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A moving novel of family and forgiveness and of hope and healing by Rochelle B. Weinstein, the
USA Today bestselling author of This Is Not How It Ends.When Avery Beckett is proposed to by
Jude Masters, a widowed father and the man she loves, it should be a time of great joy. Instead,
Avery is on edge. She’s wary of the idea of family, doubtful of happy endings, and too afraid to
take the leap. It’s the kind of fear that comes from having secrets.Before Avery commits to a new
life, she must reconcile with the one she left behind.When Avery returns to her childhood farm in
the North Carolina mountains, she’s surprised to be saddled with a companion: Jude’s teenage
daughter, Elle, who’s grappling with the loss of her mother and the complicated emotions of first
love. On a path of mending wounds and breaking down walls, Avery and Elle form an
unexpected alliance. It’s giving them the courage to move forward. And for Avery, everything she
needs to confront the past.An emotional tale of mothers and daughters, loss and acceptance,
When We Let Go is about the lessons that come from heartbreak and the healing it takes to
embrace the joy of a second chance.

“When We Let Go is chock-full of warmth, heartache, and hope. This moving story explores the
bond between a mother and daughter joined by circumstance rather than DNA and is perfect for
anyone who’s ever had to start over. The story is simply beautiful in its unfolding.” —Tracey
Garvis Graves, New York Times bestselling author of Heard It in a Love Song“In When We Let
Go, Rochelle Weinstein writes of Avery, a woman who finds herself on a trip to confront the
painful losses of her past while forging an unlikely intergenerational bond with her fiancé’s
teenage daughter. With the strong voice and insightful prose for which she has become known,
Weinstein builds a powerful and memorable story of homecoming, first love, second chances,
the truths that set us free, and the families we find for ourselves.” —Pam Jenoff, New York Times
bestselling author of The Woman with the Blue Star“When We Let Go is a story about a woman
who needs to learn how to let go of regret and open her heart to the prospect of loving openly
and fully again before she can move on from an unfathomable loss. This heartrending story
grabbed hold of my soul and didn’t let go. Beautifully crafted, it was impossible not to be carried
along on this remarkable journey of healing and self-forgiveness.” —Suzanne Redfearn, #1
Ebook Tops bestselling author of In an Instant“Every one of Rochelle Weinstein’s novels is
compulsively readable—but When We Let Go takes her enviable talent to the next level.
Insightful, exacting, and brimming with empathy, this story of second chances is Weinstein at her
very best.” —Camille Pagán, bestselling author of Everything Must Go“Poignant and heartfelt,
this one truly shines.” —Allison Winn Scotch, New York Times bestselling author of Cleo
McDougal Regrets Nothing“Rochelle Weinstein creates compelling, authentic characters I didn’t
want to let go of in this deeply heartfelt novel about love, loss, and the family ties that can break



us—and make us whole. I absolutely loved it.” —Colleen Oakley, USA Today bestselling
author“When Avery Beckett’s boyfriend gets down on one knee, it should be the happiest
moment of her life. Instead, it’s a reminder of all she’s lost—and all the truth she hasn’t yet told
him. Moving forward is hard, and Avery doesn’t believe she deserves a second chance. But the
intersection of a surprise trip home, a moody teenage girl, and being forced to confront her past
shows Avery that sometimes, it’s When We Let Go that we truly learn how to live. With vivid
characters, perfect pacing, and unexpected twists, this story grabbed me from the first page and
held my heart until the very end. Rochelle Weinstein has proven herself as a master storyteller.”
—Kristy Woodson Harvey, New York Times bestselling author of The Wedding VeilAbout the
AuthorRochelle B. Weinstein is the USA Today and Ebook Tops bestselling author of emotionally
driven women’s fiction, including This Is Not How It Ends, Somebody’s Daughter, Where We
Fall, The Mourning After, and What We Leave Behind. Rochelle spent her early years, always
with a book in hand, raised by the likes of Sidney Sheldon and Judy Blume. A former
entertainment industry executive, she splits her time between sunny South Florida and the
mountains of North Carolina. When she’s not writing, Rochelle can be found hiking, reading, and
searching for the world’s best nachos. She is currently working on her seventh novel. Please visit
her at www.rochelleweinstein.com.
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PRAISE FOR ROCHELLE B. WEINSTEIN“Readers who enjoy watching a protagonist’s journey
to emotional truths will appreciate this story of a woman struggling to determine how hers
ends.”—Booklist on This Is Not How It Ends“The journey to the inevitable ending still manages to
take some fascinating turns along the way.”—Library Journal on This Is Not How It Ends“An
immediately and exceptionally engaging novel by a writer with an impressive knack for the kind
of narrative storytelling style that rewards the reader with a story that will linger in the mind and
memory long after the book is finished.”—Midwest Book Review on This Is Not How It
Ends“Weinstein has found her latest novel debuting at precisely the perfect cultural moment.
Somebody’s Daughter explores the disturbing rise in cyberbullying—and how women (and
mothers) cope with unmerited guilt and shame.”—Entertainment Weekly on Somebody’s
Daughter“A deftly crafted and thoroughly engaging read from cover to cover, Somebody’s
Daughter showcases author Rochelle B. Weinstein’s genuine flair as a novelist for narrative
storytelling, making it an ideal and highly recommended addition to community library
Contemporary General Fiction collections.”—Midwest Book Review on Somebody’s
Daughter“Weinstein has given us a wonderful tale of life and its distractions. She gives us
characters that are flawed and yet lovable . . . You will find yourself affected to the very core by
the depth of her work.”—Blogcritics on Where We Fall“Compelling . . . What We Leave Behind’s
twists and turns generate real tension, and Weinstein renders Jessica’s feelings with enough
complexity that her ultimate decision carries emotional weight.”—Kirkus Reviews on What We
Leave Behind“Each word of What We Leave Behind invokes raw emotion as we are brought
deeper into the soul of a woman that can be any of us. This moving story will echo strongly with
any woman who has had to face love and loss, life and death, and everything in between.”—
Long Island Woman on What We Leave Behind“Weinstein explores the difficult facets of grief
that are often too painful to recognize, the solipsism of mourning, the selfishness of regret, and
the guilt of moving on . . . Ultimately, this novel full of mourning has a large, aching heart full of
sympathy and potential, and will keep the reader listening for signs of restored life. A heart-
wrenching tale of loss, loyalty, and the will to overcome.”—Kirkus Reviews on The Mourning
AfterALSO BY ROCHELLE B. WEINSTEINThis Is Not How It EndsSomebody’s DaughterWhere
We FallThe Mourning AfterWhat We Leave BehindThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or
are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely
coincidental.Text copyright © 2022 by Rochelle B. WeinsteinAll rights reserved.No part of this
book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written
permission of the publisher.Published by Lake Union Publishing, SeattleEbook Tops, the Ebook
Tops logo, and Lake Union Publishing are trademarks of , Inc., or its affiliates.Cover design by
Eileen CareyFor Steven, Jordan, and Brandon, my inspiration. And for all the butterflies who
danced around me while I dreamed this book into life.CONTENTSCHAPTER 1CHAPTER
2CHAPTER 3CHAPTER 4CHAPTER 5CHAPTER 6CHAPTER 7CHAPTER 8CHAPTER



