
Chapter One

			Present day, September 2016

			“Are you sure you want to do this?” I see the fear rounding Kristina’s eyes as we sit in the waiting room of the Farrow Neurological Institute of Malibu. It’s about the millionth time she has asked. I understand she’s concerned, but I’m certain this is what I want to do, what I need to do in order to live again.

			I’m tired of my days dragging on like I’m wading through cement. I’m tired of looking forward to going to sleep and dreading waking up in the morning. That’s not living. That’s rotting from the inside out, and for years, I tried everything to help my depression. Therapy. Anti-depressants. Yoga. Mediating in my backyard that overlooks the Pacific Ocean. They say, “This too shall pass,” but I’m starting to wonder if all my pain, heartbreak, and grief has stacked and compounded into a boulder too heavy to move out of the way.

			“I’m sure,” I say. “I know you’re worried about me, but I’ve thought about this for months, and ever since I got the results of the investigation, it’s sealed the deal.”

			“Marlie, I know that was very hard to process. I can’t even imagine what you must be going through, but are you really sure this is the right approach?”

			Kristina is more than an assistant to me. She’s been with me for five years, and even though she’s thirty and young enough to be my daughter, she’s one of my dear friends. We talk about everything. I’ve been there for her when she went through a horrible breakup, she was there for me during the last horrendous year and a half, and she was there to catch my fall when I found out about the private investigation. She told me once that she considers me to be her California mom, and I know that her constantly asking if I’m sure about this is just her way of looking out for me as if we were family.

			And honestly, right now, she’s the closest family member that I have.

			“I’ve tried everything,” I say. “I’m so tired of feeling this way. I don’t think I have much to lose at this point.”

			“Marlie, that’s not true,” she says, resting a comforting hand on my wrist. “What about your comeback? Helen keeps texting me about the Hello, Dolly! script. That could be so amazing for you. Don’t you think being back on stage will help?”

			“It didn’t help before. Why would it be any different now?” Growing up with nothing made it easier to sacrifice everything. The illusion that money bought happiness was stitched into me, and I grew up chasing everything I never had. I kept running until I saw my name spelled out on the Times Square marquees, until scripts landed in my hands like snowflakes, until I had enough money to buy beautiful Upper West Side row houses and a Malibu house planted on top of a hill overlooking the ocean, and until I became one of the seven women to achieve EGOT status. I really thought that finally winning an Emmy and joining the likes of Helen Hayes, Rita Moreno, and Audrey Hepburn would fill in the missing piece I’d been searching years for to feel complete.

			But I’ve learned the hard way that money and success didn’t glue my broken pieces back together like I thought it would, and it didn’t bring my loved ones back. It only provided an illusion of happiness to those looking from the outside, but it didn’t heal my shattered heart rotting from the inside out.

			“Ms. Rose? We’re ready for you,” a woman in baby blue scrubs says in the entryway.

			I turn to Kristina. Her brown curls fall to her shoulder, her face sun-kissed after spending Labor Day weekend in Palm Springs. However, a frown still finds its way onto her lips. I offer her an encouraging smile and rest my hand on her shoulder. “I’m going to be okay, I promise.”

			She thins her lips and nods. Doubt still rounds her dark brown eyes. “Okay, I’ll be here when you get out.”

			I follow the nurse into a small examination room. She hands me a thick packet of paper that I’ve seen before. In a big, bold font, the title reads, “The Guide to Neurological Reimaging.” As someone who has spent the last forty-four years reading scripts, I’m highly skilled at memorizing packets of text. I’ve read it front to back multiple times and followed the steps outlined before starting the procedure. I know that there could be up to eight sessions over the course of four weeks. I know based on my research that neurological reimaging is an experimental procedure for those battling with severe depression, PTSD, trauma, grief, heartbreak, and certain addictions.

			It works by erasing unwanted memories.

			Dr. Pierson greets me with a firm handshake in the examination room and sits in the chair opposite me. “Well, today is the day, Ms. Rose. How are you feeling?” He gives me a friendly smile, encouraging.

			“Nervous, anxious, but ready to get started,” I release with bated breath.

			He nods and pulls out his clipboard. “Have you followed the steps outlined in the packet? Have you removed anything that holds a strong emotional connection? Or at least, packed it away?”

			“I have, and I gave it to my assistant so the boxes aren’t even in the house.”

			“Good, good. And you know that during this four-week procedure, we strongly advise you not to travel, especially to any places that hold sentiment, grief, or trauma.”

			“I don’t have any travel plans in the next four weeks. That won’t be a problem.”

			He nods, glances at his clipboard, and then back up at me. “I assume you’ve read the entire packet, correct?”

			“I have. Multiple times,” I say with the smallest laugh. “I think I have an understanding of how it all works.”

			He smiles. “That’s good to hear. Eighty-eight percent of our patients have maintained targeted memory loss for two years and counting.”

			“What about the other twelve percent?”

			“The other twelve percent did have some memories come back, but we found that was because they came across an item or went to a place that held significance in their lives. Memories are represented by a collection of neurons spread throughout the brain, meaning certain details are located in different parts of your brain. The easiest way to explain is to think of each memory as a forest. There are a number of trees, each one holds a specific detail of a memory. Our technology is going to bulldoze the trees, but some have larger root systems than others. Some details will tangle into other memories. That’s why it’s extremely important to get as detailed as possible so we can see how deep these memories run in your brain, and why it’s critical to avoid anything or place that holds significance. Exposure increases the chance of you stumbling on a root of a memory and spawning it again. The further into the sessions you get, the more the risk of getting them back decreases.”

			“I understand.”

			The thought of getting in-depth about the nitty-gritty details of my life to a group of five strangers causes discomfort to prick down my spine. Being open about all facets of my life is something I’m not used to, something I’ve been able to dodge during interviews for over forty years now. I have to trust a practical stranger with it, but his warm smile goes a long way toward putting me at ease. I know it’s something I have to get over if I want to shed the awful memories.

