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PRAISE FOR THE BOOKS OF 
#1 INTERNATIONAL 
BESTSELLING AUTHOR
KERK MURRAY





Since the Day We Fell



“As a dog lover, I appreciated the way he brought a rescue dog into the larger narrative. It added an extra layer of depth and heart to the story.”— Reader Review



“Hadley Cove feels like a character in itself. It’s a place that feels both real and magical and one that I never want to leave.”— Reader Review



“I couldn’t put this book down! The characters are so real and relatable. I can’t wait for the next one.” — Reader Review



“Kerk has a gift for capturing the nuances of human emotion. I found myself stopping to highlight several passages.”— Reader Review



“I’ve been a fan of Kerk’s work since Pawprints On Our Hearts, and Since the Day We Fell did not disappoint.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Danced


“Murray’s writing is simply gorgeous.”— The Book Commentary



“This story was heartfelt, hopeful, and so incredibly endearing.”— Reader Review



“An emotional rollercoaster that will make you fall in love with love all over again.” — Reader Review



“A heartwarming story with unforgettable characters who feel like old friends.”— Reader Review



“A beautiful escapist Nicholas Sparks type romance.”— Reader Review



Pawprints On Our Hearts


“Animal lovers will feel connected to Murray’s almost spiritual awakening and admire his devotion to following his heart, even in the face of tremendous sacrifice. This touching memoir overflows with intense emotion.”— Booklife by Publishers Weekly



“A deeply moving memoir... one of the best books that capture the connection between human beings and dogs... Pawprints on Our Hearts inspires a love for animals while exploring the painful edges of the human heart in need of love and healing.”— The Book Commentary



“A powerful and emotional story.”  — Alyson Sheldrake, Bestselling author of “Kat the Dog"



“This book will touch your soul and make you question your beliefs about love for humanity and animals. The author’s raw and honest depiction of human struggles and the undying bond with a dog will leave you in tears and fits of laughter.”— Reader Review



“I never leave reviews but I had to after reading this sweet book. This book was so good. Had me laughing and crying.”— Reader Review











  
  


BEFORE YOU BEGIN…
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You’re invited to join my private Facebook Reader Group, where you’ll make new book friends, meet other animal lovers, and be the first to know about new releases, book clubs, and special deals.




Join here :



Kerk Murray’s private 
Facebook Reader Group





















  
  
STORY PLAYLIST
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Listen to it on your favorite music streaming platform.
Download it by clicking here.

Lisa’s listens:





	“Fight Song” — Rachel Platten


	 “Brave” — Sara Bareilles 


	 “Unwritten” — Natasha Bedingfield


	 “Cruel Summer (Live from TS The Eras Tour)” — Taylor Swift


	 “The Bones” — Maren Morris


	 “We Danced Anyway” — Deana Carter


	 “Fall in Love” — Alli Leighann


	 “Too Late to Change My Mind” — Blair Lindsey


	 “The Alchemy” — Taylor Swift


	 “You’re Still the One” — Shania Twain






Noah’s listens:



	 “Boulevard of Broken Dreams” — Green Day 


	 “It’s Time” — Imagine Dragons


	 “Yellow” — Vitamin String Quartet


	 “This is Me” — Keala Settle & The Greatest Showman Ensemble


	 “Fall into Me” — Emerson Drive


	 “Over You” — Daughtry


	 “You and Me” — Lifehouse


	“Thinking Out Loud” — Ed Sheeran


	“Where It’s At” — Dustin Lynch


	“Forever After All” — Luke Combs













  
  































To the women who have been told they’re too much or not enough. May you have the courage to be you


—this one’s for you.













  
  


DEAR READER,

As I sit here, I find myself overwhelmed with gratitude for the immense support and love you’ve shown me since the release of  Since the Day We Danced. Your heartwarming messages and kind words have been a constant source of motivation that I’ll cherish forever.

The anticipation leading up to the release of Since the Day We Fell has been a beautiful journey in itself. With each passing day, I’ve grown more excited to share this next installment of the Hadley Cove Sweet Romance series with you.

