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Acclaim for Between Two Kingdoms

‘Will resonate with anyone who is living a different life than the one they had planned.’ Tara Westover, author of Educated

‘No more doomscrolling. Read this book instead … Full of wisdom and resilience.’ Adam Grant, author of Originals

‘Suleika Jaouad’s memoir is a work of breathtaking creativity and heart-stopping humanity. A story of her cancer journey on the surface, it goes beyond the clichés of “inspiration”, “resilience” and “courage” into the depth of her own pain and lost years, and also the spirits of countless strangers (sick and well) whom she meets along the highway of life and illuminates with rare generosity and grace. A deeply moving and passionate work of art, it’s quite unlike anything I’ve ever read, and will forever be imprinted upon my heart.’ Elizabeth Gilbert, author of Eat Pray Love

‘I was immersed for the whole ride and would follow Jaouad anywhere. Her sensory snapshots remain in my mind long after reading … Not only can Jaouad tolerate the unbearable feelings, she can reshape them into poetry … Her writing restores the moon, lights the way as we learn to endure the unknown.’ Chanel Miller, The New York Times Book Review

‘A deeply touching account of learning to live in the now, because nothing else is promised. I loved it.’ Kathryn Mannix, author of With the End in Mind

‘A beautiful, elegant, and heartbreaking book that provides a glimpse into the kingdom of illness … Suleika Jaouad avoids sentimentality but manages to convey the depth of the emotional turmoil that illness can bring into our lives.’ Siddhartha Mukherjee, author of The Emperor of All Maladies

‘Yes, Between Two Kingdoms is a cancer memoir. It’s a coming of age story. A road trip adventure. A survival story. It’s also a love story, but it is not romantic love that saves Jaouad. No, it’s bigger than that … The timing of this memoir is just right. After nearly a year of living through a pandemic, we all understand isolation and grief, endurance and healing more than we did before. Delivering a hopeful message when we need it the most … A transformative read.’ The Washington Post

‘One of 2021’s most highly anticipated new books.’ Newsweek

‘Changing the conversation about what it means to thrive in the wake of illness and life’s unexpected interruptions.’ TED

‘“Inspirational” doesn’t really cut it when you’re talking about Suleika Jaouad.’ Refinery29

‘Here is the key to Between Two Kingdoms – Jaouad’s disarming honesty. There is no self-pity in this telling and few of the expected pieties … Jaouad is writing about a process, a back-and-forth. In the tension between health and sickness, past and present, a new balance must be forged.’ Los Angeles Times




For Melissa Carroll and Max Ritvo—the ink behind it all.

And for all the others who crossed the river too soon.




Until death, it is all life.

—MIGUEL DE CERVANTES




Author’s Note

TO WRITE THIS BOOK, I relied upon my journals, my medical records, and interviews I conducted with many of the people who appear in the story, as well as my own memory. I’ve also included excerpts of letters, some of which have been lightly edited for the sake of brevity.



To preserve the anonymity of certain individuals, I modified identifying details and changed the following names, listed in alphabetical order: Dennis, Estelle, Jake, Joanie, Karen, Sean, and Will.
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PART ONE




1

The Itch

IT BEGAN WITH an itch. Not a metaphorical itch to travel the world or some quarter-life crisis, but a literal, physical itch. A maddening, claw-at-your-skin, keep-you-up-at-night itch that surfaced during my senior year of college, first on the tops of my feet and then moving up my calves and thighs. I tried to resist scratching, but the itch was relentless, spreading across the surface of my skin like a thousand invisible mosquito bites. Without realizing what I was doing, my hand began meandering down my legs, my nails raking my jeans in search of relief, before burrowing under the hem to sink directly into flesh. I itched during my part-time job at the campus film lab. I itched under the big wooden desk of my library carrel. I itched while dancing with friends on the beer-slicked floors of basement taprooms. I itched while I slept. A scree of oozing nicks, thick scabs, and fresh scars soon marred my legs as if they had been beaten with rose thistles. Bloody harbingers of a mounting struggle taking place inside of me.

“It might be a parasite you picked up while studying abroad,” a Chinese herbalist told me before sending me off with foul-smelling supplements and bitter teas. A nurse at the college health center thought it might be eczema and recommended a cream. A general practitioner surmised that it was stress-related and gave me samples of an antianxiety medication. But no one seemed to know for sure, so I tried not to make a big deal out of it. I hoped it would clear up on its own.

Every morning, I would crack the door of my dorm room, scan the hall, and sprint in my towel to the communal bathroom before anyone could see my limbs. I washed my skin with a wet cloth, watching the crimson streaks swirl down the shower drain. I slathered myself in drugstore potions made of witch hazel tonic and I plugged my nose as I drank the bitter tea concoctions. Once the weather turned too warm to wear jeans every day, I invested in a collection of opaque black tights. I purchased dark-colored sheets to mask the rusty stains. And when I had sex, I had sex with the lights off.

Along with the itch came the naps. The naps that lasted two, then four, then six hours. No amount of sleep seemed to appease my body. I began dozing through orchestra rehearsals and job interviews, deadlines and dinner, only to wake up feeling even more depleted. “I’ve never felt so tired in my life,” I confessed to my friends one day, as we were walking to class. “Me too, me too,” they commiserated. Everyone was tired. We’d witnessed more sunrises in the last semester than we had in our entire lives, a combination of logging long hours at the library to finish our senior theses followed by boozy parties that raged until dawn. I lived at the heart of the Princeton campus, on the top floor of a Gothic-style dorm, crested with turrets and grimacing gargoyles. At the end of yet another late night, my friends would congregate in my room for one last nightcap. My room had big cathedral windows and we liked to sit on the sills with our legs dangling over the edge, watching as drunken revelers stumbled home and the first amber rays streaked the stone-paved courtyard. Graduation was on the horizon, and we were determined to savor these final weeks together before we all scattered, even if that meant pushing our bodies to their limits.