			“While you recall a specific memory, you might come across details that confuse you. We erased the memory, but there might be roots that travel into another one. Many times, this happens when someone recalls a conversation. And we’ve noticed that the stronger or more emotional the memory, the more painful the headache can get. That’s why we schedule a few days between sessions, but it’s nothing ibuprofen can’t fix. I’ve seen patients struggle with headaches and confusion throughout the course of treatment, but just like art, we need to trust the process. It will all come to fruition after the final session.”

			“I think I can handle the confusion, and I’m sure the headaches are nowhere near as painful as everything else I feel.”

			“Now, I know recalling some details might feel like too much information, too personal, too embarrassing, but my team and I are not here to judge your life. We’re here to help, to relieve you from the pain you’re feeling.”

			He explains what happens during a session: I’ll wear what’s called a dTMD helmet, short for a deep transcranial magnetic device, made of electromagnets. Because neurons live all over the brain, the helmet will locate and trace the neurons that hold a specific memory. Dr. Pierson and his team will use computers to record the neural activity. Then, after about thirty to forty minutes, the computers and helmet will work together to create low frequency light pulses that will destroy the neurons, weakening their connections.

			Who am I kidding? None of it really makes sense to me. I’m a Broadway performer, not a neuroscientist. But I pretend like I know everything Dr. Pierson is saying by nodding along. I shouldn’t, but I trust people who have dedicated their lives to researching and implementing this procedure. I trust the hundreds of patients who are now living the lives they hoped to have.

			“Do you have any questions before we begin?” Dr. Pierson asks.

			“I don’t.”

			“If at any moment, you want to stop, we can. Nothing will happen until you give me your consent.”

			“I understand. Thank you.” Honestly, the more he speaks in scientific terms, the more nervous I’m becoming. I can feel adrenaline, anxiety, and nerves congeal in my veins. I have a feeling they’ll go away once I get through the first session.

			He gives me a professional smile. “If you don’t have questions, you can follow me into the examination room.”

			I walk down a hallway that feels never-ending. “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” pops into my head. My pulse twitches in my neck, and pain yanks in my stomach. It’s a song that once brought me comfort, a song my mother used to sing to me, a song I sang in my head to calm my nerves before performances or anytime I felt panic snake around me.

			It becomes an ear worm while walking down the hallway. But after finally getting the answers about my mother that I’ve been asking for most of my life, I’m eager to erase the heartbreak that taints my once favorite song.

			Inside the examination room, four other people in white coats sit at a long table with five computer screens and a few machines I don’t recognize. Across from them is a padded examination chair reclined at an angle. Behind it is a machine with a helmet on the end. Dr. Pierson gestures for me to sit. Once I do, one of his team members with “Dr. Wilson” stitched in navy embroidery places the helmet over my head.

			“There’s a lever on the side of the chair so you can adjust it to your liking,” she says with a smile. Like Dr. Pierson, her smile seems friendly and nurturing. “Make yourself as comfortable as you can. The more comfortable you are, the more you can focus on recall.”

			“Thank you, Dr. Wilson.”

			Her smile grows into a more bashful one. “I just want to say that I absolutely love ‘Sincerely, Yours,’” she says, lowering her voice as if she knows she shouldn’t bring up any topic other than erasing memories. “It’s one of my favorite movies.”

			She looks like she’s in her early forties, which means she was most likely a child when the movie came out in 1980. Movie critics and enthusiasts claim it’s one of the most iconic movies of the eighties, so I assume that she watched it once she was old enough for a PG-13.

			“Oh, I’m so glad to hear that. Thank you so much.”

			I see excitement glimmer in her eyes as she flashes one last smile before situating herself at the table.

			“Are you comfortable, Ms. Rose?” Dr. Pierson asks from the table.

			“I’m as comfortable as I can be.”

			I want a drink to calm the nerves aching in my stomach and to dilute the feelings bubbling to the surface, but I know there’s a ninety-nine percent chance that Dr. Pierson doesn’t have a secret bar in the building.

			“Great. I’m going to dim the lights. As I’m sure Dr. Wilson explained, we want you to be as calm and comfortable as possible.” The fluorescent lights turn off, and another doctor turns on soft lights next to the computers. It’s much more relaxing than the bright and irritating fluorescents. I feel my body sinking into the surprisingly comfortable chair.

			“What I’m going to have you do is start back from the earliest memory you can think of,” Dr. Pierson continues. “Think all the way back to your childhood and try to search for that very first memory and then walk us through it. You’ll recite your entire life story. We want every memory, every detail, and every feeling. The more details we get, the better we can target the neurons. I’ll let you know when it’s a good time to stop, and I’ll ask if you would like to keep everything you just recalled, keep parts, or delete it all. We will also delete the memory of you recalling and asking to delete it. Just remember, once you delete, it will be erased. You’ll hear clicking sounds through the earplugs we’ll give you and feel a knocking, tapping, or tingling sensation on your head. There might be some scalp discomfort that lingers afterward, most likely with a mild to moderate headache, but again, it’s nothing pain medication can’t fix.”

			“And what will replace the memory?”

			“Nothing. We don’t remember everything. It will feel like you can’t pinpoint the beginning of someone or something in your timeline. You might be a little confused at first when you come face-to-face with something that’s part of an erased memory. For example, if we erase your childhood home and you revisit it—of course, after the procedure is fully completed—the home might seem familiar, but your brain will cover up that hole and process it as something dreamlike or déjà vu.”

			This is all starting to feel very weird. My stomach ache intensifies, as if I ate something it didn’t agree with.

			“Any last questions, Ms. Rose?”

			I’m so eager and focused on getting started, I feel a bit detached from reality, even more so than I’ve been for the last year and a half. I have to be in order to mentally prepare for the procedure. I need to let go of the memories I want gone before discarding them. “I don’t have any. I’m ready.”