In this story, you’ll meet Lisa and Noah, two individuals who have faced their share of heartbreak and challenges. As they navigate the path to healing and love, I hope their experiences will serve as a gentle reminder that our past does not define our future. Even in our darkest moments—if we can hold on—there are better days ahead. 

As you turn these pages, my wish is that you’ll find yourself filled with a renewed belief in the goodness of others and the courage to embrace all of life’s precious moments. May this story remind you of the strength that lies within, the power of love to heal even the deepest of wounds, and the endless possibilities that await us when we open our hearts to the unexpected.

Thank you for being a part of this incredible journey and for joining me in creating a more compassionate world for all living beings, one heartwarming story at a time. 

Don’t forget to check out the extras I’ve included at the front and end of the book, created with you in mind.

With love,
Kerk











  
  




















“There is never a time or place for true love. 


It happens accidentally, in a heartbeat, 


in a single flashing, throbbing moment.” 





—Sarah Dessen, The Truth About Forever
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Lisa
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May

Was coming back here a mistake? 

The salty sea breeze tousled Lisa Miller’s long blonde hair as she strolled around the exterior of the weather-beaten Sandy Shores Inn. The once vibrant, sky-blue paint of the bed-and-breakfast had dulled over seasons of sun and storms, and a loose shutter clapped against the siding whenever a gust of wind rolled off the ocean. Lisa shielded her eyes from the bright afternoon light reflecting off the calm waters as the briny aroma of low tide filled her nostrils. 

She scanned each corner, making mental notes of the necessary repairs, her fingertips grazing a cracked window frame, feeling the splinters dig into her fingers. A bittersweet smile played on her lips as memories of her childhood in Hadley Cove flooded her mind—stringing shells into wind chimes, chasing fireflies along the shoreline, and stargazing around beach bonfires under the clear Georgia night sky.

Stepping inside, worn floorboards groaned as she moved from room to room. Most of the place, though still functional, was aged with water stains rippling across the ceiling, floral wallpaper peeling at the edges, and the faint musty smell of the salt and damp rising from threadbare moldy carpet. She swallowed hard, calculating mounting losses from the rooms she could no longer rent out. This place had seen better days.

Lisa hesitated, hand pausing on the tarnished brass doorknob, before she exhaled and pushed the door open to her mom’s room.

The sachet-sweet scent of dried lavender and wisps of old books greeted her as she entered. It had been untouched for nearly a month... since the day of her mom’s fatal aneurysm, leaving Lisa with an inn that was more a burden than a gift. She closed her eyes and breathed in the memories, savoring the faint presence of the woman who meant everything to her.

Her eyes traced over the antique furnishings—the floral-carved oak headboard worn smooth, the filigree of the vanity with water marks marring its surface, and a frayed Persian rug. She caressed bits of her mom’s life until at last she pushed aside the yellowed, lace curtain, which revealed below an unsteady shelf.

Her attention shifted to a pile of toppled paperbacks, and she tucked her hair behind one ear, then bent down and picked up a tattered copy of The Song of Achilles. As she opened it to one of the dog-eared pages, her eyes drifted to a line her mom had highlighted. 

And perhaps it is the greater grief, after all, to be left on earth when another is gone. 

Pausing, Lisa absorbed the weight of those words. After a moment of contemplation, she gently closed the book and set it down before making her way to the open closet door.

Wedged behind some shoeboxes, she uncovered her dad’s old camera. As she grasped the casing, she could almost catch a whiff of the Cherry Cavendish tobacco he would puff while he showed her how to frame the perfect seaside shot.

“The magic is in how you look at the world. Every picture tells a story, Lisey...” his gruff voice rumbled through her memory as she recalled peering through the viewfinder while snuggled into the bristles of his beard. Her mom would lounge nearby on a striped beach blanket, smiling at her two favorite photographers bent on capturing the windswept dunes.

A tear slid down her heated cheek as she turned the camera over slowly in her hands, wishing it had captured more than photos of the past. 

“Mom, how am I gonna do this?” Lisa’s wavering voice faded into the brisk patter of paws and jingle of a collar as Daisy bounded in with a wagging tail and playful bark. The chocolate lab’s eyes sparkled as she dropped a tennis ball at Lisa’s feet, looking up expectantly. 