And yet, I worried my fatigue was different.

Alone in my bed, after everyone had gone, I sensed a feasting taking place under my skin, something wending its way through my arteries, gnawing at my sanity. As my energy evaporated and the itch intensified, I told myself it was because the parasite’s appetite was growing. But deep down, I doubted there ever was a parasite. I began to wonder if the real problem was me.



In the months that followed, I felt at sea, close to sinking, grasping at anything that might buoy me. For a while I managed. I graduated, then joined my classmates in the mass exodus to New York City. I found an ad on Craigslist for a spare bedroom in a large, floor-through loft located above an art supply store on Canal Street. It was the summer of 2010 and a heat wave had sucked the oxygen out of the city. As I emerged from the subway, the stench of festering garbage smacked me in the face. Commuters and hordes of tourists shopping for knockoff designer bags jostled each other on the sidewalks. The apartment was a third-floor walk-up and by the time I lugged my suitcase to the front door, sweat had turned my white tank top see-through. I introduced myself to my new roommates; there were nine of them. They were all in their twenties and aspiring something-or-others: three actors, two models, a chef, a jewelry designer, a graduate student, and a financial analyst. Eight hundred dollars a month bought each of us our own windowless cave partitioned by paper-thin drywall that a slumlord had erected to get the most bang for his buck.

I had scored a summer internship at the Center for Constitutional Rights, and when I showed up on my first day, I felt awed to be in the same room as some of the most fearless civil liberties lawyers in the country. The work felt important, but the internship was unpaid and living in New York City was like walking around with a giant hole in my wallet. I quickly blew through the two thousand dollars I’d saved up over the school year. Even with the babysitting and restaurant jobs I worked in the evenings, I was barely scraping by.

Imagining my future—expansive yet empty—filled me with terror. In moments when I allowed myself to daydream, it thrilled me, too. The possibilities of who I might become and where I might land felt infinite, a spool of ribbon unfurling far beyond what my mind’s eye could see. I envisioned a career as a foreign correspondent in North Africa, where my dad is from and where I’d lived for a stint as a kid. I also toyed with the idea of law school, which seemed like a more prudent route. Frankly, I needed money. I had only been able to attend an Ivy League college because I’d received a full scholarship. But out here, in the real world, I didn’t have the same kind of safety nets—trust funds, family connections, six-figure jobs on Wall Street—as many of my classmates.

It was easier to fret about the uncertainty ahead than to confront another, even more unsettling shift. During my last semester, to combat the fatigue, I had chugged caffeinated energy drinks. When those stopped working, a boy I’d briefly dated gave me some of his Adderall to survive finals. But soon that wasn’t enough either. Cocaine was a party staple in my circle of friends, and there were always guys hanging around who offered a line here and there for free. Nobody batted an eye when I started partaking. My roommates in the Canal Street loft had turned out to be hard-partying types, too. I began to take uppers the way some people add an extra shot of espresso to their coffee—a means to an end, a way to stave off my deepening exhaustion. In my journal, I wrote: Stay afloat.



By the last days of summer, I struggled to recognize myself. The muffled sound of my alarm clock dragged like a dull knife through dreamless sleep. Each morning, I’d stumble out of bed and stand in front of the floor-length mirror, taking inventory of the damage. Scratches and streaks of drying blood covered my legs in new places. My hair hung to my waist in dull, chaotic waves that I was too tired to brush. Shadowy crescents deepened into dark moons under big bloodshot eyes. Too burned-out to face sunlight, I started showing up later and later to my internship; then, one day, I stopped showing up altogether.

I disliked the person I was becoming—a person who tumbled headfirst into each day, in constant motion but without any sense of direction; a person who reconstructed blackouts, night after night, like some private investigator; a person who constantly reneged on commitments; a person who was too embarrassed to pick up her parents’ phone calls. This isn’t me, I thought, staring at my reflection with disgust. I needed to clean up my act. I needed to find a real job, one that paid. I needed some distance from my college crew and my Canal Street roommates. I needed to get the hell out of New York City, and soon.

On an August morning, a few days after I quit the internship, I rose early and took my laptop out to the fire escape and started searching for jobs. It had been a rainless summer, and the sun blazed, baking my skin to a tan, leaving little white dots like braille all over my legs where the scratching had scarred. A position for a paralegal at an American law firm in Paris caught my eye, and on a whim I decided to apply. I spent all day working on my cover letter. I made sure to mention that French was my first language and that I spoke some Arabic, too, hoping for a competitive edge. Being a paralegal wasn’t my ideal job—I didn’t even really know what it entailed—but it seemed like the kind of thing a sensible person might do. Mostly, I thought that a change of scenery could save me from my increasingly reckless behavior. Moving to Paris wasn’t a bucket list item: it was my escape plan.



A few nights before I left the city for good, I found myself at my third party of the evening, where investment bankers in upturned collars sat hunched over caterpillar-thick lines of cocaine, sweating as they talked animatedly about their stock portfolios, summer rentals in Montauk, and on and on. It was 5:00 a.m., and this wasn’t my scene. I wanted to go home.

Standing alone on the sidewalk, bathed in the blue smoke of my cigarette, I watched the night sky begin to lighten around me. Manhattan was asleep in that fleeting hour of quiet after the garbage trucks finished their rounds and before the coffee shops opened. I’d been waiting for a taxi for ten minutes when a young man I recognized from the party strolled over, asking to bum a smoke. It was my last one but I handed it over. He lit the cigarette, cupping his hand, big as a baseball mitt, around the end. He smiled as he exhaled, the two of us shifting feet as we glanced shyly at each other, then stared down the empty street.

“Want to share?” he asked. A lone taxi was coming our way and the question seemed innocuous enough, so I said sure, and we climbed in. It was only after I’d given the driver my address that it occurred to me that the young man had asked me to split a ride without knowing where I was going.