			“Close your eyes. Take as much time as you need to relax and sift through your memories. When you have found the very first one, start from there, and please try not to leave any details out.”

			I close my eyes and take in a deep breath until I feel the air reach the bottom of my lungs. I slowly exhale through my mouth, a technique I’ve been practicing with my therapist for the last several years. I sing “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” one last time as I almost see my life rewinding like an old VHS tape until the closest thing that feels like a childhood home to me fills my mind.

			I’m around four years old, which means it’s 1958. I can’t help but smile because I might not have known all the things I didn’t have back then, but I had my parents surrounding me. I didn’t know how poor we were. I didn’t know about my mother’s alcoholism. I didn’t know about my father’s dangerous job as a longshoreman at the Brooklyn docks. I didn’t know we lived in the projects until the private investigator’s folder filled in all the blanks that my memories couldn’t.

			What I do know is that it was one of the happiest times of my life, though the memories are frayed and thin like a beloved and overused T-shirt. It was a simple time for me, one filled with the greatest amount of pure love I’ve ever encountered in my sixty-two years on Earth.

			It’s time to let go of the hurt that has polluted my favorite song.

			




Chapter Ten

			“Um.” I didn’t mean for my utter shock to slip out as an audible noise, but apparently, it did because Elle shot me her furrowed brows, as if questioning if I’d meant to be rude. Just what other noise did she expect with a surprise baby in her arms?

			Like the performer I was, I got into character and pretended like I was enthralled with meeting Elle’s secret baby. “Hi, Nathan,” I said, using the high-pitched voice that all women used when talking to a human under the age of two.

			“Hi,” Nathan cooed.

			I’d never been around babies or toddlers and hadn’t expected a full word to come out of his mouth.

			“Marlie,” Elle said flatly, and when I looked, she gave me a stern eye, as if she didn’t believe the act. “Come in. We should talk.”

			We absolutely needed to talk.

			Her apartment was small and cluttered with wooden building blocks scattered like autumn leaves, Fisher-Price trucks and trains, and a Cookie Monster stuffed animal on top of the coffee table. As if seeing a toddler in her arms wasn’t enough, seeing her apartment fully engulfed in toys sped up the realization that Eleanor Olson was a mother.

			The Whitby apartment we’d once shared together had been downgraded to an even smaller place. She had a front row view of a graffiti-covered building across the alley outside the living room window. I took stock of how everything had changed for her since I’d left, and I couldn’t help but feel all the responsibility stacking on my shoulders about how little she’d had to work with while I’d gained even more.

			“Do you want anything to drink? I have water, cranberry juice, Fresca—” She held up a can, and my taste buds revolted against the grapefruit flavor. Grapefruit is the devil in fruit form.

			I raised my hand. “Anything but grapefruit. I’ve sworn it off for the rest of my existence, but thank you. I’m okay for now.”

			She opened the Fresca with one hand and came back to the couch. She took a seat on the sofa, swapped her Fresca can with Cookie Monster, and handed him to Nathan, who put the top of his head in his mouth.

			Elle raked her gaze down my body before flitting back up. It lit my body up, as if she had run her fingertips all over me. “You look really great.”

			“Tell that to Glenn. He monitored my fish and chips intake while I was in London.”

			“So you’re off your grapefruit diet?”

			I sat in the lounge chair across from the couch. “Yes, I told Glenn if he forces me to eat another grapefruit, I will regurgitate it on his nicely polished shoes.”

			Elle let out a little laugh. “Charming, Marlie.”

			I shrugged. “It’s the truth. But now Glenn is all about SlimFast and this Beverly Hills Diet.”

			“Well, Glenn can shove it somewhere.”

			“I told him the same thing before inhaling a glorious basket of fish and chips.”

			She smiled and bounced Nathan. He must have already developed the sense of stranger danger by how his eye contact on me was unwavering.

			“So,” Elle said and nodded at Nathan “I have a pretty big life update.”

			“You had a baby.”

			She met my eyes and gave me a soft smile, one that looked grateful at the same time it told me how she was nervous to talk about it. I wondered if the apprehension was the reason the smile didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I did.”

			“How?”

			Elle’s face pulled back. I didn’t blame her. I had so many questions spiraling in my head that I snatched one flying around like dollar bills in a money booth. By her reaction, it was apparent I didn’t hide my confusion well. I really wish I had because I think back to that night often, and every time I recount it, pain ripples through my stomach. I was young: a twenty-eight-year-old who came of age with Eleanor Olson inflating her chest with each passing minute we had spent together. I had longed to kiss her and to have my body wrapped up in her arms. Now, she was a mother, and I was nowhere near wanting to have children. I didn’t want to be a mother. I didn’t want to sacrifice my time and my dreams to take care of a human being greater than myself.

			“How?” Elle said, seeming just as surprised as me that it was the first question I asked. “Do I need to tell you the story about the birds and the bees?”

			“No, I know how babies are made. I just…I wasn’t expecting this. Who’s the father? Don’t tell me it’s Robert from Howard Johnson’s.”

			She let out a quick hollow laugh. “No, Nathan’s father isn’t in the picture, as you can see. But it’s okay because we don’t need him, right, baby?” She planted a kiss on his cheek.

			“How old is he?”

			“He’s two and a half.”

			I did the math in my head. Nathan was born in January of 1980, meaning she’d had a thing with a mysterious asshole in the spring of 1979 while I was playing Roxie Hart in London.

			I imagined myself clocking some faceless guy in the groin.

			“Do you want to hold him?”

			I said yes only because I didn’t have it in me to tell her no.

			Babies were as foreign to me as aliens. I didn’t know how to hold one or what to do with them. I held him awkwardly with my hands under his armpits. I had never held a baby before, and it was like he knew because he gave me the same skeptical look I’m sure I gave him. He faced Elle and let out a loud cry. I extended him to her, and she scooped him up, bounced him, and he simmered down.