Lisa managed a small smile. “Alright, Daisy.” She stooped down to pick up the slobbery ball. “Just one throw, okay?”

She placed the camera on the desk, and then tossed the ball down the hallway.

Watching Daisy dart after it, ears flopping wildly, Lisa envied how the dog found joy in the simplest of things. Despite her own troubles, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of comfort wash over her at the sight. Daisy had been her mom’s rescue dog, and now she was Lisa’s. In a way, they both were trying to figure out their new lives without the woman they loved. 

When Daisy returned, panting, with the ball in her mouth, Lisa gave her a good scratch behind the ears. “We’re gonna get through this together, girl.”

With Daisy following at her heels, Lisa made her way to the small office at the back of the inn. She paused at the door, steeling herself before walking inside and closing it behind her, Daisy in tow. 

The room, illuminated only by the buttery glow of a small banker’s lamp, displayed piles of paperwork strewn across the oak desk like fallen leaves. Lisa sat down and began sorting through the crinkled documents. Daisy settled by her feet, content to be at her side.

As Lisa examined the amount due on an invoice, her brows knitted together. She fished for another paper from the cluttered piles—and another, breath quickening as she rifled through them until they blurred. Numbers and overdue stamps melded into a wet watercolor of past due payments, years of unpaid invoices and deferred maintenance, loans stacked on top of loans.

A choked gasp caught in her chest as she unearthed a note from her mom, dated just a week before her passing. The bank had given her until the end of the year to pay off the $150,000 debt—December 31st to be exact—or they would foreclose. 

Lisa’s fingers trembled, and the pages rustled freely from her grasp, floating to the floor in exchange for an icy shiver that ran up her spine.

It was worse than she had imagined. Swallowing the lump in her throat, she closed her eyes, shutting out the rest of the world.

Why had her mom allowed things to get this bad without asking for help?

Daisy pressed her warm body against Lisa’s leg, a whine rising, seeming to understand the emotions coursing through her. 

However deep her disappointment with her mom for leaving her like this, the anger flickered out quickly and sadness flooded in to replace it. She sat with eyes closed for a moment and settled in the emotion, breathing in the scent of paper and memories. A few minutes passed, when the distant puttering of a boat’s engine filled the room as she opened her eyes. 

Lisa blinked back tears, her gaze landing on a photo tucked into the corner of the desk, the image taking her back to that carefree summer day—two women with windblown hair on the beach, arms wrapped around each other, walking down memory lane.

She imagined her mom’s green eyes and the whimsical undertone in her voice. “Lisey, remember the summer you opened that ‘seaside spa’ in the toolshed?”

“Oh, man, I forgot about that. I was what, nine?” Lisa had said.

“I think so. Those handmade flyers were adorable.”

“And poor old Ada Harrison stumbled out of there one morning covered head-to-toe in one of your ‘rejuvenating skin scrubs.’”

“I can’t believe she let me try it on her.”

Her mom had chuckled and linked her arm with Lisa’s. “Me either. But she’s always loved you. Thank goodness the seaweed, grape jelly, and sand wasn’t too hard to wash off.”

A comfortable silence settled as Lisa pictured her mom grinning and nodding along. They had been so close once, before her dad’s passing and before the struggles of maintaining the inn alone had slowly drained the joy from her mom’s spirit.

Five years gone. And now, so was her mom.

After her dad’s death, her mom had retreated into herself. Lisa knew, even then, that her dad’s absence had left an emptiness in her mom that no amount of therapy could fix.

Despite her own grief, while holding a full-time job, Lisa had taken over the bills, scheduled repairs, and helped with some of the daily cleaning tasks.

A year later, Lisa had passed the responsibilities back to her mom, thinking she was mentally in a good place. However, now she wondered if she should’ve kept a closer eye. She pictured the aging inn kneeling into decline alongside its caretaker.

A soft kiss from Daisy on her hand pulled Lisa back to the present, and she gave the dog a frown. 

What’s done is done. 

Now, at forty-two, she’d have to learn to begin again.

Her doubts gnawed at her like the termites in the old wooden beams that supported the once vibrant inn. 

Bracing herself to the daunting task, she looked around the room, envisioning it in its former glory. 

She had to find a way to pay off the $150,000 debt.