I knew better than to get in cars with strange men. My father, who lived in the East Village in the eighties when the city was infested with crime, would have strongly disapproved. But there was something about the young man that felt safe and intriguing. His hair, shaggy and sun-streaked, flopped over intelligent blue eyes. Lean of build, square of jaw, and dimpled of cheek, he was strikingly handsome, but had terrible posture, carrying himself with a humility that suggested he was unaware of his looks.

“You might be the tallest person I’ve ever met,” I said, studying him out of the corner of my eye. A towering six feet, six inches, he sat with his knees scrunched against the back of the driver’s seat.

“So I’ve heard,” he replied. He spoke softly and had a gentleness to him, despite his stature.

“It’s nice to meet you. I’m—”

“We talked earlier, remember?”

I shrugged, then flashed him an apologetic smile. “It’s been a long night.”

“You don’t remember when you tried to show me the inside of your eyelid? Or when you recited ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb’ in Latin?” he teased. “How about when you sprinkled pencil shavings on your head and kept saying cascarones! in a scary way? You don’t remember any of that?”

“Ha. Ha. Very funny,” I said, playfully punching his arm. It was then that I realized we were flirting.

He reached over to shake my hand. “I’m Will.”

We talked the entire ride downtown, the chemistry between us intensifying with each city block. When we reached my apartment building, we both got out of the taxi and stood on the sidewalk: me considering if I should invite him upstairs, him too polite to ask. I had never gone to bed with a stranger before—despite some of the eyebrow-raising decisions I’d made, I had always been a bit of a romantic and a serial monogamist—but I was tempted. I mulled it over for a moment. “Hungry?” Will asked.

“Famished,” I replied; relieved, I steered him away from the entrance to my building. We walked along Canal Street, past the shuttered hair-weave emporiums, roasted ducks hanging in deli windows, and sidewalk fruit vendors setting up their cardboard stands. We stepped into the neighborhood coffee joint, the first customers of the day.

Over bagels and coffee, Will began telling me about how he’d recently moved from China, where he’d worked for a sports organization, spearheading athletic outreach programs for local youth. I was impressed to learn he spoke Mandarin. At the moment, he was house-sitting for his godparents, and taking a couple of weeks to figure out his next steps. He was earnest and goofy, in a nerdy, dad-joke way. But beneath Will’s easygoing façade, I sensed that he was a bit lost, and more than a little vulnerable. Two hours later we were still there, still talking. I really like you, I remember thinking as we stood up to leave. My second thought was: I wish I weren’t moving to a different continent.

After breakfast, Will and I walked back to my building and up the flight of stairs to my room. We spent all day in bed, napping and chatting and joking around. I was used to guys who were aggressively forward, armed with an arsenal of slick pickup lines, but Will seemed content just to lie there side by side. When, after several hours he still hadn’t attempted to kiss me, I rolled over to face him and made the first move. In the end, we did have that one-night stand—and then a two- and three-night one. With him, it was different; I left the lights on. I didn’t feel the need to hide anything. He was the kind of guy who makes you look more generously on the parts of yourself that fill you with self-loathing. He was the kind of guy who, if the circumstances had been different, I would have taken my time getting to know.

On my last morning in New York, lemon-colored light filtered in through the kitchen as I made coffee, the angry bleats of taxis and sighs of buses down below faintly audible. I tiptoed into the bedroom, collecting a few last articles of clothing and shoving them into my suitcase. As I zipped it closed, I looked over at Will’s lanky figure tangled in sheets, his face angelic with sleep. He looked so peaceful lying there that I didn’t want to wake him. A childhood spent on the move had made me weary of goodbyes. On my way out, I left a note on his shoes saying, Thanks for the unexpected fun. Inshallah, our paths will cross again someday.




2

Métro, Boulot, Dodo

IF MANHATTAN IS where people move to jump-start careers, Paris is where they go to live out the fantasy of a different life, and that was exactly what I intended to do. Stepping out of the métro and onto the streets of Le Marais, I walked with my bulky red suitcase clunking behind me, pausing every few feet to ogle the sidewalk cafés, boulangeries, and vine-covered façades of my new neighborhood. Through a friend of a friend, I had been lucky enough to find a furnished studio to rent in an eighteenth-century building on rue Dupetit-Thouars. I rode the rickety, wrought iron freight elevator up to the third floor. As I unlocked the front door, the contrast between Canal Street and my new place made me want to dance on the doormat with joy. Light! Quiet! Privacy! Hardwood floors! An oversize pink bathtub shaped like a clamshell! The apartment couldn’t have been bigger than four hundred square feet but to me it seemed palatial, and it was all mine.

I spent the weekend getting settled in, unpacking, opening a bank account, buying new sheets, and scouring the kitchen. On Monday morning I took the métro to the law firm, which was located in an elegant townhouse adjacent to the Parc Monceau in the eighth arrondissement. A fleet of paralegals greeted me in the lobby, their heels clicking along the polished marble floors as they gave me a tour. I’d held all kinds of odd jobs from the time I was a teenager—dog walker, babysitter, personal assistant, double bass teacher, restaurant hostess—but it was my first time working in a corporate environment. The office had twenty-foot ceilings with elaborate crown moldings, gold-framed paintings, and a grand twisting staircase. The lawyers sat at their wooden desks, cigarettes in one hand, espressos in the other, which struck me as very French and very chic. At noon, a group of us went to a café around the corner for a languorous lunch and ordered steaks and two bottles of wine, expensed to the firm. When I returned, I was given a BlackBerry for work use and shown the supply closet. Equipped with a stack of bright yellow legal pads and sophisticated pens, I sat at my desk, feeling very grown-up as I leaned back in my chair and lit a cigarette, glancing around my new surroundings with glee.