			“He hates me,” I said.

			“That’s because it’s his bedtime. I’m going to put him down, and I’ll be back out shortly. Does that sound okay?”

			“Sure. Take your time.”

			I needed all the time I could get to process the fact that Elle had a baby. I needed the time to take in how much of my leaving New York had affected her. I had no idea what had happened, but she shouldn’t have been living in an outdated apartment barely big enough for herself, let alone herself and a toddler. I wanted to help her. Clearly, I was the reason she was living in the East Village where rent was significantly cheaper.

			She came back out twenty minutes later, and I still had so much to sift through in my head. She took a seat back on the couch and forced a smile.

			“So how’s everything with you?”

			She let out a long exhale, and I could feel how tired she was from across the living room. “Good. I’m still working at the high school.”

			“Who watches Nathan when you’re at work?”

			“I have a teacher friend who is kind enough to help me out. She had her daughter around the same time I had Nathan, and she’s a housewife now and offered to watch him while I work. I don’t know what I’d do without Lauren. Obviously, I can’t afford to work part time, and childcare—”

			“Is expensive,” I said.

			“Yes. Also, really judgmental too. The looks I got when I toured a few places and they found out I was a single parent…” She shook her head and looked at Cookie Monster lying next to her. “I think I almost understand it now. How hard it was for my mom. Being a single mother. Having people look at me differently. I think I finally understand how all that judgment got to her.”

			A handful of solutions swept through my mind. “Can I help?”

			She looked at me with furrowed brows. “What? No, Marlie—”

			“Please?”

			“It’s not your responsibility to take care of me.”

			“I know, but I want to be there for you. I can make sure you two don’t struggle. Don’t you want that? Not having to worry about money? I can get you a proper nanny. I can help you move to a better spot in the city. I can help you with rent, or you’re more than welcome to stay with me. I have two extra rooms. You and Nathan can have your own—”

			Elle frowned. “You’re really offering to pay my rent?”

			“Yes, of course. I have plenty of space for the two of you.”

			“I don’t need space to make me happy, and I don’t think having a toddler in your house is going to make you happy. You made it very clear that you didn’t want children.”

			While I don’t remember having a conversation with her about having kids, she wasn’t necessarily wrong. Back then, I was too selfish in pursuing my dreams to think about anything outside my career. At twenty-eight, I had no intention of being a mother.

			However, I loved Elle, and it made my heart break to see her struggling through life again…with a toddler. Why sit back and do nothing when I was afforded with resources to help her and Nathan?

			I could see the worry sparkling in her eyes as she started to empathize with her mother, and given the last conversation I remember having with her about her mother right before we’d moved to Manhattan, it must have taken a lot of worry, anxiety, and sleepless nights to get her to that point of empathy. I didn’t want her to struggle like her mother had, I didn’t want Nathan to struggle like Elle or me, and the only way for me to change that was to help, and I was more than happy to do it.

			“I can help alleviate the financial burden of being a single mother. Please consider it. You’re not going to be as much of a burden as you’re probably thinking you are.”

			“Marlie, I’m sorry, but it’s been years. We went from sending each other an occasional letter to hardly any communication at all, and suddenly, you turn up in New York again asking me and my son to move in with you?”

			When she painted it like that, yes, it sounded like a wild plan, but my heart thought differently. “I know it sounds a bit wild,” I said.

			“Why do you care so much?”

			Her question hit me right in the chest. I thought it should have been obvious why I cared. Whatever had happened between us, it hadn’t changed how I felt about her. I loved her, and even then, I knew that a part of me would always love her, and because of that, I felt an eternal responsibility to take care of her.

			“I’ll always care about you, Elle,” I said, though telling her that I loved her thrummed erratically against my chest. “I don’t want you to ever have to worry. Haven’t we spent too many years worrying?”

			Three weeks later, Elle decided to move into my second floor. I was surprised that she chose my place instead of having her own, but I couldn’t help but wonder if she had also been incredibly lonely. Of course, I didn’t mind the company, either. I hired the best nanny in the city to watch Nathan while Elle and I both worked.

			In the beginning, we danced awkwardly around each other, trying to stay out of one another’s way. I didn’t want to ruin her routine with Nathan just as much as I’m sure she didn’t want to ruin mine. I was gone for most of the day, and at night, I stayed in my bedroom. We always checked in on each other’s days, sharing snippets of information, and somehow, with each passing day, those little moments slowly stitched the gap in our timeline back together.

			The first time I actually held Nathan was after a dress rehearsal for Cats. I’d come home to hear him screaming upstairs. I crept up the stairs and poked my head into his room to find Elle bouncing a blubbering Nathan in his bedroom. He was such a well-behaved kid that I hadn’t truly understood the terrible twos until I came home that night. There was a soft glow coming from the lamp on the nightstand, but I was still able to catch the gloss in Elle’s eyes. She looked absolutely defeated and exhausted, as if she had been trying to get him to stop crying for hours.

			“Is everything okay?” I asked.

			She shook her head. “Yes and no. It’s all because I told him he couldn’t eat a cookie. He’s tired, but he just won’t settle down. Been doing this for about forty minutes.”

			“Let me take him. You look tired too.”

			She frowned, probably shocked that I’d offered since I’d made it pretty obvious that babies scared me. “What? No, it’s okay. You just got home.”

			“It’s fine. Let me at least try. Help give you a little break.”

			She cautiously handed me Nathan, who cried even harder in my arms. I regretted the offer as his temper tantrum intensified, and he tried wiggling out of my grip. She stood close to me, almost as if checking to make sure I was holding him right and wouldn’t drop him.

			“We’ll be fine,” I said.

			“Are you sure?”

			He screamed, “No,” into my ear. His bright red face contorted into a horrified frown. Toddlers weren’t cute at all when they screamed and scrunched their faces like that.

