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			PRAISE FOR JOAN IS OKAY

			
				“Joan’s dry wit is downright hilarious, sometimes unintentionally, sometimes as a coping mechanism…. Wang doesn’t mute Joan’s rage, but leaves it always bubbling under the surface…. It’s there in her sly comebacks to…low-key racism and attempts to dehumanize her…. Through funny, weird and touching moments, Wang depicts…grief as messy, nonlinear and palpable…. In taut prose, Wang masterfully balances the many terrors of this pandemic alongside Joan’s intimate, interior struggles [and] raises provocative questions about motherhood, daughterhood, belonging and the many definitions of ‘home.’ What do we owe our parents? Our children? And are any of us OK?”

				—The New York Times Book Review

				“By exploring the spectrum of commitment—from doubts about one’s career and cultural identity, as depicted in Wang’s debut novel Chemistry, to a deep passion for one’s calling that seems tantamount to faith in Joan Is Okay—Weike Wang has shown us myriad ways to build a sense of home, myriad ways to feel okay in our skin.”

				—NPR

				“Joan is an irresistibly quirky—and strong—character helming a wry, wise and simply spectacular book.”

				—People (Book of the Week)

				“Engaging and funny…In Joan, Wang has created a compelling character, utterly distinct, and the novel is carried by her dispassionate, clear-eyed, and often drily amusing narration. [The book’s] powerful insights will resonate with many.”

				—Claire Messud, Harper’s

				“Rarely has cross-cultural bewilderment been rendered more hilariously, or with such understated poignancy…. It’s remarkable how much Wang packs into her beguilingly quick and readable 224 pages: a story of immigrant aspiration, a medically informed reflection on the pandemic, a portrait of a woman trying to figure out the culture into which she was born by watching Seinfeld, and an examination of why someone might not want to be different (or, for that matter, indifferent).”

				—Pico Iyer, Air Mail

				“Wang’s dry wit…is irresistible.”

				—Chicago Tribune (Best Books of 2022)

				“Spare yet humorous, this is a moving portrait of a woman navigating misogyny and xenophobia as she attempts to find her place in the world.”

				—Harper’s Bazaar

				“A smart, powerful, and very contemporary read that touches on the sorts of struggles that are shaping the very world we live in today.”

				—Town & Country

				“I was lucky enough to get my hands on a review copy of this novel…. The quirky protagonist reminded me of some people in my family, who don’t always “get” social norms but are fully themselves, and you love them all the more for it…. Wang’s debut Chemistry won eight gazillion awards, and I won’t be surprised if this [novel] does, too.”

				—Joanna Goddard, Cup of Jo

				“Wang’s sense of humor makes this both a page-turner and a poignant reflection on the familial ruptures caused by immigrating.”

				—BuzzFeed

				“The uncomfortable humor and weird politics of family are front and center in this new book from the author of acclaimed novel, Chemistry…. [D]elivered with surprisingly caustic wit.”

				—Esquire (Best Books of 2022)

				“Wry [and] affecting…Wang masterfully manages this emotional landscape on the page.”

				—The A.V. Club

				“A timely book that’s just right for our time.”

				—Ms.

				“Witty [and] moving.”

				—Electric Lit

				“Weike Wang treats her protagonist with both humor and respect…. A complex, fascinating character…[Joan Is Okay] raises important questions about origins, belonging and home.”

				—Bookreporter

				“Insightful and hopeful.”

				—BookRiot

				“[Wang] offers up subtle, yet startling insights on work, family, and identity.”

				—Poets & Writers

				“Joan is such an idiosyncratic character, and Wang’s style so wry and piercing, that the novel is its own category: a character study about otherness set partly against the backdrop of early-pandemic anti-Asian sentiment that manages to be both profound and witty. A novel as one of a kind as its memorable main character.”

				—Kirkus Reviews

				“Profound [and] consistently refreshing…Wang offers candid explorations of family dynamics…. A tender and enduring portrayal of the difficulties of forging one’s own path after spending a life between cultures.”

				—Publishers Weekly

				“This novel made me laugh, think, feel a bunch of things, laugh some more. And then, when I was least expecting, it snuck up and kicked me in the gut so hard I cried. Joan’s voice and worldview are hard to shake, and Weike Wang’s writing is immensely rewarding and enjoyable. I really, really didn’t want this book to end.”