9CHAPTER 10CHAPTER 11CHAPTER 12CHAPTER 13CHAPTER 14CHAPTER 15CHAPTER
16CHAPTER 17CHAPTER 18CHAPTER 19CHAPTER 20CHAPTER 21CHAPTER
22CHAPTER 23CHAPTER 24CHAPTER 25CHAPTER 26CHAPTER 27CHAPTER
28CHAPTER 29CHAPTER 30CHAPTER 31CHAPTER 32CHAPTER 33CHAPTER
34CHAPTER 35CHAPTER 36CHAPTER 37CHAPTER 38CHAPTER 39CHAPTER
40CHAPTER 41CHAPTER 42The Farm, Crystal . . .ACKNOWLEDGMENTSBOOK CLUB
QUESTIONSABOUT THE AUTHORCHAPTER 1Deep down I already know the truth. Jude is
about to propose. And I know I should do something to stop it instead of continuing our stroll
through Vizcaya’s gardens, but I don’t. I tell myself the clamminess of his palm is due to the
eighty-degree temperature, a consequence of tropical living, or simply a projection of my own
fear, but it doesn’t shake the feeling. I know. I can read it on his face. The apprehension. The
anticipation. And I love him, I do, but there couldn’t be a worse day for a proposal.Guests flock
daily to Coconut Grove’s elaborate Deering Estate, crowding its ornate mansion and lush
gardens. But today the visitors have all gone home, the sun scurrying toward the west,
drenching the property in magnificent light. A handful of staff lingers, tending to the parterre, and
there’s Lloyd, security guard and trusted friend, making his rounds. Lloyd glances in my
direction, a knowing grin strapped to his face, which only heightens my suspicion.When Jude
phoned earlier asking to stop by after work, the request wasn’t unusual. His job at the hospital
involves complex cases, and we often unwind with a stroll around the property where I work. I
was happy to stay later, as I often do, but here we are, nearing the Fountain Garden, and
everything is about to change.I steal a sidelong glance in his direction as he meets my eyes.
Jude. Tall and boyish. Thick, dark hair framing his soft blue eyes. And just as fast, I turn, so he
can’t see my worry. Two years in, and I suppose I believed I had more time to sort out the layer of
indecision. It’s not Jude’s fault he doesn’t know the significance of this date, and as we pass the
newly planted rose garden, Jude stops and takes both my hands in his.Jude is both nervous and
sure of himself, and his stare brings forth a flare of longing, a burst of warmth I’ve worked so hard
to tame. His devotion patched many of the holes left by that tragic long-ago afternoon. But the
regret remains. And when he wraps me in his arms and I sink into him, I wish to preserve the
feeling, his scent mingling with the flowers and nearby bay—being safe.“You know I’ve fallen in
love with you, Avery. And I know it’s not just the two of us . . . The kids and I make a bit of a
crowd.”My body stiffens. I’ve fallen in love with him, too. Against all odds. Even when I doubted it
was possible. His eyes are so sure, so sure they see me. But he doesn’t see me at all. It makes
me want to burst into tears. Jude’s already done the impossible, loving me when I didn’t believe I
could be loved. Awakening something in me I thought forever lost.“We’ll take it slow,” he says.
“We’ll do it together. I didn’t think I’d have another shot. But Avery, you surprised me.”His
willingness makes me feel worse, the kindness burrowed deep inside his stare, and I’m burning
with a different regret. The kind that comes from secrets.This is Jude, I remind myself. And it
brings forth a reel, the afternoons we spent walking the beach, competitive games of
backgammon, the first time we made love. And his kids. Henry and Milo tossing macaroni and



cheese at each other from across the table, ducking noodles and snarky insults from big sister
Elle.“Avery.” He says my name, brushing the memories aside. I refuse to make another mistake.
Not today. The last one left me ruined, cost me my most important relationship. But here I am,
standing before a second chance, and I want it, and him.He drops to one knee. “Avery Beckett,
will you marry me?”The words crash into me. I try to speak, but sound won’t come out. Jude
blinks. His face hopeful and expectant. Birds flock overhead, but the only sound I hear is my
heart. It bursts from my chest, and I want to force it down, let him know how he surprised me,
too.“Jude.”He once told me he could read every emotion in my eyes. What he sees now has to
be such a disappointment. Letting him down, causing any more pain than he’s already endured,
was never part of the plan. I can’t look at him, knowing how my silence hurts. And when I try to
turn away, the possibility of us fades from his cheeks, the earlier glow turning pale and dull.
“Avery.” His voice shakes. “Did you hear me? I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”I clamp
my eyes shut, blotting out his sadness while remembering mine. The fire. The baby. Oliver. I want
to open my eyes and let Jude in, all in, but I’m paralyzed with fear. The last proposal cost me
everything.I should tell him. And I want to tell him—I tried to tell him—but we were doing fine.
Fine. Because fine came with no expectations.“Avery, please say something.”But I can’t. His offer
of a commitment and a family comes on the same date I lost both. And seeing him on his knees
doesn’t only make me happy. It makes me terribly afraid it might happen again.He slowly gets to
his feet, time stopping around us. The garden sighs, a whisper of wind through the leaves.He’s
so handsome and sure. I’m so lost.You mess everything up, Avery.I shake my head, shake the
demons away, and Jude mistakes it for a more decisive response, and maybe it is.Deflated, he
takes a few steps back. He’s slipping away. From me. From us. And I don’t know how to stop him.
If I disclose the truth now, he’ll never forgive me. But saying yes and then hurting him later would
be far worse. I understand that this could be it, the end, and it terrifies me to imagine another
loss spreading deep within.I watch him in slow motion as he tucks the ring into the pocket of his
navy blazer, the one the kids and I picked out for his recent birthday. They were so excited to be
a part of choosing; I had basked in the intimacy of picking out his clothes.“I don’t understand,” he
says.I reach for him, out of concern, out of longing, but he pulls back. And I know how quickly
this will change us. Had I been forthcoming from the start, he, of all people, would have
understood. But I never imagined Jude and I would grow as we had, that he would dive under
my skin and latch on as he did. And for a time, it was so much easier burying my past. But then
we fell in love, and Jude saw in me what I couldn’t see in myself. By then, too much time had
gone by, and I lost the courage. It was too late. Unearthing these hidden parts of me will only
make him angry, make him run. I am dangerous. I make people leave. My child, Quinn. Oliver.
This way, at least I am in control of how we end. And leaving is always better than being
left.When I speak, it comes out a whisper. “I thought we were comfortable with the way things
were . . . Taking it slow.”“And I thought we were happy—”“We are,” I say. While he couldn’t repair
the damage, he carved a space inside that meant I wasn’t completely dead, that I could feel
something, trust that broken promises wouldn’t constrain me forever. But a proposal is a big ask.