Lisa sighed and leaned back in her chair as her mind conjured images of the months ahead: sleepless nights spent trying to balance the books, days filled with endless repairs and maintenance, and the constant weight of debt threatening to drown her.

“Am I really up for this?” she asked, looking down at Daisy.

Maybe I should just sell the place, pay off the debts, and move on.

Her heart ached as she looked around the room. It was far from perfect, but this inn had been in her family for generations—it had been a beloved home and livelihood for her mom and grandparents before her. She couldn’t let it go under now.

Daisy nestled her head in Lisa’s lap, big brown eyes gazing up. Leaning in, Lisa gently traced circular motions on the crown of Daisy’s head with her fingers.

“It’s up to me now, girl,” Lisa said. “I have to try, even if I fail. For Mom, Dad—for us.”

She had her work cut out for her, but she would give it everything she had. Her mom’s memory, her family legacy—it was all on the line. And, in her heart, she knew she wasn’t ready to let go. It was all she had left of them both. It held her childhood, her heart. It would be worth the battle to keep it.

Picking up the stack of bills once more, Lisa sorted through them methodically. The first step was untangling this financial mess. She made three neat stacks—bank loans in the first, credit card statements in the middle, and maintenance and repair invoices on the far side. Within each row, she ordered the bills from highest total amount overdue to lowest. 

The bank loan row was an imposing sight—the home equity line of credit opened for renovations dwarfed the other statements with its exorbitant balance and flashing “FINAL NOTICE” stamps.

The credit card row wasn’t much better, a redundant trail of maxed limits and compounding interest charges. Even the modest row of repair bills like the replacing salt-damaged windows and the new water heater installation felt overwhelming in light of the other debts. Those simple maintenance invoices now carried “COLLECTION PROCEEDINGS INITIATED” stamps.

A knot formed in Lisa’s throat as she stared down the stacks. Almost every single bill was emblazoned with different variations of past due notices and veiled collections threats. 

How in the world was she going to raise $150,000? And by the end of the year?

Lisa steadied herself, pushing down the rising panic as she looked at the stack of bank loan statements. “Alright, one invoice at a time.”

She had some difficult phone calls to make.

A soft, warm breeze drifted through the open window, tousling her long blonde hair. The aroma of sea oats mingled with subtle notes of potpourri, steering her musings toward the vast ocean just beyond the inn’s doorstep—a reminder of her small place in this grand world.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Lisa paused, turning her attention to the office door.

“Lisa? You in there?”

Her breath caught at the sound of that voice. 

Could it really be...
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Noah
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“Where are you, Noah? It’s been two days, and nobody’s heard from you.” Samantha Wilkins’ voice boomed through the car speakers. 

Noah Jacobs tightened his grip around the steering wheel of his black Mercedes. “I’m sorry. I had to get away for a bit,” he said, glancing at the sign ahead. 

Welcome to Hadley Cove.

Noah caught his weary expression in the rearview mirror—his eyes were underscored by dark circles from the long night’s drive from New York.

“And you couldn’t have told me first?” his agent’s voice rang out. “I’ve been fielding calls trying to track you down. You can’t just disappear before a major signing.”

Noah winced, a knot tightening in his stomach as he pulled into an empty parking spot near the beach. The Bluetooth symbol flashed on the dash. “I’m sorry. You’re right, I should’ve said something. It was a spur-of-the-moment decision.” He caught sight of the rolling waves beyond the sand dunes. “Look, I need to go.”

Samantha huffed, the sound crackling like radio static. “Fine. Don’t pull this again. Your publisher is ready to drop you, considering how long this next manuscript is taking. Speaking of, any progress?”

“Not yet. I’m still stuck on the last few chapters.” Noah rubbed his forehead, staring out at the ocean waves. “But that’s why I’m here—need a change of scenery to get the creative juices flowing again.” 

“Well, you better find that inspiration quick. The deadline was a month ago. 

Noah swallowed hard. “I know, I know. I really need to go. I’ll check in soon, okay?” He hung up before she could respond. 

Her words lingered even after the call ended.

The deadline was a month ago.