			“Yes, I’m sure. Go take a bath. Go relax.”

			She faltered. “Okay. I’ll be out in twenty.”

			“Just take as long as you need.”

			Once I heard the bath running, I shut his bedroom door and placed him on the floor. He toppled to the ground in a fit and cried into the carpet.

			“Nathan, hon, what’s wrong?”

			He continued to cry. Two minutes in and I didn’t know how Elle could deal with forty-plus minutes of this. I took a deep breath and exhaled out my stress and exhaustion from the day. I had no idea what I was doing with him. I tried handing him his Cookie Monster, but he chucked him across the room. I tried rubbing his back. I tried talking to him in that high-pitched baby voice. Nothing.

			So I started singing “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” softly. It was the song that had comforted me the most throughout my life. I can’t remember why, but all I knew was that when I heard it, it filtered peace through my body like a soft, briny breeze. By the second verse, his screaming hushed to sloppy blubbers. I scooted over to him and rubbed his back while I sang the rest of the song.

			“You like that song?” I asked once he quieted down. I kissed his temple. He smelled like baby soap. “I do too. It’s a good song, isn’t it? Do you want to hear it again? How about we lie in your bed, okay?”

			He nodded before standing and blubbering to his bed. I helped tuck him in, and once he settled into his spot, I ran a hand through his wispy blond hair and sang the song again, watching as his eyes slowly closed.

			He was out by the time Elle emerged from the bath a half hour later. She looked extra soft and gentle wrapped in her silk robe, her damp, curly hair falling to her shoulders, the smell of lavender wafting from her. When she noticed Nathan passed out, her eyes widened as if she had witnessed a miracle right in front of her.

			“He’s out?”

			I gave a single nod, afraid too much movement would cause him to wake up and scream all over again. “He’s out.”

			“How?”

			“I just sang to him.”

			She gave me a soft smile as she walked over to plant a kiss on his temple. “Of course you did.”

			Nathan didn’t have many uncontrolled screaming fits, but the very few times that he did, I swooped in, held him in my arms, and sang. A couple of nights later, the night before Cats premiered, I heard him crying upstairs. I had already been up from nerves, tossing and turning for at least forty-five minutes before I heard his cries. In a desperate attempt to salvage the rest of my sleep, I slipped out of bed and crept into his room. Once I sat on the bed with him, I heard Elle softly call my name.

			“I beat you to him,” I whispered.

			“Marlie, go back to sleep. I’ve got this.”

			“It’s okay. I was up anyway.”

			“You were?”

			I shrugged. “First show nerves. The first day still gets me.”

			Thank God for the dim hallway light filtering through, or I would have missed her soft smile. “You have a Grammy and an Oscar, and you still get nervous?”

			“I just want everyone to enjoy it.”

			“It’s really okay, Mar. Please go rest. You have a big day later.”

			My chest clenched when she said, “Mar,” the same clenching that I’d been feeling ever since Elle had moved in. It was like teetering on the edge of the giant hole we’d left between us, and I couldn’t help but wonder when I’d lose my balance and fall right into it. She hadn’t called me Mar since reuniting. Half of me wondered if it was a familiar slip or if it actually meant something.

			I hoped it was both.

			“Give me ten minutes,” I said. “I want to see if the singing works.”

			“If you insist.”

			She curled up in the space next to Nathan on the bed. He rested his head on her shoulder and then looked at me, almost as if giving me permission to start. So I sang him “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” again, repeating the song as many times as needed until his face was dry, and his eyes started drooping, all while Elle snuggled him and rubbed his back.

			“He looks like you, you know,” I said quietly, keeping a close watch on his drooping eyes.

			“You think?”

			“He’s like a spitting image of you. Same eyes, smile, probably the same hair if he got a perm.”

			Elle let out a small laugh, but once the moment passed, silence quickly squeezed into the room. It was a mixture of familiar comfort as well as a reminder of the distance wedged between us. But it was the comfort I clung to. So much had changed since the last time we’d seen each other. We tried navigating around the other’s separate lives, knowing the only shared piece was our past and living together. But the fact that there were pockets of a familiar silence meant something. To me, at least.

			“He really loves your singing,” she said. “Even a two-year-old knows how magical it is.”

			“Magical, huh?”

			“You know how much I love your voice. Others love it too. You have this amazing ability to sing a screaming toddler to sleep as easily as you fill up an entire Broadway theater. Your voice soothes just as much as it makes people feel something buried deep within them. You’re truly one of a kind. That hasn’t changed, and I don’t think it ever will.”

			I pulled my gaze away. Looking at her while the weight of her words lay over me like a warm blanket felt way too intimate for where we were in our relationship. Instead, I glanced at Nathan, who was sound asleep in her arms.

			“I’m glad it hasn’t changed for you,” I said.

			“It won’t. No matter where we are in our lives, it’ll always bring me comfort.”

			After we headed back to our separate rooms, I slid into my bed alone, holding on to Elle’s words and hoping so much that she wouldn’t ever let go.

			* * *

			Cats landed me my second Tony nomination for Best Performance by a Featured Actress in a Musical in June 1983. I even performed a song from it during the ceremony and told Elle to tune in. The weight of knowing that the very eyes I wanted on me were actually watching lay heavy on my shoulders. It made me feel like I had even more to prove. I had to prove to the audience that I was my character and not myself. I had to prove my character’s story and emotions while performing “Memory,” and I had everything to prove to Elle.

			I wasn’t a writer. I wasn’t a reader of novels, only scripts that turned into performances. I didn’t know how to collect all my thoughts and feelings into something poetic on paper. If I tried, I’m sure it would have repelled Elle more than whatever had come between us.