And even though the subject of our future had come up in recent months, I thought we were on
the same page.“And you’re still unwilling—”“It’s not that, Jude—”He faces me, steely eyed. “Then
tell me what it is.”How can I tell him that deep down inside, I don’t believe I deserve him? That I
will only hurt him or, God forbid, one of the kids? How can I tell him that I am quite literally
terrified to open up my heart, the risk of losing another piece too big? Ashamed, I break away,
scanning the grounds for answers. There’s the reflection pool with the lily pads, the lofty palms,
but it’s the roses that catch my attention, their sharp, pointed thorns.“I get it, Avery,” he says. “I
get that you’re scared. So am I. When I asked Mallory to marry me, I never expected to ask the
question again. To someone else.”Jude’s wife’s name erupts between us, reminding me of his
vulnerability. It’s because of her that Jude is a widower, and it’s astonishing he’s standing before
me, willing to try again. But we don’t have time to dwell on her absence, or my lack of response,
because Jude’s phone rings with the familiar tune that signals one of his kids is calling.“Slow
down, Elle,” he says soon after he answers.I admit, at first I assume this is another one of Elle’s
tricks, tapping into her intuitive hold on her father. She can sense when she needs to intervene,
taking the necessary steps to keep us from getting too close. But then Jude’s face drains of
color.“What did they take, Elle?” He rushes toward the museum’s exit, and I’m not far behind, a
jumble of worry running through me. Did someone break in? Are they hurt? Lloyd’s strolling the
perimeter, happily shuffling a cart with champagne flutes in our direction, and when he finds us
sprinting across the property, sees my frightened expression, he abruptly stops, sending the
glasses crashing to the floor.Jude’s voice spikes, but he remains calm. “Both of the boys? Listen
carefully, Elle. I need you to hang up the phone and dial 911 . . . now. Don’t do or say anything but 
make that call. I’ll meet you at the hospital.”My heart’s beating loudly, or it’s his—I can’t be sure—
but something’s terribly wrong. I’m reminded of the emergency all those years ago. “Are the boys
okay?”He doesn’t answer right away, and my panic swells.That’s when he turns around and
glowers at me. “No, Avery. Nothing’s okay.”CHAPTER 2Jude makes no effort to slow down, and
I’m trailing him when we reach his car. “Let me go with you,” I offer. And in his stillness, I see the
anguish clawing at his face. If he gets in that car without me, I may never see him again.“Go
away, Avery,” he says, slamming the door.Worry snakes through my body, fear so visceral I’m
helpless to tamp it down. Normally, this would be a nonissue. I’d join Jude, be right by his side,
but our relationship just exploded. I could ignore the rebuff and follow him, but my legs won’t
move. He doesn’t want me there. The car hums to life, and he pulls away. Which leaves me with
a gnawing ache.Lloyd abandons his tray, the shattered glass, and slinks up beside me.“Please,
not now,” I say, turning my back to my friend. But he ignores me, and I’m forced to flee. Lloyd’s no
pushover; he follows me through the estate doors, and we’re met with the opulent architecture
from another time. I’m no match for his athleticism or determination. He’s close behind on the
stone stairs, and soon I’m pushing through the door to the roof.“Avery. Talk to me.”“I can’t,
Lloyd.”He doesn’t make a move to leave.Up here, the air is lighter, the breeze flimsy and mild.
The tightness in my chest releases as I drop to the ground and stare out at Biscayne Bay and
the massive breakwater disguised as a barge. The waves crash into the limestone mermaids,



their casings weakening against the salt. Lloyd takes a seat beside me, a line of sweat dotting
his forehead. His nearness inches me closer to reality, though I don’t want to be there. I want to
be back in time, transported to a place where anything is possible.The days leading up to June
13 are often difficult. Each year I say it’ll get easier. I’ll come to terms with what happened and let
it go. But what just transpired makes a painful day even more complicated. I don’t know which
event to latch on to first.Seven years have passed, but it still feels like yesterday. There was a
fire. Oliver, my first great love, and I had been together in a cabin in the woods. I was carrying
Quinn, our unborn child, inside me. When the flames erupted, Ollie carried us out, but there was
nothing he could do. We lost her. And then each other.Remembering that day, how I’d spent all
those months protecting her, I feel a mounting dread, and I can’t imagine something happening
to one of Jude’s kids. I grab my phone, though it’s too soon for an update.Please let me know if
they’re ok. I’m worried sick.And when he doesn’t reply, I send: I’m so sorry, Jude. Please.“Talk to
me,” Lloyd interrupts, reminding me he’s there, his dark eyes flecked with concern.Lloyd is one of
the few friends I’ve made in Miami. After the fire, I wasn’t able to maintain friendships, let people
close. I saw firsthand how openness could be a weapon used against you. How intimacy could
pull you in and knock you down flat. Lloyd noticed the flaws in me early on, and he persisted.
“I’ve never seen anyone prune hedges with as much precision,” he’d said on the first day we met
in the gardens. He was patrolling the grounds, the boy next door, with a full-toothed smile and
big brown eyes.Precision is crucial to my existence. The fire had been caused by one careless
move, so now everything must be exact, just right. That way, I am in control. And the earth can’t
be tilted on its axis again.Lloyd’s waiting. His patience matches his grit. That’s when I know I
must reel in the emotions—something at which I’m normally adept. I offer my bare left hand
instead.“I don’t understand. Did he get cold feet? He was so excited . . .”I already know the pain
I’ve inflicted, though it hurts worse to hear it from someone else’s mouth. “He asked. Then Elle
called.” I pause, unable to explain the rest. It had happened so fast, and I deserved to be shut
out. “There was a situation with the boys. They’re headed to the hospital.”“Oh dear. Those poor
kids.” Lloyd knows all about Elle’s erratic behavior. The way she aggressively pushes limits
before relenting, vacillating between mouthiness and mild mannered. She is a frequent topic of
our conversations. “I’m guessing she had something to do with this?”I say nothing, because I’m
feeling a million different things, mostly dreadful thoughts that end badly.“But, Avery, you were
going to accept, right?”I shrug, staring off into the distance, momentarily rapt by a group of
teenagers careening across the water on Jet Skis. Lloyd doesn’t need to know that yes was
impossible for me to say. Saying yes would mean opening myself up to feelings I’m not yet sure I
can handle.“You said no . . . to Jude?”It’s no secret that sweet Lloyd has his own crush on Jude.“I
don’t understand. You love him.”“I do.”“Then why on earth would you say no? Are you sure you’re
okay?”I lean into him, welcoming the concern, though really trying to defuse the situation. “I’m
fine.”But I know I’m not. Today just shed light on my greatest weakness, my inability to wholly
connect. I haven’t been fine in some time.His radio buzzes, and he stands. “Duty calls. Will you
be all right?”I smile up at him, holding in all that’s about to spill out. “You know I love it up here.



