved to the coffee bar. “Would you like something to drink?”

“I just wanted to see you. Lilly, what’s wrong with you? You’re acting so nervous.”

“Nothing. I’m just not used to having guests here,” she replied, thinking that the lies were coming easier and easier. “My boss is pretty strict.”

“Maybe we should do this later. When do you get off?”

“Not for eight hours.”

“Oh. I can’t stay that long. Can’t you take some time off now?”

“Not really.”

“Oh.”

The tension rising between them was becoming incredibly uncomfortable. “You should have called.”

“Your number’s unlisted and you’re never online. Besides, I have a feeling you probably wouldn’t have even called me back.”

Lilly winced, though she knew that it was a fair assessment. She had been avoiding her friends. “How did you even know I was here?”

“Megan’s little sister is still friends with Ty. He told her you were working here. She told me.”

Megan had been part of their circle of friends. And was yet another person she’d pushed away. Still not sure what to do with herself, Lilly said, “Let me go get us something to eat.” She scurried back into the kitchen before Cassidy could say anything.

Gretta’s hands stilled when Lilly flew into the kitchen. “Who is that girl?”


“A friend of mine from Cleveland.”

“Oh, wonderbaar!”

“Yes, it is.” Without hardly looking, Lilly pulled open the door to the walk-in fridge and chose the closest pie. A dutch apple. She sliced two pieces and set them on plates.

“I’m going to sit for a minute with her, then I’ll be back.”

“Take your time. We’re gut until others get here.” Cassidy grinned when Lilly set down the plates. “Yum. What kind of restaurant is this?”

“Amish.”

“Ah.” Instead of launching into the usual questions about the Amish, Cassidy played with her pie, cutting off a small portion and pushing it to one side. “You know…Alec still misses you.”

Alec. Even hearing his name sometimes caused her hands to shake. “I doubt that,” she said slowly. Their last conversation had been pretty final.

“He told me he thought about you all the time when I saw him two days ago. Actually, he couldn’t believe it when I told him I hadn’t spoken a single word to you since you left.” Looking vaguely accusing, Cassidy murmured, “And I couldn’t believe it when he told me that you two had kept in touch.”

“We only spoke a few times.” When she told him she was keeping the baby. And then when she’d told him that she’d miscarried.

“But I thought you had broken up weeks before you left?”

Lilly’s hands were shaking so much now, she kept them clasped tightly in her lap. This was why she hadn’t ever called Cassidy. She had too many secrets—and she still wasn’t much of a liar. “It’s complicated.”

“How complicated?”

“Well…you know…”

As self-assured as always, Cassidy risked challenging her friend. “No. I don’t. What are you talking about? What exactly happened between you two?”

“I can’t really talk about it.” Though her stomach was in knots, Lilly picked up her fork and made herself eat a too-big bite of pie.

Something flickered in Cassidy’s eyes. Remorse? Disappointment? “I see.”

No, she didn’t. But Lilly’s nerves felt so taut, she was sure if she said another word, she’d tell Cassidy everything. And then Cassidy would tell all their friends in Strongsville.

And then she’d really never be able to go back again.

 

“You do good work, Robert.”

“Danke.” Robert looked over at his cousin Abe, who’d stopped by the shop under the pretense of examining his latest pair of kitchen chairs. Robert knew there was another reason he’d stopped by. He was out for information.

Dipping his rag in the oil, he let the cloth soak up a good amount, then carefully ran it over a chest of drawers he’d just finished the day before. His customers were due by that afternoon to pick it up, and he wanted the piece looking its best.

Abe watched him for a moment. “It’s been too long since you’ve stopped by the house. Weeks.”


“I’ve been busy. You know that.”

“Not too busy for family? Come over soon, why don’tcha? You could meet us for supper. Mary would like that.”

“I’ll do that soon.” Not too soon, he added silently to himself. Lately Robert had gotten tired of Abe’s constant questioning about his business.

“Tonight, perhaps?”

“Not tonight.” Robert rested on his heels as Abe became more visibly agitated. “But I do appreciate your askin’.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Maybe another week.”

Abe looked him over, chewed on his bottom lip for a bit, then shifted. “You know, I was asked to stop by and visit with you. By your father.”

“There’s no need for that. If my daed needs to speak with me, he can come himself.”

“He told me that the last time he stopped by, you hardly had time for him. Or your mother.”

Robert remembered that visit well. His parents had shown up after suppertime one evening, and had been full of unwanted advice.

“You shouldn’t be working this late, Robert,” his daed had chided. “There’s a time for work and a time for rest, jah?”

He’d had no need to go home. There had been nothing there except memories. “I’ll leave soon.”

“Why don’t you leave now?” his mother suggested.

“We’ll help you clean up.”