He let his head fall back against the cool pleather of the seat and closed his eyes. After a few deep breaths, he opened them, slipped on a pair of sunglasses and a hat, grabbed his notebook, and stepped out of his car.

Standing at the edge of Hadley Cove, the ocean stretched ahead of him, its vastness mirroring the possibilities that lay within the pages of his unfinished book. He sensed the coastal town’s heartbeat, hoping it would offer him an escape from the suffocating pressures of his life back in New York City. With his recent broken engagement, along with the constant glare of the limelight, it had become unbearable. The squawking of pelicans and crashing of waves soothed his frazzled nerves.

For the first time in years, he was living one day at a time. He didn’t even know where he was going to stay. No set plans. No rigid calendar dictating each hour.

He could finally breathe.

Noah continued to walk along the beach, the wind rustling through the gangly palm fronds, carrying the scent of salt and seaweed. Sand crunched beneath his shoes as he searched for the inspiration that had once come so easily to him, seagulls wheeling overhead, their cries echoing through the air like a chorus of restless muses.

There’s got to be something here that’ll get my story moving again.

As he strolled past beach cottages and sleepy storefronts, images of his first book topping the bestseller list and then the premiere of the blockbuster film adaptation played like a reel before his eyes.

A wistful smile tugged at his lips. Those were the days, huh?

It felt like a lifetime ago.

Since then, he hadn’t been able to recapture that same creative spark. Every attempt at a second novel had ended with crumpled papers and broken pens in the trash can. 

Noah halted in his tracks, gazing to where the ocean met the horizon. He once had been so sure of himself as a writer—confident that the next great story was just waiting to be told. Now, he second-guessed each sentence, scrutinized every paragraph, and couldn’t meld his ideas together into something more cohesive.

Was he destined to fade into obscurity as another one-hit wonder?

Shoving his hands in his pockets, he turned and headed up the beach, a gust of wind whipping past him, carrying the distant laughter of children playing near the shoreline. He smiled, remembering how his daughter used to love building sandcastles on days like this. It was a bittersweet memory that left a certain aching in his heart yet was too precious to lock away.

With purposeful strides, Noah pressed forward, leaving behind the yesterdays that could never be again. 

Soon, on his left, the rustic glow of a quaint building caught his eye as sunbeams gleamed off its windows. Upon nearing, he paused, admiring the seashell wind-chimes swaying on the front porch. Above them hung a hand painted sign written in bubbly cursive:

Sandy Shores Inn. 

Breathing deeply, Noah could almost taste the buttery biscuits and freshly squeezed orange juice he imagined the bed-and-breakfast might serve. The simple charm of the inn stood in contrast to the sleek, modern high-rise he called home back in the city. Here, life seemed to move at a different pace, one that invited him to slow down and savor the moment.

Somewhere ahead, a tantalizing aroma wafted through the air, snatching him back from his musings, and Noah’s stomach growled, reminding him he hadn’t eaten since the early morning drive down I-95. Further down the beach, he spotted a small red food truck and decided to grab a quick bite.

As he stepped off the sand and onto the boardwalk, snippets of conversations blended into a soundscape around him—teenagers sporting sunburnt shoulders debating what life would be like after graduation, a freckle-faced girl’s pleas fading behind them for strawberry ice cream at the Snack Shack as she trailed behind a teen who appeared to be her older sister. Laughter and shrieks tumbled forth from a crowded table outside The Point, where people played makeshift bocce ball.

As Noah passed the open door of the Breezy Bliss Boutique, the white-haired shopkeeper handed a straw sunhat to a woman, offering her a dimpled smile, before glancing up and meeting Noah’s eyes. He returned the smile, and before he knew it, he had arrived at the end of the boardwalk.

“Hey there,” a burly voice called out from inside the red food truck. “What can I get ya today?”

Noah studied the menu’s colorful illustrations and handwritten fonts for a moment. “I’ll take some fries and a cherry slushie, please.”

“Coming right up!” The vendor shot Noah a friendly smile, then prepared the order.

While he waited, the sounds of sizzling oil and the clatter of utensils complemented the ocean breeze brushing across his skin, and he lifted his chin, inhaling, letting the fresh salt air fill his lungs.

“So, I haven’t seen you around before. You new here?” the vendor asked, breaking him from his reverie.