Go.”As soon as he’s out of sight, I cave into myself.The solitude brings it all forth, and I feel my
body go weak and slack, just as it had all those years ago. Throwing my head back, I stare up at
the sky, the hopelessness closing in, cluttering my brain with what-ifs and whys. I think about the
kids. Milo and Henry are only eleven and thirteen; Elle is fifteen going on twenty-five. I shudder to
think of something having happened to them. And Elle, what if she had a hand in it? How would
she live with herself? My mind is going in circles, I can’t stop the spin. I’m losing them all at once,
and I never had the chance to really know them.The wind picks up, ruffling my hair, and my
phone sits beside me, absent of messages, ringless and mute. Settling back, I take in the view
that I’ve stared at dozens of times. The property abuts the open water, and the setting sun
gallops across the blue. The Italian gardens to my right, created as a Renaissance palazzo, are
symmetrical in design, meticulously detailed. The afternoon blaze reflects on the water grottos
and stone sculptures, and I notice one of the lavishly clipped hedges is uneven.It takes all my
self-control not to walk down there and fix it.I love this estate. I once believed, like the man who
had created her, that Vizcaya could be my refuge. James Deering, felled by anemia, constructed
the sprawling property in Miami in 1916 to escape Chicago’s frigid temperatures. I hadn’t
escaped the elements or frail health. Mine was a different form of healing. Here, I laid down the
framework for a new life, a new identity.I discovered this spot high above the grounds shortly
after I’d fled to Florida and replied to the job listing for a horticulture assistant. Before, my life was
in Crystal. A small, bucolic town in the North Carolina mountains two hours northwest of
Charlotte. The application for the job stood out not for the work I was trained to do but, rather, the
prompt asterisked at the bottom: Tell us about yourself in one sentence.I was a collection of
contradictions and subtleties, an escapee in search of a new path, but how would I arrange all
that into one concise sentence? One that made proper sense? Who was I without the people I
loved? And who was I without the sins of what I’d done wrapped around my neck, slowly
squeezing?So I went with honesty: I’m not sure who I am anymore.That first day of work, I was
dropping off my signed forms at the administrative office when I missed the fourth-floor landing
and pushed through the door exiting onto the roof. It was easily one hundred degrees in Miami, a
perfectly blue cloudless sky spreading for miles, and when I caught a glimpse of the vast size of
the world laid out before me, I’d never felt so completely hopeful and at once so utterly
alone.Who am I? I ask myself. Jude’s face is embossed in my mind—the disappointment—the
who the hell are you, I don’t know you glare.I check my phone again.Other than the picture of
Jude’s face smiling back at me, the screen is blank.CHAPTER 3Jude and I didn’t exactly meet
when we first met. I was strolling down the hallway of the Miami Beach JCC when he crashed
into me as he rounded a corner. It didn’t hurt, but I dropped my purse and all its contents—
tampons, lipstick, my bra—onto the floor. That hurt. As did seeing the door marked “Grief
Support Group” staring at us.I knelt to pick up each mortifying item, and he crouched down next
to me, his hands settling on the less precarious things, like the pens (so many of them) and my
wallet. “Are you okay?” he asked.“I’m fine.”Stuffing the bra back in, I thought about explaining. I
didn’t need to wear a bra; it was more of a formality for work, and I always took it off at the end of



my shift. But I wasn’t going to say all that to a guy who was heading through that door.I felt
myself blush. He’d later say (much later) how he liked the way the red in my cheeks had matched
my hair. Apologizing, I gathered my things and tossed them into my purse before slinging the
bag over my shoulder.“Hello, Avery.”Following his gaze to the plastic name tag pinned to my
shirt, I felt more heat rush to my cheeks. Unpinning it, I slipped the shiny snitch inside my purse,
too.“Will you be joining?” he asked, motioning toward the door in that pitiful tone reserved for
people who are grieving. “We’re just about to begin.”And that’s how the lie took root and
sprouted, witnessing this dejected man, simultaneously handsome and eager, cautious and
unobtrusive. Long-hidden sadness crept up my skin, until I noticed his wedding band, wondering
what part of him had been broken. And I knew at once, I couldn’t go in there. I couldn’t face the
feelings. I didn’t want to face the feelings.“Oh.” Then another set of ohs. “No. No. No . . . I’m not
signed up . . . not this class . . .” And his eyes—neither big nor small, but just the right blue,
watered down with unmistakable loss, sent me headfirst into a web of deceit.Stealing a glance
down the hallway, I explained I was there for yoga. “It’s one door down.” Which made perfect
sense for why I was walking around braless. His eyes lowered, and I hurried past, grateful for the
reprieve granted by the door marked “Beginners Yoga.”I hadn’t thought about the man after that.
Did we really meet if I didn’t know his name? But I did wonder what it must be like to walk
through a door, heart open, with a willingness to fix the kinks. Then a week flew by, and I was
filling in for one of our garden tour guides, Brenda, leading a group of tourists, when I spotted
him standing by the reflecting pool. I would’ve recognized his thick brown hair anywhere.Myla, a
guest and self-proclaimed flower expert because she had a garden back in Tokyo, was
monopolizing the tour with endless commentary. It was a good thing Brenda was a no-show. I
knew a lot more about the plants and flowers than she ever could, having worked on my father’s
farm since birth. But now Myla was interrupting my discussion on hydrangeas with a lesson on
the soil’s acidity.“Yes, Myla,” I politely agreed, “pH levels determine the hydrangeas’ color. As you
can see, our flowers reflect those differences with a wide variety—there’s lavender and white,
pink, and pale blue. Even green.”I found my attention shifting from Myla to the man and then to
the three children surrounding him. The missing piece was glaring, and the realization made it
impossible for me to finish explaining the myriad of colors. His eyes found mine, and he
smiled.Myla interrupted again, something about excessive heat and moisture playing a role in
subtropical plant life, and I suspected she was referring to herself. This was August, and Miami
was essentially crackling with a fiery heat. Her thin, yellow dress clung to her petite frame, and
rivulets of sweat trickled down her neck, immune to the fan she used to cool herself.“Let’s take a
bathroom break, everyone. Meet back in ten?”I watched the group scatter toward the restrooms
and snack shop, very much aware of the man’s stare. The children, two young boys and a
teenage girl, were exact replicas of their dad. The girl, tall and lanky, eyed me curiously as her
father headed in my direction.The boys climbed up on the ledge of the lily pond, and I called for
them to get down. They were running and jumping, their laughter mixing with the breeze. The girl
did an about-face. “Hey, morons, did you hear what the lady said? Get down.”The man whipped