				—Charles Yu, National Book Award–winning author of Interior Chinatown

				“Plucky, mordant, unflappable, the ‘doctor daughter’ of Chinese parents, Joan resists the American lures of affluence, consumer aesthetics, and sitcom romance. Joan Is Okay charts the internal story of the mythic immigrant success narrative in a tragicomedy about the costs of generational betterment.”

				—Mona Simpson, author of My Hollywood and Casebook

				“I loved this book, once I could finally read it: The rest of my family took turns stealing it off my desk, cackling with glee, debating which characters were their favorites. This is an Asian-American novel like no other, set in the heart of the pandemic, in the city I call home. Joan is my hero.”

				—Ed Park, author of Personal Days

				“This brilliant, precise, and often excruciatingly funny novel captures a truly unique heroine of the new American era, whose steadfast refusal to succumb to cliched cultural norms wins your deepest admiration, at the same time as her emotional vulnerability breaks your heart.”

				—Lara Vapnyar, author of Divide Me By Zero

				“I am staggered by Weike Wang’s humor, heart, and brilliance. I loved Joan and I am pressing this book into your hands.”

				—Lily King, author of Writers and Lovers

				“Joan is a character I will be thinking about for a long time to come. Her extreme naivete, her lack of filter, her drive—in some ways, she’s the opposite of the protagonist in Weike Wang’s debut novel, Chemistry (one of my favorite books ever!) but they share a similar core in many ways, shaped by their similar childhoods with parents who longed to return to China, even if that meant being away from their own children. The spare, staccato prose works to accentuate the characterization to great effect. I could not put this book down.”

				—Angie Kim, author of Miracle Creek

				“Joan Is Okay offers no easy solution or false cheer for troubling times. Rather, Weike Wang takes us into the heart of the matter: death, dysfunction, COVID, xenophobia, misogyny, and the chronic misapprehension that passes between people of good intentions. The miracle that emerges, then, is just how funny this book is, how compassionate and visionary.”

				—Joshua Ferris, author of A Calling for Charlie Barnes

				“With gimlet-eyed observation and laced with darkly biting wit, Joan Is Okay is a deeply felt portrait of a woman who’s effaced herself to survive—and how, in the face of devastating loss, she’s forced to confront her grief and her place in the world. In her second novel, Weike Wang masterfully probes the existential uncertainty of being other in America.”

				—Celeste Ng, New York Times bestselling author of Little Fires Everywhere

				“Joan Is Okay is a scathingly witty primer on how and how not to manage the impossibilities of either practicing medicine or being an immigrant in America, as well as a moving evocation of the kinds of both isolation and solace inherent in being a workaholic. Weike Wang is wonderful at understated sadness presented without a twinge of self-pity.”

				—Jim Shepard, author of The Book of Aron

				“An engrossing and disarming novel. Joan is fine—self-contained and smart. The problem is other people. I loved this book and didn’t want it to end.”

				—Marcy Dermansky, author of Very Nice

				“Joan is the perfect guide for our troubled times. She interprets American culture and immigrant life with rare wisdom and laugh-out-loud humor. I was left circling sentence after sentence. Wang’s writing glows, and offers readers profound and perceptive insights about how we define home, health, work, and family.”

				—Heidi Pitlor, author of Impersonation

				“Joan isn’t just okay, she’s wonderful. I could listen to her smart, witty voice forever. Incisive yet tender, written with elegant style and delicious comic verve, Wang’s story of the day-to-day life of a gifted young Chinese-American ICU doctor amply fulfills the outstanding promise of her debut novel.”

				—Sigrid Nunez, National Book Award–winning author of The Friend

				“I would read anything Weike Wang writes, even a cereal box. With skillful and singular insight, humor, and heart, in her new novel Wang navigates impossible-to-talk-about territory: grief, family, the straddling of two cultures. Joan Is Okay, like Joan herself, is brilliant, subtly powerful, and different—in the best way.”

				—Rachel Khong, author of Goodbye, Vitamin

				“Written in a distinct, original style, this story is subtle, nuanced, intense. It shows the complicated facets of the immigrant experience and speaks to many current immigrants’ condition. Unflinchingly, Joan Is Okay challenges some of our fundamental views on home, belonging, family. A smart, quietly engaging novel that is also warm and moving.”