There had been something in their voices that had grated on him terribly. He was a grown man. He’d not only taken care of his wife, but he’d cared for her as she passed in front of him from this earth. His business was making a profit. He neither needed their assistance nor their advice.

“Nee,” he’d said with a bit too much force. “I’m not ready to leave.”

“Robert. We came all this way to get you.”

“And we have someone we’d like you to meet…”

As he’d turned to his mother, the piece of paper he’d been holding fell to the floor. “What?”

After glancing his father’s way, she’d continued. “We invited Edith over for dessert.”

“Edith Beachy?”

“Jah.” His mom stepped forward. Took his hand.

“She’s anxious to meet you. She’s a widow, you know.”

“Do you actually think I want to meet a woman?” He pulled his hand away from her grip. “Do you actually imagine I will ever want to meet another woman?”

His father stepped forward, and to Robert’s amazement, he put a reassuring arm around his mother’s shoulders. Comforting her. “Robert, you will mind your tone.”

He’d been so angry, Robert had barely been able to look at them. “Nee. This is my place of work. This is my life. I don’t need your interference.”

“You are being disrespectful.”

“I am being honest.” Inside of him, words rushed forth, begging to be uttered. For once, he gave in. “Grace was my life—” Tears choked his voice, then he repeated himself. “Grace was my life and now she’s gone. Now there is nothing else.”


“Robert!”

He turned his back to his parents. Unwilling to see his mother’s stricken expression. Unwilling to see his father’s disapproval. “I have much to do. I’d appreciate it if you would leave.”

For a moment, they’d stood there. Even though his back was still turned, he could imagine their look of disappointment. They slowly, deliberately, turned and left.

Since then, they had only the most mundane of conversations when they’d see each other at church. It was obvious they were still nursing hurt feelings over the way he’d treated them.

But what they didn’t understand was that he, too, still hadn’t forgotten.

Abe waved a hand in front of his face. “Robert? What should I tell your daed?”

“Nothing. There’s nothing to tell.”

“I think differently. People are concerned about ya. Robert, it’s been a fair amount of time since Grace passed. Three years.”

“I know.” He never forgot how long she’d been gone.

“You need a wife. If not Edith Beachy, then some other woman.”

“My parents spoke to you about her?”

Abe only looked slightly shamefaced. “They’re only thinking of what’s best for you. Robert, you’ve got a nice home and good business. It’s time to think about getting a new partner.”

Abe talked like it was as easy as going to an auction for a new horse.

The idea of being set up with a dozen different women from their community turned his stomach. He just wasn’t ready.

“I appreciate your concerns.” Robert set his rag down and faced his cousin. “Abe, I am grateful for your time, I am. And I am grateful for Mary’s invitation. But I’m not in any hurry to start visiting folks’ homes for suppers. Not yet.”

“Grace…she’s not coming back.”

Abe’s words hit him like a blow to the chest. “I realize that. Now I’ve got to get back to work.” Smiling weakly, he added, “It won’t get done by itself, you know.”

“Robert—”

“Leave me be. Please. Just tell Mary and my father you tried, cousin.”

Abe stood frozen in his spot. “But one day? Will you ever be able to move on?”

“Perhaps.”

“Perhaps?” Hope entered his voice. “Sehr gut! Is there anyone special?”

“Nee.” Although, as soon as he disclaimed it, a sudden vision of a blond woman with curly hair flashed into his head.

After Abe left, Robert sat down and stretched out his hands. They’d been clenched in an effort to control his emotions.

Yes, he was finding it difficult to be around friends and family and talk about life like he had nothing more on his mind than the recent weather report.

But, fact was, he had a great many things on his mind…the least of which was his disturbing attraction to an Englischer. To Lilly Allen.


She was as unsuitable for him as Grace had been perfect. Of course, Grace had been everything proper and good. She made him happy and centered. They’d believed in the exact same things and seemed to bring out the best in each other.

Lilly, on the other hand, was too young. She was too beautiful, with her curly blond hair and chocolate-colored eyes. She’d had a relationship out of wedlock and had even had the misfortune to become pregnant.

And then, of course, she’d lost the baby.

So why could he not look away from her? She drew him to her like a shining star in the dead of night. He’d found himself thinking of her when he fell asleep.

And sometimes, while working in the silence of his workshop, he’d found himself imagining her by his side. Speaking to him. Looking at him like he interested her—more than as just a customer in her restaurant.

Even the thought of that was shocking. But what could he do to stop it? So far, he’d tried staying away from her.

Even tried to concentrate on her unsuitability. But nothing worked.

The only blessing was that she obviously didn’t think of him at all.

He couldn’t help but remember how terribly surprised she looked when he’d checked on her in the car that morning. She’d never even noticed his shop before. To her, he was just another man eating at the inn. An Amish man.

She probably had a fair amount of men eyeing her, wishing that she’d smile their way.

It embarrassed him that, at the moment, he yearned for a smile, too.
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