			She had told me back in October that my singing always made her feel something, and after dancing around her for the last eight months in the brownstone, I wanted to seize the moment with her eyes on me. I was a singer, an actress, and a performer. My voice and my love for music was my power. At least, it was back at Kindred Hearts when I’d played her the piano almost every night. It had drawn her into a friendship. We’d bonded over those records snug in the listening booth at Morsey Records. In our Whitby apartment, we’d danced to countless songs after our long days. I’d sung her favorite love songs by Elvis and Billy Joel on the Steinway. And now that I was on one of the biggest stages, on national TV, knowing that she was at home watching, I was going to try to tell her in the best way that I knew how that I missed her and everything we’d once had.

			I poured everything into that performance as if it was opening night with everything to prove. The crowd stood and roared with applause, and I walked off that stage knowing that every emotion still clung to the air in Gershwin Theatre.

			It was a wonderful thing that everyone assumed Peter and I were dating because they seated him next to me during the ceremony. During a commercial break, he leaned into me and said, “You’ve got this, Mar, and you might have gotten the girl too.”

			I let out a hollow laugh because nothing was official yet on either account. “We’ll see.”

			I knew when I’d first heard “Memory” that the song was anything but ordinary. I knew the very first time I sang the song that it would change my life, and it did.

			Finally, in 1983, I won my first Tony Award.

			After they announced my name, everything was a daze. Peter kissed me on the cheek, and other cast members congratulated me before I drifted onto the stage, willing for the dream not to end before I held the award in my hand. It was a recurring dream I had since seeing The Sound of Music with the McCoys. I’d get up on stage, and right before the Tony was handed to me, I’d wake up. But this time, I could feel the award in my hands and the pinpricks snaking down my spine. I could make out a few of the faces in front of me. They weren’t faceless like in my dreams.

			What made my stomach coil into hundreds of little knots was the possibility that Elle was watching. I thought if she only watched my “Memory” performance, that meant the feelings I’d had since I was a teen were unrequited. But if she was still watching long enough for my category—even while fighting off tiredness from a long day of mothering—then maybe, just maybe, she felt the same way about me.

			As I accepted my award and glanced out at the Gershwin Theatre, I told myself that Elle was watching, and something about believing her eyes were on me gave me the confidence to power through the cameras, lights, and crowd.

			“I grew up in a Brooklyn orphanage. I didn’t have parents, I hopped from house to house, and the nicest thing I owned was a suitcase that held all my belongings. It was easy to not believe in much when that’s the only life you know, but I believed in music. Music kept me going. It helped all of us in that orphanage keep going. It reminded us that there was still a flicker of hope out there for us. And for me, that flicker of hope came from Glenn Kerr, who found me singing outside of the Schubert Theatre twelve years ago, and at the same time, Peter Arlo was inside on that stage playing Jesus Christ.

			“Peter, your love and support through the last twelve years have been my guiding light. Thank you so much to all the people who have lifted me up: the wonderful cast, to Elle and Nathan, the American Theater Wing, and the Broadway League for helping this Brooklyn orphan finally find a loving home. Thank you.”

			As a newly crowned Tony winner, everyone wanted to treat me to a drink at the after-party at Sardi’s, Peter especially.

			He wrapped his arm around me and presented a champagne flute in the other hand. “This is for you, my Tony winner of a girlfriend.” He quickly snuck in a wink as I accepted the glass and took a drink. He frowned. “You know, you don’t look like someone who is one award away from an EGOT at the age of twenty-nine.” I glanced at the bubbles rising in the flute. Peter set his glass on the bar, placed his hands on my shoulders, and squeezed them. “Marlie Rose, what’s wrong?”

			I sat on my words for a moment. I wanted to keep the admission to myself. Once I said it, that meant what I felt was real, and I could no longer deny it. But if I had to say it out loud to anyone, it was going to be to Peter. I trusted him more than I trusted myself. “It feels weird celebrating without Elle,” I said.

			“I’ve been telling you to try again with her since she and Nathan moved in with you.”

			It was true. He had been encouraging me to confess my feelings to Elle for months. But even though we fell back into a familiar rhythm, finding comfort in one another was different than finding romantic passion. I knew it still lived inside me anytime she was near me, but I had to suppress it, and if the feelings were mutual, Elle had done a good job of tamping down her emotions as well. I had no idea where we stood, and I knew I wouldn’t know until I came home and found out if she’d watched the entire ceremony or not.

			“It’s not that simple, Peter.”

			“You’re clearly still in love with her. Sounds pretty simple.”

			I’d been denying my feelings for so long, my chest latched on to his words as they settled in me. I was still in love with her, but what the hell was I supposed to do about that? I was offered the role of Audrey in the West End production of Little Shop of Horrors opening in October.

			“What’s simple about telling her I’m still in love with her when I’m moving back to London next month?”

			He shrugged. “Didn’t you say Elle and Nathan were going to stay in the brownstone?”

			“I did. I want to keep helping them, and it’s not good for either of them to be constantly moving.”

			“You fly back once in a while to be with them.”

			I let out a hollow laugh. “You know our jobs can take us anywhere in the world. That’s not simple in the slightest.”

			“I think you’re looking too far into the future, Mar. Sometimes, you should take stock of what’s in front of you and enjoy the moment.”

			He always lived in the moment. He told me that it was the only thing you can control. The past had already happened, the future hadn’t, and there was nothing we could do to control those two things. “All we can do is dwell, and that takes away from the now,” he’d once told me when we were talking about his family. I couldn’t understand how something so sad and unfortunate as his family disowning him could still make him one of the most loving, kind, and optimistic people I ever knew.

			“So what, I proclaim my love for her and then bug off to London for God only knows how long?”

			He rested a hand on my shoulder. “Maybe you need to stop using all your energy denying your feelings and try embracing them and seeing where it takes you. What’s the worst that’s going to happen? She doesn’t feel the same way? You two remain friends, like you have been since October. Stop hiding from something that shouldn’t be this scary.”

			Even though I had just won my first Tony, that after-party was the one I’d left the earliest, well before one a.m. All I could think about was Elle and if she’d stayed up to watch the entire show. She hadn’t left my mind once the entire night, and despite all the complicated twists and turns we had encountered, I still wandered through the night looking for her.