				—Ha Jin, National Book Award–winning author of Waiting

				“Full of sly wit, off-kilter observations, and misanthropic poetry, Joan Is Okay introduces us to an unforgettable woman uninterested in the conventions pushed on her—by family, co-workers, and neighbors. So Joan forges her own path, one that may seem avoidant, workaholic, and even dangerous on the surface, but ultimately proves to be a testament to her idiosyncratic spirit in the face of life-changing grief. Wang asks us to reconsider our definitions of home and work, and examine our desire to label certain lives as ‘healthy’ and others ‘unwell.’ This is a novel for fans of Sayaka Murata’s Convenience Store Woman, and Wang’s own award-winning Chemistry. Readers will find in Joan a kindred soul.”

				—Lillian Li, author of Number One Chinese Restaurant 
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					In the time of Hippocrates and Galen, the human body was said to have four humors, of which blood was deemed the most dominant. An excess of humor was thought to cause poor health, thus giving great importance to the practice of bloodletting.

				

			

		

	
		
		
			WHEN I THINK ABOUT PEOPLE, I think about space, how much space a person takes up and how much use that person provides. I am just under five feet tall and just under a hundred pounds. Briefly I thought I would exceed five feet, and while that would’ve been fine, I also didn’t need the extra height. To stay just under something gives me a sense of comfort, as when it rains and I can open an umbrella over my head.

			Today someone said that I looked like a mouse. Five six and 290 pounds, he, in a backless gown with nonslip tube socks, said that my looking like a mouse made him wary. He asked how old I was. What schools had I gone to, and were they prestigious? Then where were my degrees from these prestigious schools?

			My degrees are large and framed, I said. I don’t carry them around.

			While not a mouse, I do have prosaic features. My eyes, hooded and lashless. I have very thin eyebrows.

			I told the man that he could try another hospital or come back at another time. But high chance that I would still be here and he would still think that I looked like a mouse.

			I read somewhere that empathy is repeating the last three words of a sentence and nodding your head.

			My twenties were spent in school, and a girl in her twenties is said to be in her prime. After that decade, all is lost. They must mean looks, because what could a female brain be worth, and how long could one last?

			Being in school often felt like a race. I was told to grab time and if I didn’t—that is, reach out the window and pull time in like a messenger dove—someone else in another car would. The road was full of cars, limousines, and Priuses, but there were a limited number of doves. With this image in mind, I can no longer ride in a vehicle with the windows down. Inevitably I will look for the dove and offer my hand out to be cut off.

			

			—

			MY FATHER’S STROKE WAS fatal, having followed the natural course of a stroke of that magnitude to its predictable end. Usually people die from complications and I was grateful he hadn’t. Complications would’ve angered him, actually, to have died not from a single blow but from a total system shutdown, which was slower, more painful, and revealed just how vulnerable a person could be. Months prior, he had complained of headaches and eye pressure. I told him to get some tests done and he said that he would, which meant he wouldn’t. In China, my father ran a construction company that, in the last decade, had finally seen success. He was a typical workaholic and for most of my childhood, adolescence, adulthood, not often around.

			When I got the news, I was in my office at the hospital, at work. My father had tripped over a bundle of projector cords during a meeting and bounced his head off a chair. As my mother was explaining—either the fall triggered the stroke or the stroke triggered the fall—I asked her to put the phone next to his ear. He was already unconscious, but hearing is the last sense to go. Given the time difference on my side, only morning in Manhattan since I was twelve hours behind, my father was still en route to the meeting that by my mother’s accounts was meant to be ordinary.

			I asked my father how his drive was going and if he could, just for today, take a few hours off. He obviously didn’t reply, but I said either way this went, I was proud of him. He had never planned to retire and remained, until the very end, doing what he loved.

			Chuàng, I said into the phone, and raised my fist into the air.

			After my mother hung up, I sat there for a while, not facing the computer, and that was my mistake.

			Having seen my fist go up, the two other doctors in the office asked whom I’d been talking to and what was that strange sound I just made. I said my father and that the sound was closer to a word but the word meant nothing.

			My colleagues didn’t know I spoke Chinese, and I wanted to keep it that way to avoid any confusion. But the word did mean something, it had many different definitions, one of which was “to begin.”

			It was late September, and my female colleague Madeline was teasing my male colleague Reese about summer, which was his favorite season so he was sad to see it go.

			Only little girls like summers, Madeline said to Reese, little girls in flower crowns and paisley dresses.