Rather than taking the subway I decided to walk home after my first day of work. At dusk, the narrow, crooked alleys of Le Marais took on a medieval cast. The streetlamps sputtered to life, and as I wandered, I fantasized about the person I could now become. Gone were the friends who were not really my friends at all—just people with an appetite for mischief and late nights. Even the itch seemed to have subsided. With an ocean lying between me and all that, I imagined myself spending quiet, solitary weekends exploring the city, picnicking in the Tuileries Garden and reading a good book at a little café I’d discovered around the corner. I would get a bicycle with a basket that I would fill with groceries each Sunday at the outdoor market on Place de la République. I would start wearing red lipstick and heels like the other paralegals. I would learn to cook my aunt Fatima’s famous couscous and host dinner parties in my new home. Determined to spend less time talking about the things I wanted to do and more time actually doing them, I would sign up for one of the fiction workshops at Shakespeare and Company, the famous bookstore on the banks of the Seine. Maybe I’d even get a dog, a chubby King Charles spaniel that I would name Chopin.

But I didn’t have free time, and the few Sundays I made it to the market, the produce sat in my fridge until it mossed over with mold. Instead, I was thrust into a life that the French describe as “métro, boulot, dodo” (subway, work, sleep). By the end of my first week of work, it was clear to me that I was not cut out for a career in law. I preferred creative writing to spreadsheets, Birkenstocks to high heels. The firm specialized in international arbitration, which had sounded interesting to me at first, but whenever I tried to read the briefs that came across my desk, I found the legal jargon inscrutable, the content mind-numbingly tedious. The majority of my days were spent in the office basement, proofreading, printing, and collating thousands of documents into neatly organized binders so that the lawyers could help soulless corporations get richer. Expected to be on call 24/7, I slept with my work phone on my pillow and set alarms for the middle of the night so that I could check for urgent emails. Often, I didn’t get to leave the office at all; the paralegals pulled so many all-nighters that we began to keep score. On top of all this, I had a creepy boss who stashed catalogs of women’s shoes in his desk drawer and, when he thought I wasn’t looking, snapped photographs of my feet with his phone. After clocking yet another ninety-hour week, my way of letting loose was grabbing a pain au chocolat on the run and going out dancing. At the end of a late night out, I’d drag whomever I was with to an old jazz club called Aux Trois Mailletz, where we’d sing off-key at the piano and drink wine until our lips were purple.



My life in Paris was not the fantasy I’d imagined, but I began to concoct a different version. My correspondence with Will started unexpectedly, the short, hey-what’s-up-how’s-it-going text messages turning into long, quippy email exchanges followed by fat envelopes stuffed with handwritten letters and thoughtfully annotated New Yorker stories. Will sent me a postcard from a cabin in the White Mountains of New Hampshire where he’d gone away with friends for a weekend: No electricity, a wood-burning stove from the early 1900s, and no sounds but owls, crackling fire and the wind, he wrote. It made me want to travel the back roads of the US. Want to take a road trip? The idea of us driving together across the country made my heart do a little two-step.

At the bottom of our letters we always signed off the same way—no need to write back in equal word count—but our exchanges grew deeper and more frequent as the weeks and months passed. I read each of his letters over and over as if they were encrypted maps that offered secret clues and insights into the person holding the pen. I told Will about my wayward path since graduation and my new life abroad: I spent my first 36 hours in Paris in total solitude with my laptop and cell phone turned off. I walked all over the city, until the heel on my shoe broke and I had to take a taxi home. Despite my best attempts at a more ascetic life, I had picked up a new cast of friends—Lahora, a widowed yogi; Zack, an old college classmate who was training to be a mime; Badr, a young Moroccan businessman who loved to go out dancing; and David, an elderly expat who dressed like an international playboy and threw extravagant parties. You can’t force solitude onto a soul that needs to fly, Will replied. At such a line, how could I help but swoon?

I told Will about my dream of becoming a journalist and shared with him an essay about the Arab-Israeli conflict that I’d been laboring over for months. What a coincidence, he responded; he, too, had journalistic ambitions. He had recently taken a job as a research assistant to a professor and was hoping to find work as an editor, and he sent me thoughtful notes on how I might revise my draft. Despite our time together during my final week in New York, these small moments of connection came as a surprise, for it was only through letter writing that we began to really know each other, our old-fashioned correspondence offering a safer, more honest alternative to the cat-and-mouse games of dating. Soon, I grew so smitten with my new pen pal that he was all I thought about, dreamed about, talked about, anymore. I hoped that the person off the page might be as wonderful as the one conjured from ink.



It was a late-autumn afternoon, a rare slow day at the office, and I was debating with Kamilla, the paralegal with whom I shared a desk, about whether I should invite Will to visit me in Paris. I wasn’t sure if the romantic subtext of our letters was in my head, but I worried that if I didn’t take the initiative soon, our correspondence would peter out. Over the next hour, I composed several different drafts of an email to Will, trying to strike the right tone, somewhere between earnest enthusiasm and detached cool. “Allez ma chérie, courage, at this rate you’re going to be here all night,” Kamilla said, pecking me on the cheek before heading out.

By the time I settled on a final version, it was dark out, the office nearly empty. I counted to ten, feeling more than a little immature as I dared myself to hit Send. When I finally worked up the guts to do it, I felt a thrill—only to have that quickly eclipsed by the anxiety of waiting for him to respond. Time seemed to trickle by. I smoked half a pack of Gauloises, I surfed the Web, I reorganized my desk. At nine, I finally took the métro home. I checked my email. Still nothing. I fretted as I fixed myself a dinner of Nutella-slathered toast. Had I overstepped or misread the vibe? Before bed, I would take a bath and then, if there was still no response, I would purge him from my head.

At midnight, I checked one last time. A message had arrived in my in-box. I opened it and discovered a forwarded flight confirmation. Destination: Paris, France.