around. “Elle.”The boys were shouting, “Moron. Moron. Moron.”The girl, undoubtedly testing
limits, twirled the dark ponytail that hung down her shoulder and said, “Well, they are.”“I’m sorry
about that,” he directed at me.As an employee who had to maintain the integrity of the gardens
and the safety of its guests, I carefully observed the boys frolicking around the maze of shrubs,
skipping too close to the water. And as a woman who followed rules and understood dangerous
outcomes, I couldn’t ignore the worst-case scenarios littering my brain.“Do you remember me?”
he asked.His voice pulled me away from the children, and I narrowed in on his features. The sun
highlighted unshaven cheeks and eyes framed by the longest lashes I’d ever seen. He appeared
less broken that day. Honestly, he looked like one of the Romanesque sculptures adorning the
property. Strong and smooth. Chiseled but with a slight scar along his forehead.“I’m Jude.” He
held out his hand. “It’s nice to officially meet you, Avery.”I liked that he remembered my name,
and I glanced over my shoulder as if we were being watched, unfamiliar with fraternizing on the
job.“Don’t worry,” he quickly added. “I’m not hitting on you. I’m in no way ready for dating
again.”I’m unsure if his admission reassured me or disappointed me. There was something sexy
and sad about this Jude. My fingers found his, and he squeezed. In them, I felt the awkward
pleasantness of knowing more about someone than they knew of me. Could I have told him
about my past then? I could’ve. But I didn’t. I think if someone had asked what initially drew me
to Jude, it was that he accepted his grief, dealt with his pain. Unlike me, who had buried it so
deep, no one knew it was there.“It’s nice to see you again, Avery. Let’s forget that curious
meeting outside your yoga class.”A pang of regret shot through me, and I perpetuated the lie. “I
don’t usually carry so much junk in my bag.”He smiled, remembering. “I have no idea what you’re
talking about.” Turning to leave, he quickly decided against it. “Hey, I was wondering, would you
mind if we tagged along on your tour?”I surveyed the boys, now wrestling on the ground, arms
and legs flailing in the air, while the girl, who looked like a young woman, went back and forth
between braiding her ponytail and watching us. He was going on, apologizing for their behavior,
citing their ages, surprising me when he said that Elle was barely thirteen.Taking a step back, I
was about to argue how it wasn’t a good idea, how tours required a ticket, and there was a cap
on size, no more than ten—and Myla was probably the kind of woman who would count and
report me—but I didn’t want him to leave just yet. The boys ran over to us. They were intrigued by
my ear pods and the microphone cuffed to my lapel that made me official. But Elle, she stayed a
few feet away. And that made some things easier, despite the tug I felt in her presence.“Sure,
why not?” I said.Jude was an attentive guest. He listened without interruption and asked
questions without being patronizing, unlike Myla. He was especially interested in the estate’s
history, and when I shared the story of the now-famous robbery in 1971 when three thieves took
off with $1.7 million in art and silver, Jude shut Myla down before she could interrupt. “I’d like to
hear what our guide has to say about the subject. If you don’t mind.”Myla waved him off, pursing
her lips, while mine turned into a thin smile. “The trio was arrested in New York, but not all the
property was recovered,” I continued. “In fact, there’s still a missing bowl that once belonged to
Napoleon Bonaparte.” This seemed to excite Jude’s boys but bored Myla, who claimed she



didn’t come for the “mystery tour.”As we returned to the gardens, Myla asked a gazillion more
questions, and I didn’t even mind. It kept me distracted from Jude’s loss colliding with mine, kept
the feelings from crawling up and down my skin. The afternoon turned out to be a flash of what
would eventually become my relationship with Jude Masters. The jubilant chaos of his younger
boys, the cool indifference of his mercurial daughter. And me, drawn to a person not for what he
could provide but for what he could not. A man in mourning meant a reasonable distance that
kept me safe.CHAPTER 4That false sense of security worked for a while. Jude and I were two
grieving souls tethered to separate ports. Until today. I guess I always believed that he would
never want to remarry, that he’d promised Mallory. Just as I’d promised myself that I wouldn’t
utter yes again, give in to the uncertainty, and devastation, that came with a proposal. Only for a
fleeting moment do I consider that I may have lost him for good. That my holding back means
losing him forever.Abandoning the view and heading down the stairs, I try Jude once more,
desperate to know what’s happening. I’m surprised when he answers, and I immediately ask
about the boys.He’s talking to someone who I presume is Elle, telling her he’ll be right back,
before I hear a door close. “Elle left a bag of gummy bears in her room. Theresa found them
when she was cleaning and put them in the pantry. The boys got into them.”“I don’t
understand.”“They weren’t Publix gummies, Avery. They’re from a dispensary.”I gasp. “Are they
all right?”“They’re sleeping it off. They should be fine. Elle acted quickly.”A niggling doubt fills the
air at the mention of Elle’s competence. She isn’t always the most responsible babysitter, as
evidenced by the time Elle told Henry that wasabi was guacamole, and he swallowed an entire
spoonful, tears streaming down his face.Jude senses it, too. “You don’t have to say it,” he says.
“I’m dealing with it.”“What can I do?” I ask.“I don’t know, Avery. What can you do?”He’s referring
to the botched proposal, but I’m considering all the lies and half-truths. There’s so much I can do,
could’ve done, and when I don’t answer, he says he has to go.Relief and regret wash through me
as I steer my car through Vizcaya’s gates. I keep telling myself that the boys will be fine, which
returns my heart to its normal rhythm. The regret is much more difficult to wash away. And there
is so much of it.I wasn’t always like this. There was a time I could give and take love freely,
without limits, but then came the fire. And when its flames took my angel baby away, I
understood the depth of a mother’s love. Losing Quinn left a barren hole, never to be filled. I may
have survived the fire physically intact, but I was broken into a million little pieces. And when
Oliver left, never quite pointing a finger—he didn’t have to, I had enough blame for the two of us
—our relationship could never be repaired. The pieces would never be put back together.So I
placed the feelings in a box—rage and grief, disbelief and denial—and buried them deep within,
a hidden space where no one could get through. I left my home, my family, and every promise
that had shaped my twenty-three years.Until Jude.After that first meeting at Vizcaya, Jude and
the kids became regulars. It didn’t help my regimented schedule to have the jumble of a young
family interfering with my routine. But they persisted. They’d tag along on tours when I filled in for
Brenda or sign up for community events at the gardens, and there was one day when they joined
me in sunset yoga. The boys, freckled and energetic, would needle me with questions about the