			Reese was a six-two, 190-pound all-American guy who went on casual dates with lots of women but flirted with only Madeline at work. I’m madly in love with you, he would say to her, in front of other colleagues like me, and Madeline would either ignore him completely or relentlessly try to get him back. Madeline was a five-seven, 139-pound robust German woman with a slight accent. She has had the same software engineer boyfriend for seven years, and they lived in an apartment with lots of plants.

			What’s wrong? Madeline asked, sensing that I had been turned away from my monitor for too long.

			I asked if one of them could cover my weekend shift. I apologized for the short notice, but I had to leave.

			Both were happy to do it and even commended my request, since like my father I was a workaholic and known to never take time off. They asked where I was going and I said China, but just for the weekend. Then I turned from them and started packing up my things.

			Fine, don’t tell us, said Reese.

			I know what it is, Madeline said with a mischievous glint. You’re off to get married. You’re going to elope.

			Elope is a funny word and, in hospital-speak for patients, meant “to leave the building at the risk of yourself and without a doctor’s consent.”

			After I mentioned my father’s passing, Madeline gasped, covering her mouth and, for a second, shutting her eyes. Through her fingers, she asked if that had been my last conversation with him, and the sound I made, was it, then, a sound of grief?

			I said, No, not really, and left it at that.

			Reese and Madeline asked me a few more questions, like when I last saw him, and how long has it been since I left China?

			You were born there, no? Reese asked, and I said I was born in the Bay Area.

			California, Madeline said. A great place to be born.

			But Oakland, I said, to not seem like I was giving my birthplace too much credit.

			Right, Reese said.

			Still, Madeline said.

			I told them that the last time I saw my father was in spring. He had been in New York for business, a possible opportunity here, a new client, and, on his way back to JFK, drove past the hospital and met me in its first-floor atrium that had fake greenery and a small café. He bought me a cup of coffee and I was almost done with it when he had to leave and catch his flight. But to China, I rarely went, nor did I consider myself too Chinese.

			The moment those words left my mouth, I wondered why I had said them. What was wrong with being too Chinese? Yet it’d always seemed that something was.

			I felt a draft but that was impossible. Our shared office was a windowless room with a dozen desks lined up against the walls and a refreshments station in the back. The door opened to a hall that had no open windows and was used only to transport equipment. A folded-up wheelchair, an empty bed, pushed by hunched-over techs.

			Madeline asked if I wanted some gum and it seemed we all did, so we passed the gum packet around and discussed the fresh minty flavor. She asked if I wanted the rest of the pack, international flights were long. How long exactly?

			I said sixteen hours, to which Reese replied shit.

			I was surprised that neither asked where in China I was going. The country was huge and much of it rural. Google Maps didn’t work there. But there were only two cities most people knew about, and I was going not to the capital but the other one by the sea.

			

			—

			I MET MY ONLY brother at JFK later that night. Eight years older, he was in what he called the new and fit middle age. It didn’t matter to him what age I was (thirty-six)—I was younger, would always be, and he liked to tell me what to do.

			Fang was rich now, his Connecticut house massive. Since he had arranged the travel, we boarded first class, where I had a small room by myself, my seat the size of a one-person L-shaped sectional, with a divider to my left that pulled open and closed. For the hour before takeoff, my brother visited me in my room to talk about how great first-class amenities were: the meals and service, different options of heated blankets, ability to recline and lie down, the L’Occitane bathroom kit, blue pajamas with red piping—things our father never had nor could appreciate.

			Because he grew up in a village, I said.

			It wasn’t a village, Fang said. A small town in the countryside, yes, but not a village. Don’t talk about things you don’t understand.

			Then Fang explained the L’Occitane kit. He opened his bag and held each item out between his two index fingers. This was a mini tube of toothpaste. This was a retractable comb, earplugs, moisturizer, and cologne. Tiny, powerful mints. He promised that once I flew first class, I would never be the same, there was no other way to travel.

			When the meals came, we ate them in our respective rooms with silverware and drank our glass flutes of Veuve Clicquot. From across the aisle, Fang asked when I would be getting promoted at work, and I said I was already an attending/the most senior person in the room.

			Sure, he said. But it can’t hurt to ask, there’s got to be one position higher. I said probably. He replied most definitely. Then we finished the champagne and gave back our meal trays and prepared for sleep.