Will arrived a little less than a month later, just in time for Thanksgiving. I spent the weekend before in a frenzy of preparations. I scrubbed the bathtub until it shone, swept the floors clear of dust motes, and hauled my sheets to the laundromat. I went to the Marché des Enfants Rouges and picked out a loaf of bread and a smelly wheel of Camembert, grabbed a jar of cornichons, sheets of charcuterie, and a bouquet of dried lavender. On the way home I bought some wine and, at the last minute, ducked into the salon across the street for a much-needed trim. On the morning of Will’s arrival, I rose at dawn and changed my outfit no fewer than six times before settling on my most flattering pair of jeans, a tight black turtleneck, and my good-luck gold hoops. By the time I set out for the airport, I was running almost an hour late.

A misty breeze swept across rue Dupetit-Thouars as the heels of my boots clicked hard and fast against the rain-slicked sidewalk. I was nearly at the métro when I heard my phone ping. It was a text from Will saying his flight had landed early and that he’d taken a taxi straight to my address; someone had let him into the building and he was waiting outside my apartment door. Hotfooting it back to my building, I took the steps two at a time, pausing when I reached the second-floor landing to compose myself. My heart was beating like a jacked-up metronome, my forehead was clammy, my breathing ragged. I had noticed in recent weeks that I seemed to get winded more easily. I made a mental note to look into a gym membership. Brushing my hair out of my face, I took a deep inhale and turned the corner.

“Hey, hey!” Will called out when he caught sight of me, his posture straightening and his face crinkling into a big, toothy grin. We hesitated for a moment before hugging, both of us suddenly too timid to attempt a kiss, even on the cheek. Wrapped in the arms of a man who was not quite a stranger but not much more than that, I felt, for the first time in months, that I was standing on steady ground.

“Bienvenue,” I said when we disentangled, and I ushered him inside. My studio was tiny and other than the kitchen and the bathroom, it was just one all-purpose room. “This is the bedroom,” I said, gesturing to the loft bed. “This is the living room,” I said, pointing to the bright red couch. “This is the dining room,” I said, showing him the old steamer trunk that also functioned as coffee table, desk, and cupboard. It was the first place I had ever lived alone and, although it was a bit spartan and I still hadn’t found time to buy curtains, I was proud of it. “And voilà!” I said, completing the tour as I threw open the big bay windows to reveal a small terrace.

“The best,” Will confirmed.

The rest of the day is hazy, and it comes to me in snapshots: the nervous chitchat in the living room as we drank coffee, the dozen individually wrapped gifts Will laid out on the trunk, the meandering stroll along the Seine, where we laughed at the sight of American study abroad students sporting berets and speaking terrible French. “Don’t even think about kissing me here,” I warned, as we crossed the Pont des Arts, where lovers affixed padlocks to the bridge’s grillwork. It was only later that night, after a bottle of red wine had loosened our nerves, that he did.

Will followed me up the ladder to the loft bed, a cheap, rickety affair made up of four wooden posts and a flimsy plywood platform that the previous tenant had assembled, dubiously. As we lay side by side, it felt different from those three nights we shared back in New York. A tender awkwardness filled the air as we undressed. Moonlight poured in through the window, turning the scars on my legs a silvery hue. Beneath us, the bedposts swayed.

“Damn you, IKEA,” I said.

“What if the bed collapses?” Will was genuinely concerned.

“Imagine my dad reading the newspaper headlines tomorrow: naked ameriCan Couple found dead in pile of ikea debris.”

Will jumped down the ladder—“One sec, I need to perform an evaluation.” He checked that the bolts were screwed in properly, wiggling and shaking the frame as I laughed. “A seismic evaluation!”

At the end of his two-week visit, Will returned to New York, but only to pack up his things and quit his job. He is moving to Paris to be with me—I wrote in my journal again and again until it began to feel real. As I sat on the métro on my way to work, a stupid smile stretched across my face. Joy is a terrifying emotion, don’t trust it, I added to the page. For under the joy, a storm was gaining speed, a roiling sense of foreboding, some wet, starless savagery unfolding beneath my skin.
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Egg Shells

I HADN’T BEEN single for longer than a month or two since the age of seventeen. I wasn’t proud of this, and I didn’t think it was healthy, but that was how it had been. For the bulk of my time in college, I was in a serious relationship with a brilliant British-Chinese comparative literature major. He was my first real boyfriend and he took me to fancy dinners in the city and on vacation to Waikiki Beach, but as the semesters passed I grew restless, wishing I’d had more experience prior to meeting him. The summer before senior year, that relationship ended when I had a fiery fling with a young Ethiopian filmmaker. After that, it was a Bostonian I met while doing research over winter break in Cairo; he had a flair for grand-scale pranks and activism and had just been arrested for dropping a thirty-foot Palestinian flag down the side of one of the pyramids. A week later, as we drank bootleg whiskey at a bar overlooking the Red Sea, he dialed up his parents. “Meet the girl I’m gonna marry,” he announced, passing the phone to me before I could protest. I broke up with him not long after. Around graduation I started seeing the Mexican-Texan aspiring screenwriter. We dated for two disastrous months in New York while I interned and he waited tables at a trendy downtown hotel. He got mean when he was drunk, and he was drunk most of the time.

There was nothing casual about these relationships. When I was in them, I was fully in them, consumed by the idea of a life together. But even during the most intense periods, I was aware of an exit sign glowing faintly in the distance—and the truth was, I was always on the verge of running for it. I was in love with the idea of being in love. Another way to say it is that I was young: too impulsive and reckless with the emotions of others, too self-involved and focused on figuring out what came next for me to dwell on broken promises.

With Will, it was different. He was unlike any man I’d been with before. He possessed a bizarre combination of traits—part jock, part intellectual, part class clown—and could dunk a basketball just as effortlessly as he could recite verses of W. B. Yeats’s poems. I was taken aback by his thoughtfulness, by the way he was always intent on making everyone in a room feel at ease. Five years my senior, he had a quiet, unassuming wisdom and playfulness of spirit that made him seem both far older and younger than his age. The moment Will returned to the doorstep of my Paris apartment, this time with an oversize duffel bag stuffed with all of his possessions, the exit sign disappeared from view. I was all in.