robbery and the whereabouts of Napoleon’s bowl, and I found myself gradually opening up,
enjoying their company. But Elle was different, or I should say, indifferent, always off to the side,
observing, never quite fully there.From early on, Jude’s presence steadied me. I enjoyed having
him around, though part of me fought hard against it. We took things slow, and I was careful not
to overstep. He was cautious, too, a busy cardiologist focused on repairing hearts, those of his
patients and the unseen brokenness of his kids’. In me, he had someone immersed in her work,
centered on seedlings and plants, someone just as reluctant to dive back into the dangerous
dating pool.For a long time, I was Daddy’s friend. We’d see each other a few times a week, a
consistent schedule. Jude would continue the family visits to Vizcaya, where I would watch them
roam the grounds, sometimes joining, other times giving them the privacy I believed they
needed. After almost a year of this routine, the ring had come off, and I became Daddy’s
girlfriend. Jude decided I was someone he wanted the children to know better, which brought
forth a resistance in me, one that kept me awake during our Saturday sleepovers. Could I be a
parental figure to three kids?Elle, in her typical Elle style, posed a real challenge. Some
motherless daughters gravitate toward other women, a subconscious desire to replace what
they lost, but not her. The temperamental girl, a head taller than I, continued to frown upon me
from her mighty pedestal. Always testing, stoking the flames of my festering insecurities. Most of
the time, she tolerated what she surely noticed growing between her father and me, and she’d
alternate between interest and apathy.As easy as it was for me to keep her at arm’s length, there
was a part of me, the part that lost Quinn, that deeply wanted her approval. I wanted her to like
me, to accept some part of what I tried to give. There were the nights she’d sit beside me on the
sofa, watching The Marvelous Mrs. Maisel, and we’d laugh together, and other times she’d roll
her eyes at me as though I were from another planet. I wish it didn’t hurt so much, but it did,
leaving me to wonder what kind of mother I might have been. I kept trying. Manicures and
pedicures. Trips to the mall for new jeans. And when she rejected my efforts, the wound
widened, but when I received the occasional smile, I found myself believing in second
chances.Then our feelings grew. Mine and Jude’s. And not even my second-guessing could stop
it. If anyone understood how seeds rooted into the earth and sprouted, it was me. I found myself
thinking about him when we weren’t together, my heart playing over my mind’s warnings. Even
Oliver told me to go for it when I’d shared with him Jude’s willingness to try again, to find room
for me in his already-full life. Oliver was always practical, more so after we ended, and he’d have
me making actual lists about what drew me to this new man. It wasn’t that hard. Jude was
genuinely interested when I shared about the earth, full of questions. And he’d bring me flowers
because he knew how I understood them, enjoyed their company. He spoke so warmly of
Mallory, maintaining her presence in the kids’ lives, whether through school activities or their
bedtime routine. And he never pushed. He let me sprout at my own pace.“I like the way this
feels,” I had whispered to him after a long walk on the beach ended with us wrapped up in his
king-size bed. The waves had been fierce that day, crawling around our feet, forcing us to skip
over them. He’d held my hand, sharing about thirty-five-year-old Mallory, how a morning jog was



interrupted by a rare form of heart failure, something Jude could have never been able to predict
or prevent. Several years had passed since that fateful day, though his pain lingered, and the
loss reached inside me and squeezed. And even though I recognized the familiar feelings, how
they wistfully introduced themselves to mine, it was easier to focus on his.“I like the way this
feels, too,” he’d said.Our histories were intertwined by that point. He’d grown up in New York; I’d
been raised in a small rural town. “No one’s ever heard of it. Trust me.” He’d fallen in love with
facts and science, and my first love had always been flowers and foliage, the expectation of
growth and promise. When he’d dig deeper, which wasn’t often, I’d share about my mother, who
died when I was a baby, or ex-boyfriends—he’d asked if I had any. “One,” I’d said. “We ended . . .
right before I left the mountains.” Or why I never went home or talked about my sister, Willow.
“This is my home,” I’d say. “And my sister and I aren’t close.” Not anymore.Pretending was a skill I
had mastered. Containing feelings was easy when you had a breezy answer that held no weight.
Because a terse response left little to the imagination, ceased any further questions. And if that
didn’t work, I could easily pivot, change subjects, recite a humorous story about my day, or force
my tongue between his lips—anything so as not to have to go back there.That afternoon in
Jude’s bed, his fingers brushed through the strands of my hair, landing on my bare skin. “I feel
like I know everything and nothing about you.”He smelled of salt and sand, a scent so intimate all
I wanted was him inside me. I turned over and stared into his eyes. We were naked, skin on skin,
and I had forgotten how pure it felt, the thrill of being one.I believed my lies. My mistruths.
Whatever name you want to call them. I believed that I was capable of erasing a past I didn’t
want anyone to see. And for what it was worth, it worked. I let him in, and he traveled deeper than
anyone else. The emotional wounds were there, he just couldn’t see them. Or maybe he didn’t
want to. The one physical stain on my left leg, where the blaze had curled around my ankle and
seared the skin when Oliver was carrying me out of the burning cabin, I attributed to a biking
accident. No one ever asked for the details. But Jude was a doctor, and he knew what a burn
looked like. He pressed.“Strange,” he’d said. “I’ve never seen a biking injury present like that.”I’d
cupped his face in my hands, forcing his gaze away from my leg. If he’d peer into my eyes, I
could distract him. “It’s no big deal,” I’d said.“Are you sure?”The question had been there in his
stare. I’d held on as long as I could, and then I kissed him.I’d gone over that conversation in my
head dozens of times. Maybe if I’d told him that instant where I came from, what I’d done, we
could have properly healed each other. But I was ashamed. Embarrassed. I needed him to see
me in the way in which he’d often teased—his mysterious strawberry blond, the ethereal flower
girl who spent hours in the garden, trimming the hedges into precise lines, pretending they were
the grounds of her very own castle.This fragile relationship blended into a tidy, neat package,
contained and controlled. There were days I sank right in and others when I questioned whether
I deserved even this. It was a schedule that worked, a rhythm we followed and understood.
When I left decisions and discipline up to him, he saw it as my respect for parental boundaries,
that I wasn’t trying to be their mother, to take a place I never could. When I stayed long hours at
the museum, picking up multiple shifts, he admired my work ethic. And when I insisted he spend