Noah pulled his hat down a little further. “Just passing through.”

“We don’t get too many strangers around here,” the vendor remarked, pouring a river of crimson syrup over crushed ice. “But Hadley Cove grows on ya. Tight-knit community.”

Noah nodded politely.

“Seems like you’ve got something on your mind,” the burly man said, handing over the steaming paper tray of fries and the icy ruby-red drink with a knowing smile. 

A bemused half-smile played across his lips as he gripped the dripping cherry slushie in one hand. “Something like that.”

“Well, this place has a way of drawing answers out of people—even ones they don’t know they are looking for. Enjoy your stay.”

The man’s curious statement hung in the air, giving Noah pause. “Thanks,” he said, struck by the vendor’s cryptic words. Wandering away, the heat of the paper tray bit into his palm.

Noah settled down on a spot by the water where he could sit on the sand and watch the waves roll in. He bent down carefully, his left knee twinging—a lingering remnant from the tackle that ended his high school football career. Even now, at forty-three, that old injury could still bark up on him if he wasn’t cautious. Grimacing, Noah eased himself into the warm sand, stretching his legs out in front of him.

He squeezed a zigzag of ketchup over the hot, crispy fries, then popped one in his mouth. After a couple quick chews, he took a long sip of the frosty slushie, the combination of salty and sweet making his tastebuds sing. 

A sense of peace washed over him as he gazed out at the water, mulling over the notion that this town may hold more than he’d expected.

This was what he needed. 

Noah set his cherry slushie and the fry tray down carefully in the sand beside him, pulled out his well-worn notebook, put in his earbuds, and turned on his favorite writing playlist. The sounds of a cello and string quartet filled his world. He picked up his pen and tapped it on the blank page, willing the words to come. 

Noah had always preferred writing longhand, feeling more connected to the emerging story. His publisher disparaged his old-fashioned methods, but he was unwilling to sacrifice that vital link between hand, pen, and imagination—at least for his first draft. He knew eventually he’d have to transcribe his handwritten scribble into a digital format to meet the demands of his agent and the contemporary publishing landscape.

Noah pushed those stressful thoughts aside, focusing on the rhythm of the music. He was here to rediscover his love of writing on his own terms. 

With a focused breath, he put pen to paper.

“Only a few more chapters,” he told himself. 

For an hour, he wrote, and the tension uncoiled from his shoulders as the world he had created came alive around him. The words flowed more easily here, as if the coastal air and gentle lapping of the waves loosened something inside him. His prose took on a different quality, more introspective and grounded than the fast-paced, plot-driven style he had become known for.

When the music faded, Noah had filled several pages, but the right ending still hadn’t arrived. He set his notebook down and stared at the disjointed scenes sprawled across the cream pages. All those promising threads, and yet no way to tie them together.

I need a break.

Noah reached for the fries and savored the salty-sweet tang as he bit into one dipped in ketchup. His gaze drifted out to the crashing surf, where seagulls strutted the tideline, squabbling over tidbits left in the foam. He removed his hat and faced the breeze head-on, letting it rake through his hair. 

He pictured himself in this small beach town, living life in the slow lane. Mornings spent sipping black coffee on a creaking porch swing with an endless ocean in his view. Lazy days filled with beachcombing and swinging in a hammock underneath towering palm trees. Evenings spent wandering barefoot on the damp sand as the setting sun dazzled the sea and sky in shades of bronze and purple. 

Maybe... just maybe, this is where I was meant to be.

The thought seemed idyllic compared to his world where he was recognized everywhere—not only for his book but mostly because of the fame of his ex-fiancé.

As the tide slowly erased the lines in the sand, Noah let out a long sigh. Picking up his pen once again, snippets of narrative and dialogue flashed through his mind. 

“You can stare at the ocean all you want, but you can’t run away from your past,” his protagonist’s wife shouted across a moonlit beach. “Come home when you find what you’re looking for out there.”

The words rolled around Noah’s thoughts as he jotted them down quickly in his notebook before they slipped away. 

But is that how he wanted the story to end?

He paused for a moment, chewing the top of his pen.

Should the protagonist find meaning in his new life? Or realize he’ll never escape his past?
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