Will unpacked and folded his clothes into neat little stacks on the bookshelf I’d emptied to make room for his belongings. Rooting around in his duffel, he pulled out a portable speaker and asked if he could play some music. Nineties hip-hop, with Warren G on heavy rotation, boomed throughout the apartment. Laughter bubbled up inside of me as he rapped along to the lyrics and danced across the hardwood floor. He took my hand and spun me around the kitchen, nearly knocking over a frying pan.

“You’re distracting me,” I said, swatting him away with a dish towel.

I was making shepherd’s pie for lunch, wanting to impress Will with my culinary skills. With great concentration, I chopped carrots, sautéed shallots, browned meat, and mashed potatoes. Aside from scrambled eggs, the occasional bowl of pasta, and my go-to dinner of Nutella toast, it was the first dish from scratch I’d ever attempted, and I’d called my mom earlier that morning for the recipe. The kitchen was the size of a small utility closet, and without windows or a fan for ventilation, it was sweltering. I wiped my forehead with the dish towel and it beaded again as I layered all of the ingredients into a casserole dish and sprinkled a little cheese on top before putting the whole mess into the oven. Soon, the apartment smelled of butter and fresh herbs; it smelled for the first time like a real home.

In the other room, Will was setting the table on the steamer trunk. I joined him, cracking open the windows to let in a little air. It had started snowing outside, and a few lazy flakes drifted into the apartment. Will joined me at the window and hooked his arms around my waist, pulling me to him. “Tomorrow, I’ll start looking for work,” he said, burying his face into my hair. “I should also find a language school, somewhere I can take lessons, at least until I learn enough French to say ‘I’ll have three baguettes and an Orangina, please.’ ”

The muscles of Will’s torso were taut and warm against my shoulder blades. I closed my eyes, softening into him, and tried to remember when I’d last felt this happy. Couldn’t. “Stay right there,” Will said, backing away. From the bookshelf, he grabbed his camera and snapped a photograph of me in front of the window, silhouetted against the winter sky. When he showed me the photograph, I was alarmed by my appearance. My skin looked so pale it was nearly translucent. My eyelids were a robin’s-egg blue, as if all of the veins had floated to the surface. Even my lips looked drained of life force.

“The color of pearls,” Will said generously, planting a kiss on them.



Two weeks later, Will turned twenty-seven years old. To celebrate his recent move and his birthday I took a few days off work and surprised him with an envelope containing two train tickets to Amsterdam. It was January 2011 and as we stepped out of the station our breath plumed in the bright morning air. We were hoping to explore the city by foot. On the itinerary: a visit to the Anne Frank House, a pit stop at the market to sample pickled herring, and a boat tour through the canals. But we didn’t get far. Every block or so, I halted to a stop, a deep cough racking my body, leaving me light-headed and dizzy, my temples throbbing like tuning forks.

I felt so run-down that we ended up spending most of the weekend at our seedy, two-star hotel in the red-light district. The hotel’s sheets were pocked with burn marks, a grimy window overlooked a canal, and the clackety-bang of a misfiring radiator echoed down the dreary halls. But the thing about being in love is that you can be anywhere and it feels like an adventure. In fact, when we’d first arrived, I’d turned to him and said excitedly, “This is my favorite hotel ever!”

Though I wasn’t feeling well, I was determined that our first trip together be a memorable one. This is how, on the afternoon of Will’s birthday, I found myself in a basement coffee shop, buying a tin of psychedelic mushrooms from a gangly white boy with dreadlocks. “Come on, don’t be a square,” I said to Will, who had never tried them before and seemed apprehensive. “Okay fine,” he eventually agreed. “If the Mayans were on point, this is the last year for humankind. Let’s do it right.” We walked a few blocks to an Ethiopian restaurant for dinner, and when the waiter wasn’t looking, I sprinkled a handful of the shrooms over a thick stew of spiced lentils. “You’re a nut, you know that?” Will laughed, shaking his head at me as he skeptically scooped up the laced lentils with a piece of injera.

The fog hung low over the city as we headed back to the hotel after dinner. Trudging through the slushy streets and over icy bridges, we dodged cyclists who rang their bells as they flew past. As we wandered the red-light district, silhouettes glowed behind curtained windows. A traffic light turned orange, red, green, then burst into a rainbow. I could see our hotel from where we stood, its neon sign flickering like an ember. We quickened our pace, trying to reach our room before the drugs hit full force. By the time we got inside, the pores of my skin had turned into tiny torches emitting flames. I tore off all of my clothes and sprawled onto the mattress, attempting to cool off. Meanwhile, Will began building a fort from sheets and pillows, forming a tent over the bed. “Get in here, it’s very gezellig,” I said, patting the empty space next to me. Gezellig, the untranslatable Dutch expression, which roughly means “cozy,” had become our new favorite word. Will slid under the canopy of sheets and lay down beside me.

“Jesus, you’re burning up,” he said, placing a palm onto my forehead.

In the moment, I thought it just meant the drugs were working, and working well. But over the next few hours, my fever crept up and up until my body felt like it might combust. I started shivering. Rivulets of sweat pooled in the hollows of my collarbones, and I remember feeling fragile for the first time in my life. “It’s like I’m made of eggshells,” I told him again and again. “Let’s stay here forever, okay?”

Will grew concerned and suggested we go to the emergency room. “Let me take care of you,” he said.

“Non merci, I am tough,” I said, showing him my bicep.

“We can take a taxi straight there and we’ll be back before you know it.”

I refused, shaking my head no until he gave up. I didn’t want to be one of those blundering tourists who traveled to Amsterdam, did a bunch of shrooms, and ended up in the hospital.