			But for the entirety of the flight, I didn’t sleep. I didn’t use the L’Occitane kit or my blue pajamas. By accident, I pushed the call button, and soon a pretty Asian flight attendant came by to ask if I needed fresh towels for my face or help with my recline. Her teeth were very white and she said that a total recline was what these chairs were built to do, to go flat like a twin-sized bed and provide passengers maximal support. Unbelievable to me that she could smile and talk at the same time, a task I once thought humanly impossible. When I didn’t have a request for her, the pretty attendant reclined my sectional, pulled closed my room divider again, and dimmed the lights.

			Waiting for us at Pudong airport was our mother with newly permed hair, a colorful crossbody purse, and ankles that shimmered from her translucent silk socks. My mother liked to break my name into two syllables.

			Joan-na, she said, and assessed my shoulder.

			During residency, I had lost the weight of a forearm. I’d since gained it back, but my mother still liked to check, and to ask if I was eating enough, if I had already eaten, if I could eat any more.

			Greetings between some families can be so anticlimactic. My mother and I spoke often enough through phone calls and texts, but after two years physically apart, there were no big embraces or kisses.

			She didn’t greet Fang as he was already at baggage claim, ahead of the crowd. I had forgotten about crowds in China, that being in a crowd here was like being lost at sea, and for airports, train stations—for any transportation hub, any city really—for all the tourist sites, all the shopping centers, especially around the holidays, especially food markets, escalators, the phrase rén hǎi exists, or “people sea.”

			By now, Fang was twenty feet ahead of us at a sleek black booth, calling us a private sedan. In the sedan, he gave the suited-up driver with white gloves no directions. He said just the name of the hotel and the driver was off.

			I was checked in with simply a handshake.

			Hotel amenities: a three-inch binder.

			

			—

			A HUNDRED PEOPLE CAME to my father’s funeral, most I didn’t know. He had two brothers and many friends. My mother has a brother, two sisters, and more friends. These aunts and uncles I’d spent less than a week with in total for the entirety of my life.

			Eighteen years ago, my parents moved back to Shanghai and have lived there ever since. Once I was bound for college, they saw their jobs as parents complete. Fang was already established then and I was on my way. None of their siblings had immigrated, and my parents were still not as comfortable in America as they’d hoped. So, after they left, it was just me and my brother in the States, the rest of our immediate family abroad.

			At the funeral, I couldn’t talk about my father in a significant way, and once I got a few words out others just wanted me to stop. Afterward, a smaller group of us gathered for dinner at an upscale restaurant, in a private room. The room had a round banquet table with a lazy Susan wheel built in. Customary in this country for families to sit for hours-long meals and turn this wheel back and forth, politely forcing everyone to eat. Once one meal ended, another began. Elaborate dishes were brought out, at least ten varieties of soup. Children would run around the table, laugh hysterically, and hide behind the upholstered chairs.

			But there were no children at this dinner and I wondered why. To the woman next to me, I asked where so-and-so was. She pointed to herself. She was this former so-and-so, my father’s youngest brother’s second child, now my cousin of twenty-two.

			Oh, I said.

			Hasn’t China changed? my cousin asked. In the last ten years, it’s become brand new.

			I said I didn’t know the country too well.

			She said that given how my face was Chinese it was a shame to know nothing about myself.

			We pushed the lazy Susan clockwise and then counterclockwise.

			About our country, continued my cousin, it used to be poor, but now we have caught up. We have surpassed most Western countries, even yours.

			She showed me her fancy leather wallet and told me the price. She passed me her new phone, which she noted was even more advanced than mine. So palpable to me what she was trying to prove. Everything was a race.

			I told my cousin that I was sorry for her loss. My father was a good uncle to you and a good comrade overall.

			

			—

			TO RESUME WORK ON MONDAY, I had to fly back the next day. Neither Fang nor my mother suggested otherwise, as they both knew my job had come to define me and in China there was not much for me to do. My aunts had already helped my mother clean out the apartment; other family and friends regularly brought over food. My brother was also staying another two weeks to settle the rest of my father’s accounts.