time with the kids—away from me—he revered what he saw as selflessness. But it was
something else. I let my secret history, my apartment, and all the boundaries that came with
entering an already-made family set the tone. There was this bridge between us, and we’d dip
our toes into the water, sometimes meeting in the middle, always returning to our own shores.
And we believed nothing could ever hurt us again. When no risks were taken, there were no
surprises, no disappointments. And perhaps Jude chose me for the very same reasons.I should
have known it wouldn’t always be this way. I should have known that normal people grow
together and that a man like Jude would eventually need more. I wished I could give it to him, but
Jude never really knew me, so how could he love me? And as soon as he found out, the
possibility ever present, lurking dangerously in the shadows, he’d have no choice but to leave.I’m
at the intersection where turning right takes me to my apartment and left takes me to the
hospital.In my lowest moments, when the sadness seems like it will overtake me, Oliver always
bolsters me, urging me to “fight harder.”I drop my eyes to the steering wheel and stare at my
hands. There are rough calluses from kneading dirt with my fingers, tugging on weeds that didn’t
want to be ripped from their beds.His words resound in my mind as I grip the wheel. Fight
harder.And I know what I have to do.CHAPTER 5It’s ironic that the boy who broke my heart is
the one who doles out advice and influences my decisions, but I’ve come to understand that
while Oliver and I can never be together again (our ending, literally, explosive and irreparable), I
still rely upon him to soothe me through the days. He often gives me the courage I need when I
am most afraid; he’s the calming voice, the person who knows me best.I’m a bundle of nerves,
and I mutter Oliver’s mantra to myself. Fight harder. I’m not sure how Jude will react to my
presence. After two years of dating, I’ve grown attached to his kids, and I can’t shut those
feelings off. I’m worried.As I step through the doorway, I see the boys sleeping side by side, and I
stop to watch them breathe. With each exhale, my concerns diminish, a steady calm pushing
through.Elle greets me with a glare, her dark hair falling loosely down her shoulders.“How you
doing?” I ask.She shrugs, torn between escaping and crumbling. It’s there in her swollen, tear-
filled eyes and the way she stares at the door, ready to make a run for it. She’s no longer the
prepubescent girl biting back feelings and frustration. At almost sixteen, she’s untamed and
dangerous.Seeing her like this, scared, chewing on her bottom lip, I’m reminded of the times
she’s been docile and kind and how, like with the ocean, I’d want to jump in.But Elle is stormy
and unpredictable like the currents.Most of the time, I understand her pain. The girl lost her
mother, and losses like that chip away at your senses, making the world one giant threat.She
watches me watching her, hesitating only slightly before dropping her long, waify body onto the
upholstered chair and tucking her feet beneath her.Despite my many shortcomings, I’ve always
wanted to console Elle. No matter how often she’s rejected my kindness, reminded me you’re
not my mother, no matter how awful I believe I’d be at it, I’ve longed to cradle her in my arms,
longed to take away her pain. Do all the things I couldn’t do for my own child. Instead, our
tenuous relationship has been a push and pull of tireless effort as I crave and fend off her
advances.When Elle raises her head, blotches stain her cheeks. “This wasn’t my fault. Theresa



shouldn’t have gone in my room, and she shouldn’t have moved my things around.”Without their
cleaning woman having access to her room, she’d be living in complete squalor, but I refrain
from the obvious and proceed cautiously. “I know you didn’t mean to put your brothers in danger,
Elle.”“Well, duh, Avery.”Though having a bag of pot-laced gummies in her possession couldn’t be
good for her either.“What were you doing with that stuff? It’s dangerous.” And when I see that I
might have overstepped, I add, “I’m not trying to lecture you. I’m trying to help.”Our eyes lock.
The blue in hers softens, as if she’s opening a tiny door. And when that happens, I feel a shift,
too, and I step in her direction.But then Jude walks in, pausing when he sees me there.
“Avery.”His aversion to my presence shatters whatever moment Elle and I were about to have,
and a shameful disappointment descends over me.I’ve arrived amid their standoff, and it
appears as though Elle is losing. She tries to catch Jude’s eyes in hers, to apologize again, but
he stands his ground.“I know you’re sorry, Elle, but do you have any idea how serious this
is?”Elle’s hands slip inside the pockets of her hoodie as she ducks her head. I’m not surprised by
the empathy I feel for her. I know what it’s like to latch on to something to make myself feel better.
I know how devastating trauma can be, how the mind and the body find ways to comfort that
aren’t prudent. I also know what it feels like to have to escape.But Jude is angling for an
argument, and sympathy is nowhere to be found. “You haven’t answered me yet. What were you
doing with those gummies? And how many conversations are we going to have about this?” He
stops, leading up to the zinger. “Do you know what this would’ve done to your mother?”Elle
flinches, holding back fresh tears. I flinch, too, the swipe slicing the air. Jude never talks to the
kids like this, and I feel even worse knowing that his anger is manifesting in this painful way.“All
she did, every single day of her life, was worry about you kids. When you were a baby, a toddler,
up until the day she died, she’d wake up in the middle of the night and check on you, be sure you
were breathing, that your blanket was covering your feet.” His eyes are brimming, his voice
cracking. “This wouldn’t make any sense to her, Elle. None. Everything she did was to protect
you.”He waits while she searches the floor, fighting the message, fighting that immense love that
was taken from her. I fall into a nearby chair, as though his speech was directed at me. What
would he make of my inability to protect my own daughter? When he speaks again, he’s
definitive: “Hand over your phone.”Elle’s teetering between surrender and rebellion, indecision
lining her lips. There’s no worse punishment for a teenager than a disconnect. She waits,
thinking he might change his mind, but he’s adamant. Defeated, she hands over the
phone.“You’re grounded until you leave for your grandparents’. And as for your driver’s license,
I’m not sure you’re responsible enough for that privilege, so cancel the appointment with the
DMV. We’ll revisit the subject when I see a change in your behavior.”Elle sulks, and I want her to
feel my compassion that’s bursting inside, but Jude continues. “Your mother would’ve done
anything to be here with us. To watch you grow up. Anything. Think about that. Think about the
life she gave you, what she would want for you.”Not only do I feel like an intruder, but I feel an
unbearable sadness at their loss. Jude’s touching on my deepest fears, my biggest mistakes.A
blush creeps across Elle’s face as she turns in my direction. For a split second, it’s as though



