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			“When to the sessions of sweet silent thought

			I summon up remembrance of things past,

			I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

			And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste:

			Then can I drown an eye, unus’d to flow,

			For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,

			And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d woe,

			And moan th’ expense of many a vanish’d sight;

			Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,

			And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er

			The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,

			Which I new pay as if not paid before.

			But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,

			All losses are restor’d, and sorrows end.”

			“Sonnet 30” by William Shakespeare

		

	
		
			Prologue 

			Beth’s cries echoed throughout the house as she woke for the third time in two hours. She was a beautiful baby with pretty, strawberry blonde hair and bright blue eyes, but there was rarely a night when she slept more than a few hours at a time. Beth had just turned one year old, but her fussiness hadn’t lessened. She was often sick and underweight. Rowan and I didn’t know what to do. The doctors told us she was fine, but that clearly wasn’t the case. 

			Rowan sat up in bed, sighing. “I’ll get her. Go back to sleep, baby.” 

			I nodded and rolled over onto my side. Sometimes, I felt like I barely slept at all. My twins, John and Mina, had just started preschool. The days were quiet, but when they came home, the whole house was filled with chaos. Of course, I loved all of them. It was still hard, though. I had become a mother at twenty and was now twenty-five with three children. I loved my husband and my life, but that didn’t make any of it easier. 

			Rowan came back into the room with Beth in his arms. She was still crying but quieter now. He held a bottle and was trying to convince her to drink from it. She hated them. Nothing made her happy other than breastfeeding, but we were trying to wean her off of it. I could only do so much. 

			He sat beside me and finally convinced Beth to drink from her bottle. I relished in the temporary silence, and he did, too. Rowan was always tired. He was a phenomenal husband, and he always gave one hundred percent. But he was just a man, and running the business full-time, as well as being the father of three children, took all of the energy out of him. Rowan had just recently completed his master’s degree. I was incredibly proud of him, but sometimes I wondered if it had sucked all of the happiness out of his life. We rarely ever had time alone, and I felt cut off from my husband. Our love life was suffering. 

			I watched as he rocked her back and forth, never giving up. He was still so beautiful. His appearance had barely changed at all since the moment I’d met him. Our anniversary was coming up, but Rowan still looked as perfect as he had when we were eighteen. The only difference was his eyes no longer seemed to glow. The energy Rowan had once possessed was all gone. I didn’t love him any less, but I did miss the way his smile used to light up a room. Now, it was strained and exhausted, almost forced. 

			Still, every Friday, he brought me a fresh bouquet of a dozen white roses and some of my favorite chocolate-covered cherries. Rowan never gave up, no matter how exhausted he was. Still, we rarely ever had dates without at least one child tagging along. Rowan’s aunt Marie normally kept the twins, but Beth refused to stay with anyone other than the two of us. The one time we had tried to go to dinner alone, Beth had screamed for two whole hours, leaving Marie clueless as to what to do. Now, we took all three of them with us and spent the nights trying to control two preschool twins and a screaming baby. 

			I wanted so badly to get away. Sometimes, I wished I could just stay in bed all day and disappear into the covers. But every morning at eight, Rowan left to drop John and Mina off at school and open the bookstore. I spent the day at home with Beth, doing laundry, cooking, and cleaning. It was nice to be able to spend time with my baby, but I craved the days when I used to have adult interaction. I wanted real conversations and actual communication. I rarely ever had time to discuss adult topics with anyone. All I ever heard was crying, kids’ movies, and the chatter of my twins.

			Rowan let out a long sigh and placed our sleeping baby down in the bassinet beside our bed. We wanted her to learn to sleep in her own room, but often, it was easier to leave her with us. She cried less when we were in the same room. Rowan laid back down and wrapped his arms around me. I cuddled closer against his shoulder, enjoying his familiar scent. This was the only time we were ever alone. During the day, I craved these silent moments. I wanted to be alone with my husband. It hurt my heart that I rarely ever was. 

			Just as I was beginning to relax, the alarm clock began screeching. Rowan groaned and rolled onto his side to turn it off. It was time to start another long, boring day. 

		

	
		
			Chapter One - Morning

			Rowan stood cutting strawberries in the kitchen as I pulled Mina’s brown waves into a long, tight braid. She stood perfectly still as I clipped the pink bow into her hair. She was a soft-natured girl and always made the mornings easier. I finished buttoning Mina’s blue polo dress and handed her a little white sweater. She fastened on her velcro flats and headed toward the kitchen. Rowan had already combed John’s hair and had him ready to go. They both sat down to eat buttered toast, strawberries, and banana slices. Rowan always made sure they ate breakfast. He was adamant about its importance. I was glad he could manage cooking in the mornings—I couldn’t. They ate their breakfast quickly and grabbed their little backpacks. 

			As he grabbed his jacket, Rowan leaned in to give me a quick kiss. I tried to hold on to the two seconds he had his arms around me and felt my heart sink as he pulled away. It was hard to watch him leave. I felt so, so alone.

			“I love you,” he whispered. 

			I plastered a fake smile on my face. “I love you, too.”

			He brushed my hair to the side, smiled, and opened the door. The three of them stepped outside into the fresh morning air and walked toward our black crossover. I watched them go and waved as they pulled out of the driveway. When they were gone, I shut the door and started to cry. The tears began to drip down my cheeks, and I let out a little sob. 

			This had never happened before. It was the first time I had actually broken down in tears since giving birth to Beth. I had been so emotional at her birth, but the next eleven months had left me numb with barely any emotion at all. It was strange for me. I was normally a very sensitive person. It wasn’t necessarily bad, just the truth. I felt things so much more deeply than most people and experienced the world with an intensity that others couldn’t imagine. But for so long, my emotions had seemed like they were shut off. I didn’t know what to think or how I was supposed to manage the emptiness in my chest.

			I sank to the floor and began to sob uncontrollably. It felt like such a silly thing to do. I was a happily married woman with a nice house, plenty of money, and overall healthy children. My life was relatively drama-free, and I had a kind, supportive extended family. There was no reason to be upset aside from my overwhelming loneliness. It consumed me, and I had no idea why. It wasn’t logical, and that frustrated me. I liked having answers to things, and when I couldn’t discover them, I became agitated. 

			After several more minutes of crying, I stood on shaking legs and walked to the kitchen. I opened the refrigerator and examined the contents. Rowan had just gone grocery shopping. There were several different types of berries, plenty of yogurt, chicken, beef, vegetables, and a whole shelf full of cheese. On the counter were apples, bananas, and croissants. I felt nauseous at the thought of eating any of it. Since Beth’s birth, most foods had repulsed me. I was lucky to eat one meal a day. Rowan didn’t know, though. He always texted me to remind me to eat lunch. Every day, I lied to him and told him I had already eaten. Telling him I wasn’t hungry would make him stressed at work, and I didn’t want to do that. 

			Instead of food, I opted for my usual cup of pomegranate tea. It never made me sick. I watched as the teabag drifted around in the hot water, causing it to turn a deep red. It was the one drink, other than coffee, that I never got tired of. When it was cool enough, I took a sip, enjoying its familiar flavor. The sweet taste gave me a little sliver of happiness. 

			Then, Beth started screaming. I wanted to throw my mug down in anger, but I managed to set it on the table without violence. Slowly, I counted to ten. I never wanted my children to see me upset. It was something I strived to prevent. But some days, I almost lost my mind in front of them. It was worse
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