The next afternoon, we boarded a train back to Paris. The fever and the hallucinations had dissipated, but that feeling of fragility remained. With each passing day, I felt weaker, less vibrant. It was as if someone were taking an eraser to my core. The silhouette of my old self was still perceptible, but my insides were muting into a ghostly palimpsest.
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Space Traveling and Gaining Momentum

BACK IN PARIS, I went to see a doctor for the usual reason twenty-two-year-old girls do: birth control. The clinic was a dingy labyrinth of paint-chipped walls, crowded waiting rooms, and flickering overhead bulbs. The other patients, most of whom appeared to be immigrants, also of North African descent, spoke among themselves in a mix of Arabic and French as they wrangled squirmy toddlers or flipped through magazines. As I looked around, I felt a pang of homesickness. The transition from my lollipop-pocketed pediatrician who had known me most of my life to this cold, run-down clinic was a jarring reminder that I was now on my own. I wasn’t a kid anymore, but I felt ill-equipped for the fluorescent, bureaucratic world of adulthood.

Eventually, my name was called. A phlebotomist cuffed the sleeve of my blouse and examined my arm for a usable vein. For as long as I could remember, I had been terrified of needles. Turning my face away, I glued my gaze to the ground and held my breath as the syringe pierced skin. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the spurt of crimson. No biggie, I told myself. I exhaled as the tube filled. Almost done.

An hour or so later, I was ushered into the doctor’s office, where a mustachioed man in a lab coat sat on the other side of a large wooden desk. I took a seat. “What brings you here today?” he asked me in French.

“I’d like to go on the pill,” I said.

“That shouldn’t be a problem.” He glanced down at a piece of paper, reviewing the results of my blood test, and paused, his brow furrowing slightly. “Before we discuss the different options, I’m wondering if you’ve been feeling tired?”

I nodded vigorously.

“Your blood work shows you’re anemic—that your red blood cell count is low.” I must have looked troubled. “Don’t worry,” he added, “anemia is quite common in young women. Do you have a heavy menstrual period?”

I shrugged, unsure of what “heavy” constituted. “I guess.” After a decade of cramps, any menstruation was too much menstruation in my book.

“That might be it, then,” the doctor said. “I’ll prescribe you the birth control and a daily iron supplement. That should give you more energy soon.”



On the métro ride home, I counted down the stops to rue Dupetit-Thouars, still giddy at the novelty of coming home to a man and an apartment that were mine. Bursting through the door, cheeks ruddy from the cold, I gave Will a hug, then as I uncorked a bottle of wine, I told him about the anemia and the iron supplements. “That’s why I’ve been feeling so freaking fatiguée.” I felt hopeful and smiled at him. “How was your day?”

“Mila scraped her elbow on the merry-go-round at Champ de Mars and cried, but I was able to calm her down and everything was fine. So I would say it was a pretty bonne journée.” Will was taking French classes and had started working as a manny— a male nanny—something I was expressly forbidden from calling him, but did anyway, as often as possible. Every afternoon, while I was at the law firm, he picked up four-year-old Mila from preschool and took her to various extracurriculars. She had chubby cheeks and a frizzy cloud of brown curls. Her favorite activity was sitting on Will’s shoulders, where she had an aerial view of the street action, while munching on a croissant and shouting to anyone who would listen, “I’m the tallest girl in all of Paris!” As Will recounted their latest adventure, I picked flaky pastry crumbs out of his hair.

The manny gig was temporary, just until Will found his footing in Paris, and though he was hardly putting his diploma to good use, he didn’t seem to mind. It was steady, under-the-table cash that didn’t require him to have a work visa, and there were worse ways to spend your afternoons than discovering a foreign city with a four-year-old guide. I, on the other hand, was less optimistic about my job. I had been finding it difficult to get through the workday. The itch had lessened since I’d moved to Paris, but the exhaustion was so all-consuming that I was drinking up to eight espressos a day. I started to worry that my deep weariness might be something else. Maybe I just can’t cut it in the real world, I’d written in my journal. But the doctor at the clinic had offered an alternative explanation: anemia, which meant my fatigue was of me, not about me, a distinction for which I was grateful.

It grew late, and the wine bottle now sat empty on the trunk. I swayed to my feet and declared we were long overdue for our resolutions, which we’d planned to make on New Year’s Eve a few weeks earlier. I loved the annual ritual of drafting resolutions: I was always filling journals with to-do lists and dreams. The semblance of a plan, no matter how tenuous, balanced out the uncertainty and confusion I felt about the future. Though Will wasn’t much of a planner, he humored me. Come spring, he said, he would apply to graduate school, maybe at Sciences Po, the Paris Institute of Political Studies. I vowed to find a new job, one that didn’t leave me devoid of energy at the end of each day, something other than making photocopies or hiding my feet from my boss.



Over the next two months, I tried to make good on my resolution: I spruced up my résumé, sent out job applications, and reached out to former professors and mentors for advice. But mostly, I found myself back in the clinic’s dreary waiting room, where I returned half a dozen times to be treated for various colds, bouts of bronchitis, and urinary tract infections. Each time, I was assigned to a different doctor. Each time, I gave my medical history anew, the list of recent ailments growing longer by the visit. I was taking the iron supplements as instructed, but instead of feeling revitalized, I felt more and more depleted. The rotating cast of doctors at the clinic made me wonder who was keeping track of all the details—who, if anyone, had my back.

One afternoon, as I was getting yet another “routine” blood test, I felt tears fill my eyes. “What’s wrong?” the phlebotomist asked.

I wasn’t sure anymore.