			With my Tony in hand, I unlocked the front door and kicked off my high heels the moment I locked it behind me. I rested my head against the back of the door, enjoying how my sore feet felt without the shoes. When I opened my eyes, I noticed a TV glow pouring into the foyer. It had to have been Elle, either still up or asleep on the couch.

			Just in case she was asleep, I tiptoed to the living room to find her on the couch jotting something in her journal. She looked up. Her hair was done in a Madonna wrap, and a few spirally tendrils hung over the red scarf.

			“Oh hi,” I said. “I…I wasn’t expecting you to still be awake.”

			“Marlie,” she said so softly, but how she smiled around my name made my chest burst open. She closed the journal as if I could read every word from where I stood, and it was the last thing she wanted me to see. Then, she looked at the Tony in my hands. That’s when she smiled, causing my chest to burst open.

			“What?” I said, though it sounded more like a croak.

			“I’m just so incredibly proud of you, Mar. You won a Tony. It’s in your hands right now.”

			Something as simple as her saying my nickname felt like a lasso tugging on my heart, and God, I could feel it. The only problem was that I had no idea if I was tugging my own heart or hers. “You are?”

			She frowned. “Of course I am. Why wouldn’t I be? This is what you worked your whole life for. Ever since I’ve known you, you’ve been imagining this moment.”

			I studied the Tony. I was still in a daze, wondering when I’d wake up and find myself in my bed, dreaming the entire night.

			She stood and walked over. Her soft fingers guided my hand up, and they skimmed a burning path along my wrist, down my thumb, and onto the black, acrylic glass base of the award before wandering up to the top of the nickel-plated medallion. She smiled softly, and our stares held for a heavy moment. My insides shifted and turned upside down. The way she looked at me had me melting.

			I handed her the award, and she inspected it. “It’s a little bit different than how I imagined it,” I said softly.

			“How so?’

			“It’s silly now.”

			“Hey,” Elle said, placing the Tony on the coffee table before caressing my cheek.

			I leaned into her soft, gentle touch. I closed my eyes for just a moment, reveling in the way she held me. It tore my heart open, and I could feel the suppressed feelings bubbling. I opened my eyes to find hers on me. She was so close that I could smell the fresh toothpaste rolling off her words.

			“I’m sure it’s not silly,” she said, so soft yet sexy.

			“It is a little bit.”

			“Why don’t I be the judge of that? Now, tell me how you always imagined it.” Her stare was so powerful, I could feel it lighting up my lips as she scanned them.

			I wasn’t afraid anymore. I didn’t care about the future and what it meant for us when I went back to London. I didn’t care about the past that I can’t quite pinpoint now, but I know I reflected back on Peter’s words before grasping the moment.

			I exhaled a heavy breath, releasing the last knots of anxiety. “I always imagined you being there…in the audience, and every time, I imagined thanking you.”

			“You did thank me.”

			“Not the way I wanted to.”

			She cleared her throat, and I knew that the moment suffusing the room was swaddling her just as much as it was swaddling me. “How did you want to?”

			I was so focused on the present that I swatted away the doubts that circled our future. I palmed her face and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around me like she had desperately wanted to do it ever since I’d returned to New York almost a year before. I made sure that I kissed her thoroughly and deeply to match all the unsaid words of my speech. I didn’t want her to have a single doubt about how much I’d missed her and how much I still loved her because, God, none of that had wavered.

			Elle was always a beacon I gravitated toward.

			I wanted her. I wanted all of her, and I wanted her to have all of me. With our tongues still dancing, I walked her back to the couch until she fell. I straddled her, not having a care in the world that I was still in my dress. It pooled over her half-bare legs, her warm skin touching mine.

			When those murmurs hummed against my lips, I pulled away and sucked on her neck and felt her breathy moans tickling my earlobe. She sounded as delicious as her minty breath tasted. When a moan broke through her lips, it sent my whole body aflame. I untied her scarf and loved the way her curls fell over my hands. I ran my fingers through them, trying to familiarize myself with this new version of Elle. Her hair draped in front of us, but I was so desperate for her, I continued kissing her with her hair in my face. I didn’t care.

			I rocked against her hips, and she slid a hand between my legs and grazed along the wet patch on my underwear. I’m sure she felt it because she desperately pulled aside the hem and slipped inside me. I gasped and buried my face into her neck, filling my lungs with the smell of her soft natural scent and the faint Diorella still clinging to her skin.

			I rode her fingers until the tension exploded within me. I muted my cries in the nape of her neck and followed it with a soft bite to her shoulder as I came. After I collected my breath, I gladly returned the favor. I wanted her sounds to envelope me. I needed to hear what she sounded like with pure bliss and desire cloaked over her body. So I got on my knees, scooped my hands under her thighs, and pulled until her legs draped over my shoulders so my mouth had the best access. I relished how amazing she tasted and felt, how her hips circled against my mouth, how her cries were soft enough not to travel up the stairs but loud enough to fill the living room while keeping the fire blazing inside my core.

			We moved effortlessly, like water. It’s odd to think how the first time we slept together was so comforting and familiar, as if I had dreamt about it a thousand times before. The only thing I can think of is that there must have been something there between us the entire time we had known each other, and we hadn’t ignited that spark until that night.

			Afterward, we stayed on the couch for a while. I laid my head on her lap as she raked her fingers through my hot-rollered curls. We didn’t say much. The two of us never really had to. Sometimes, not saying anything was saying everything. The room was as quiet as it could be, but the unspoken feelings I knew Elle felt—based on how she’d made love to me—were extremely loud, like Times Square during the day.

			“What now?” she said softly.

			The way she asked while still caressing me, I could tell she didn’t have any expectations for the future. It was more general curiosity, one I completely felt too. “I guess I go off to London.”