she’s pulled back the curtain and sees inside, and an understanding passes between us. But I’m
wrong.Her eyes grab hold of mine, and staring back is a mixture of rage and pain. She turns to
Jude and yells, “What do you care about Mallory? You’ve already forgotten her.” She lets the
harshness sink in while I feel the knot in my stomach tighten, dissolving any inkling of unanimity.
“I hate you,” she says, scowling at him, at me, the walls, the ceiling. And then she storms out of
the room.Jude stands there, a distant, empty stare. Henry shuffles in his bed, which draws
Jude’s attention. I want to give him what he needs, comfort, but he doesn’t want me here. I’ve
made a mess of things, our spell irrevocably broken.“I’m so sorry,” I finally say.He turns to me.
“What are you sorry for?”“You don’t deserve this.” And it’s clear that there’s nothing I can do to fix
it. There’s no fighting harder. “You should go after her,” I whisper.“She needs to cool down
first.”He takes a step in my direction, narrowing the space between us. His white button-down is
no longer tucked in, the navy blazer probably slumped over some chair, with the velvet box
drowning in the pocket. He’s close enough for me to feel his presence but too far to feel his
touch.“You shouldn’t have come.”“I know.”“So why are you here?”I search for the right words. “I
was worried . . . I love you . . . I love the kids. What happened today doesn’t change that.”“You
can’t even say what it was.” And the hurt deepens the lines on his face. “It was a proposal. I
asked you to marry me . . . to spend our lives together. So I’d say it changes everything, but you
know what, this has always been your way.” He takes a seat in the chair Elle vacated and drops
his chin into his hands. His eyes are hollow, shoulders slumped. “I should’ve known this was a
mistake,” he says, shaking his head. “I can protect myself, but they can’t. They need someone
who cares. Who’s willing to try.”He has it all wrong. The problem is that I care. Too much.And I
know there couldn’t be a worse time, in the midst of a family crisis, for a confession, but it’s now
or never. I need to tell him the truth. Everything. Let him decide if I’m worth fighting for. Explain
why I’ve been ill prepared to take the next step. See if there’s a way we can make this work.But
then my phone rings, and DAD lights up the screen. I answer, ready to tell him I’ll have to call him
back, but I hear my sister’s voice—Willow. My impulse is to hang up, but she’s talking a mile a
minute, something about Dad taking a fall. Surgery. “You need to come home.”Willow. We haven’t
spoken in ages, not since . . . Seven long years, and her voice feels like yesterday. She’s using
Dad’s phone because I’d blocked her number. Made it impossible for her to reach me.Jude
watches me curiously, hearing the concern in my voice. “How did this happen?” And I see the
man I love and all the things I can’t give him. I see the past making its way into my present, and a
phone call that only confuses me further. “Thanks for letting me know,” I say before hanging
up.Jude’s questioning me with his eyes, but I’m frozen in thought. Who am I kidding? Telling him
now would be a drastic mistake, a giant leap not toward him but away. Away from Milo and Henry
and Elle. Away from the love I want so desperately to give but don’t know how.“Is everything all
right?” he asks. “You look like you just saw a ghost.”Hadn’t I?
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Ebook Tops Reader, “Heartbreaking, tender and beautiful. This novel spoke to my heart... the
losses and how difficult healing can be.I wasn't sure how the story would end. That makes it a
fantastic read.”

Cindy L. Maus, “Wonderful Story. I really loved this tough, beautiful, challenging but hopeful
story! The pain and the joy, and most of all, the hope against all hope, and the never giving up. I
look very forward to reading more Rochelle Weinstein as books!”

AMNB, “My favorite Rochelle Weinstein book!. I loved everything about When We Let Go.
Having read all of Weinstein's novels, I would have to say that When We Let Go is the most
emotionally insightful.”

Annie McDonnell, “So moving you must sit and soak it in!. I am so grateful I had the packages of
tissues sent with Rochelle’s last book, because they are a must. Once again, Rochelle Weinstein
takes us on an emotional journey with “When We Let Go”. Rochelle is like a painter; you must
take time to sit, look at their work of art and soak it in. You must feel it. Rochelle creates stories
where you need to do the same thing.You become so moved you must sit and soak it in. I hated
to get to the end and having to close it. I felt this story so warmly and closely, I almost felt like I
could have been a character. That is a talent!Waiting for Rochelle’s next novel is never easy.
Here I go again…..I adore Rochelle’s novels.”

Lovemybooks2020, “Loved it!. “In            , Rochelle Weinstein writes of Avery, a woman
who finds herself on a trip to confront the painful losses of her past while forging an unlikely
intergenerational bond with her fiancée’s teenage daughter. With the strong voice and insightful
prose for which she has become known, Weinstein builds a powerful and memorable story of
homecoming, first love, second chances, the truths that set us free and the families we find for
ourselves.”—Pam Jenoff  When Avery Beckett is proposed to by Jude Masters, a widowed
father and the man she loves, it should be a time of great joy. Instead, Avery is on edge. She’s
wary of the idea of family, doubtful of happy endings, and too afraid to take the leap. It’s the kind
of fear that comes from having secrets.  Before Avery commits to a new life, she must reconcile
with the one she left behind.  When Avery returns to her childhood farm in the North Carolina
mountains, she’s surprised to be saddled with a companion: Jude’s teenage daughter, Elle,
who’s grappling with the loss of her mother and the complicated emotions of first love. On a path
of mending wounds and breaking down walls, Avery and Elle form an unexpected alliance. It’s
giving them the courage to move forward. And for Avery, everything she needs to confront the
past.  An emotional tale of mothers and daughters, loss and acceptance,            is
about the lessons that come from heartbreak and the healing it takes to embrace the joy of a
second chance.  Thank you for this magnificent story! It reminded me of              ,



which I loved!  The mother/daughter stories always get me.  This is out May 17th. ”

Miss W Book Reviews, “Wonderful Women's Fiction. When We Let Go by Rochelle Weinstein
was an incredibly well written emotional journey that I was thrilled to go on.The protagonist,
Avery Beckett has just declined her boyfriend's Jude marriage proposal. She has some secrets
that she hasn't shared with him from her past. Instead, she goes back to her hometown to take
care of her ailing father.The characters are complex, flawed, and complicated. This is a story of
grief, guilt, moving on and carrying on. The story is emotional yet well written.The story explores
what it really means to let go. To let go in order to move on and live our most authentic lives. A
wonderful women's fiction book that I very much enjoyed.”

Jonann Sandvig, “Loving story. When We Let Go by Rochelle B. Weinstein, will capture your
heart. Anyone with children will fall in love with this book!  Avery and Jude live in Miami and are
in love. Jude lost his wife and his three children are still dealing with the loss. Sixteen year old
Elle is taking her dad's ongoing relationship with Avery very hard. Elle does not want Avery as
her step-mom. She wonders why Avery has the right to walk into their family and take over the
parenting responsibilities. Elle deeply misses her mom and wants her back.Elle acts out her pain
by drinking and smoking pot. One night Elle gets drunk and falls asleep in the back of Avery's
car. Unbeknownst to Elle, there is an emergency. Avery's dad is in the hospital and Avery quickly
leaves and drives to her childhood home in North Carolina to be by her dad's bedside. Both
ladies soon discover they are hilariously confined in the car together. Will this be the trip of a
lifetime or end in disaster?When We Let Go is a very sweet story with humor generously
sprinkled in. The story discusses tough topics such as grief, loss and mental illness. This novel
would make a great Hallmark movie!When We Let Go is available on May 17th. (3.5 bumped up
to 4 Stars)A huge thank you to NetGalley and Lake Union Publishing, for allowing me to review
this heartwarming book. I truly appreciate your kindness.”

Maureen, “Healing and Forgiveness. The author has given a read that is full of love and loss, the
hard part of moving on after devastation.Be ready for this book to grab you, full of emotions, and
the outcome is unknown until the end.The young woman, Avery, has suffered the loss of her love
and child, gone, and she blames herself. She also has become estranged from her sister, the
woman who raised her beginning at age 8.We are also given Luke, a man who has lost his wife
and mother of his three children, two boys, and a young teenage daughter Elle.After reacting
badly when Jude proposes, Avery receives devastating news, and has to head home to NC, not
realizing she has a stowaway!This is a journey to healing and forgiveness. In the end it is
forgiving yourself before you can move on.I received this book through Net Galley and Lake
Union Publishing, and was not required to give a positive review.”

The book by Rochelle B. Weinstein has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 43 people have provided
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