			Fang had stronger ties to China than I did and knew more people at the funeral. Born in Shanghai, he was raised by my parents until age six and then by my mother’s side—her own parents and siblings—after she and my father left for America. Common of many families at the time, that only the parents went first, and the phrase “it takes a village” has never sounded hyperbolic to me but the truth. Plan was to send for him sooner, but by accident I was born and a few more years had to pass. From Oakland, my parents and I moved to Kansas. Then one grandparent died, followed swiftly by the other. There was a day in Wichita when I didn’t know I had a sibling, and within twenty-four hours, an older brother appeared. To curious neighbors, he was simply a relative from China, visiting for a little while. Odd and obvious. A twelve-year-old boy who looked so much like my mother and half like me.

			At Pudong, I went to the ticket counter to trade my first-class seat for coach. The airline clerk squinted and asked if this was what I really wanted. Once I switched to economy, I wouldn’t be able to switch back. The seats in economy didn’t recline into beds, I would be without L’Occitane kits and Veuve Clicquot, no more pretty flight attendant with white teeth.

			Economy isn’t a good time, she said in English, and if I was doing this to experience poverty or connect with the masses, it wasn’t a well-conceived idea.

			Clearly, she thought I was insane. While holding my blue US passport, she told her colleague beside her in Shanghainese that I probably had a disease. The colloquialism she used can be said in jest, can be well-meaning or serious. It means that something is not right about this person, that literally she has mismanaged one or two of her nerves.

			The flight back was shorter, fourteen hours with a tailwind. In coach, I slept most of the way and woke up to find that I had missed both meal services included with the price. My father hated waste, so I asked the average-looking flight attendant with yellow teeth if I could have a snack.

			You see, my father, I said to her, he would’ve been hungry, and I still need to respect his wishes.

			She said not too happily that she would see what she could do.

			Before landing, we hit a long stretch of turbulence that prevented anyone in coach from moving freely in the aisles. From a distance, she threw me a bag of apple slices and a shrug. The slices weren’t crisp but grainy and wet. Still, I ate them all and saved the bag.

			

			—

			A COMMON CONFUSION IS between intensive and emergency care. The latter is chaotic, usually on the first floor near the ambulance drop-off, in a room without dividers or enough beds. Someone might scream, Doctor! and because no one answers, that person screams on. Intensive care is just the opposite. It’s the best care that a hospital can give, and the room is quiet except for machine sounds, alarms that go on and off.

			Just as radiologists know their imaging, ICU doctors know machines, ones that push oxygen into you, the all-mighty vent; ones that clean your blood, dialysis; the pumps, aka drips, that deliver medication and sedation through a central line directly to the heart. With many machines come many tubes. The endotracheal tube down the throat and to the vent for air, the nasogastric tube to the stomach for food, rectal tubes for stool, a foley for the bladder, etc. Fluid control was imperative. Too much fluid in and the body would swell. Too much fluid out and it would desiccate.

			At my interview three years ago, the director asked why I chose intensive care, and I said I liked the purity of it, the total sense of control. Machines can tell you things that the people attached to them can’t, I said. I liked that the sick didn’t stay with us long, but for the stint that they do, we give it our all.

			A sprinter, I described myself. The idea of longitudinal care wasn’t for me.

			My director praised my honesty and offered me the attending position right then. More so than any authority figure I’d met before, he seemed to believe in me and agreed with my point about machines. From then on I knew that we were a match.

			In any specialty, an attending is expected to lead and guide her interns and residents along in their careers. To become an attending, I had trained for twelve years. The job was to teach machine readings, and a question I liked to ask was how is this patient interacting with her machine, what’s the dance there like? If a patient fought, machine and patient became dyssynchronous. If they danced, the two were synchronous. Usually, the patient fought. Our innate drives to breathe and to dance alone are strong.

			I taught on average three to five hours a day; the other hours were spent supervising. Procedures that I did in half the time pre-attending, I watched someone else do in double. If learning required mistakes, then teaching required watching different people make the same mistakes. Teaching was relentless déjà vu but grounding. It cemented the idea that we are all the same—height and weight did not matter, and the possibility of failure (or success) for anyone was never too far off.

			To streamline the instruction process, I had a habit of printing double-sided handouts, and during morning rounds, the sound that I waited for and enjoyed most was that of my eight-person team, the pharmacist included, turning their pages in unison and on cue. The sound reminded me of the wind, which reminded me of being outside, which I currently was not.

			At my first-year review, the director asked if I liked my new role here.

			I said I did.

			Did I respect my team?

			I said I respected them on more days than not.

			He commended my honesty again. Anything else he could help me with? Anything at all?

			As
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