			“You sure you’re okay with us holding down the fort?”

			“I’m positive. This is your home…if you want it to be.”

			“It’s not going to be much of a home without you here, but it’s a house that I like very much.”

			“Then please, hold down the fort. Let me help you not have to worry.”

			Everything left unsaid clued me in that we were on the same page. I think both of us knew in that moment that what had occurred was more of a promise that we still loved each other than a promise of getting together. Our paths were still frayed in the grand scheme of life. It just so happened that for a few hours that night, our paths reached a juncture before we continued. But it still brought us that promise that even with everything we had been through, there was still love deeply rooted in us. We came to an understanding, and the days that followed, that gargantuan hole we had been waltzing around shrunk. It flattened the bumps in our friendship.

			A month later, I said my good-byes, kissed Elle and Nathan on the cheeks, and went back to London. Once I settled in my apartment, I scanned the space and realized just how much Elle and Nathan had imprinted on me after a year of living with them. She had started to feel like home again, like how it used to feel when we’d first lived together. There was a tug in my chest when I didn’t see her writing in her journal on the couch or see Nathan’s toys scattered around the living room. I missed the sound of his uneven footsteps and the smell of lavender soap wafting off her body after a bath.

			I missed them so much more than I would have thought.

			In some ways, it brought us closer. Unlike the last time I lived here, I made sure to call as often as I could. I stayed up late just so I could hear her voice after she put Nathan to bed. We both poured a glass of wine and chatted about our days, and she always filled me in on how Nathan was doing. On the best days, I heard him on the other end babbling about things that didn’t necessarily make sense to me, but he always found a way to make my chest inflate with so much happiness.

			While our friendship clicked back in place, the love I had for her continued to accumulate. I didn’t know how not to love Elle because if I knew that, all the days without her wouldn’t have been as painful as they were.

			* * *

			“What about this memory, Ms. Rose?” Dr. Pierson asks, snapping me back to the present.

			“I want to delete my night with Elle after the Tonys.”

			Once I say it, my eyes water. I try to erase the emotion that naturally spills out of me, but I can’t. I swipe at a falling tear. I don’t want to forget the first time we made love, I really don’t. But I know if I want to unhook myself from the heartbreak, I have to erase this one. My mind says I have to, but my heart screams for it to stay because every part of that memory is wonderful.

			And that’s the problem. A thirty-three-year-old memory constantly serves up the illusion that I’ll get the love of my life back. That’s why I need it gone.

			“Okay, Ms. Rose. I’ll go ahead and target that memory.”

			I close my leaking eyes and wait for the relief to lighten my mind.

			I sing “Memory” in my head while the helmet warms, and the clicking taps against my scalp. I sift through all of my remaining memories, and for the first time during this process, I’m discovering how many holes there are in my life story. Things aren’t making sense. My memory of Elle is like scattered puzzle pieces, and I can barely make out her face or how we came to be. Everything is fading and wilting.

			I can feel my heart hammering against my ribs the more the clicks tap and zap at the memory until I forget what the hell I just erased. When I try to recover it, I come across another missing piece in my timeline. What felt like a puzzle with lost pieces is now so scrambled that I can’t even see a clear picture of my life. Where the hell did I come from? Who the hell am I? What the hell have I done?

			* * *

			In the evening, after I have time to sleep off a mild headache, I pour a glass of wine and sit on my patio. My own personal oasis. Palm trees line the perimeter, an infinity pool sparkles in the dying sun with a view of the Pacific off in the distance. It’s such a gorgeous view, one of the things that always offers some comfort on my bad days.

			I just wished I had someone to share it with.

			I decide then it’s a good time to call Nathan. It’s almost ten p.m. on the East Coast, but knowing him, he’s still up.

			So I suck in a deep breath of warm air, take an encouraging sip, and call. My heart speeds up with each ring until I hear his deep voice on the other end. “Hi, Marlie.”

			My chest bottoms out hearing his voice again. He doesn’t sound angry. He actually sounds happy. I push all my anxieties aside so I can finally enjoy the sound of him warmly greeting me. “Hi, hon. How are you?”

			“I’m doing good. Just watching some TV with Mel.”

			“Hi, Marlie!” I hear his wife, Melissa, say.

			I smile. “Hi, Melissa. How are you?”

			There’s a quick beat before Nathan says, “Well, actually, that’s why I called you earlier.”

			“We have some big news we’ve been dying to share with you,” Melissa says.

			Once I hear the excitement in their voices, I know exactly what they’re going to tell me. Right as I set the wineglass down and place a hand over my stomach, Melissa says, “I’m pregnant!”

			My stomach falls like I’m on a Coney Island roller coaster but in the best way because I can hear how happy they both sound, and I can’t help but take on their emotions. It fills me with something I’ve been longing for. My son is ecstatic, and God, that alone cures so much, a powerful antidepressant.

			“Oh my God,” I say as overwhelming happiness blurs my eyes. “Congratulations, you two. That’s so wonderful. How far along are you?”

			“Four months,” Melissa says.

			“We didn’t want to say anything until we knew that everything was looking good,” Nathan says, “but the doctor told us yesterday that she’s very happy. Are you ready for a grandson?”

			That’s when it hits me that I’m about to be a grandmother, something I would have panicked about in my twenties and thirties. But God, how far I’ve come. The newfound knowledge settles over me like I’m being tucked into bed with a warm flannel blanket.

			“I’m absolutely ready,” I say and clean my face. “You have me all weepy over here.”

			He laughs, and it fills me up even more. “I miss you. I hope you know that.” He says it softly and cautiously as the last year and a half finally squeeze into our conversation, reminding me of what happened. I almost feel the need to lower my phone so I can cry out everything I’ve been trying to hold in for the last several minutes, but I refrain.

			“I miss you too,” I say, feeling my throat tighten. “More than you know.”

			A silence falls, and even though it lasts several seconds, it
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