The thing about being tired all day, every day, for many months is that you don’t notice yourself getting sicker. By the time I got a referral to see a doctor at the American Hospital of Paris, I had grown so weak that it was a struggle to climb up and down the ladder of the loft bed. On an unseasonably warm Friday afternoon in late March I left home for the appointment. What should have been a thirty-minute métro ride took hours, and I ended up in a neighborhood of Paris I didn’t recognize. I wandered in circles, searching for the hospital only to realize I had gotten off at the wrong stop. As I waited for a bus that would take me to Neuilly-sur-Seine, a western suburb of Paris where the hospital was located, I felt dazed. All around me, grand homes and expensive cars shimmered in the sun. Birds fluttered through the heart-shaped leaves of a linden tree. A mother walked hand in hand with her two blond children down the shady side of the street. My head began to spin. Starbursts dotted my vision and suddenly the houses, the cars, the birds, the mother dwindled to flecks of gold against pitch black. One minute I was standing; the next, I’d fallen sideways, my head slamming the sidewalk.

“Ça va, mademoiselle?” an elderly lady asked when I came to, her papery lips pinched in concern.

“Non,” I answered, as I began to cry again. I couldn’t reach Will, who was with Mila at her weekly swimming lesson, and my parents were four thousand miles away. I was space traveling and gaining momentum, spinning farther and farther away from Earth. I had never felt so alone.

When I finally arrived at the hospital, it was dusk. A man who introduced himself as Dr. K took a quick look at me on the examining room table and decided to admit me to the hospital to run further tests. “Vous n’avez vraiment pas bonne mine,” he told me. (Translation: You look like crap.) An orderly pushed me upstairs in a wheelchair to a white room with a large window. The sun was setting and I watched as dark purple clouds rolled across the horizon, threatening rain. The last time I’d spent the night in a hospital had been when I was born.



The American Hospital of Paris looked unlike any stateside hospital I had ever seen. My room was luxurious, bigger than my studio, and the walls were whitewashed in sunlight. I looked forward to the breakfast trays that arrived at my bedside each morning unbidden, the aromas of a buttery croissant and a café au lait stirring me from sleep. With breakfast came a daily dose of prednisone, a garden-variety steroid, prescribed to me for reasons that remained unclear, but within seventy-two hours, it had me feeling chipper enough to walk downstairs to the hospital courtyard, where I spent the afternoons writing in my journal, bumming cigarettes off the other cotton-robe-clad patients, and gazing, glassy-eyed, out onto the flower beds. In the evenings, after tucking Mila into bed, Will joined me at the hospital. He brought Scrabble, and we stayed up late talking and playing game after game. A nurse had offered him a visitor’s cot so he could stay over.

“Thank you for being here,” I murmured groggily, as we fell asleep in our separate beds.

“It makes me the happiest person to be with you, it’s been the happiest few months of my life,” Will said, reaching for my hand. “There’s no one quite like you. No one who urges me to live more than you do—who makes me want to be me more than you do. Your appetite for knowing more, and knowing yourself better, makes me want to be better. What we’re building together is big. And soon you’ll be out of here, and we can get back to our life.”

During my weeklong stay in the hospital, the doctors ran every test they could conceive of, from HIV to lupus to cat scratch fever. All negative. I answered countless questions: Nope, no prior surgeries or hospitalizations; no medical conditions; one grandfather died of prostate cancer, the other one from a heart attack, but otherwise no known family history of illness; if you count dancing in nightclubs, then yes, I exercise regularly. When Dr. K looked at my red blood cells under a microscope, he found that they were enlarged and mentioned something about my possibly needing a bone marrow biopsy. “How much alcohol do you drink?” he asked me one afternoon, standing over my bed. “Too much,” I piped back. “I did recently graduate from college.” I watched him jot down notes on a pad of paper as he walked out of the room. In the end, he decided that a biopsy was unnecessary for someone my age. I trusted him. After all, youth and health are supposed to go hand in hand.

“You need rest,” Dr. K concluded. “I’m still puzzled by your red blood cells, but I don’t see any reason for alarm. I’m going on vacation but let’s follow up when I get back in a couple of weeks and see how you feel.” With that, he discharged me with a diagnosis of something called “burnout syndrome” and granted me a one-month medical leave from work.

On the métro ride home from the hospital, I wrote in my journal:



Important Medical Details to Remember:


1) Dr. K wears Prada glasses.

2) Will and I almost got caught having sex in the bathroom of my hospital room by a nurse.

3) You can order crème brûlée and champagne directly to your room from the hospital cafeteria.

4) I’m pretty sure this place is a country club disguised as a hospital.

5) WTF is “burnout syndrome”?



Admittedly, I was psyched about the monthlong leave from my job, but the rest wasn’t fully adding up. Without the daily dose of prednisone, my energy was already waning. Slumped against the cold plastic métro seat, fighting to stay awake, it dawned on me that Dr. K might have thought that hard work and heavy play were the only culprits here. I didn’t feel he, or any of the other doctors I’d seen, were taking me seriously. But I can’t say I was either. I didn’t speak up. Instead, I dismissed the doubts ping-ponging inside my head. They were the ones with the medical degrees, not me.



A few days after returning home from the hospital I awoke to the good news that I had a job interview. I’d spent the last few weeks sending out inquiries to various newspapers and magazines with little success. Unlike other careers, where there were clear-cut paths to follow, corporate ladders to climb, or necessary degrees to obtain, the world of journalism was as mystifying to me as it was inaccessible. I had no idea how to get my foot in the door. “Just start writing and pitching stories to editors,” someone had told me, but my day job didn’t leave much time for that. Even if it had, I didn’t know any editors and even if I did, I likely wouldn’t have had the confidence to put myself out there. So instead I had written to my old journalism professor, who suggested I reach out to the International Herald Tribune, which was headquartered in Paris, about potential entry-level positions. To my surprise, they responded, saying they had an opening for a “stringer,” a kind of low-level information gatherer who would help their more senior reporters cover the revolution that had just broken out in Tunisia— later known as the Arab Spring. They wanted me to come in for an interview right away.

The next day, I put on a black tailored dress I’d scored from a thrift store, tamed my tangled curls into a braid, applied an extra swipe of blush across my pallid cheeks, and set out for the interview. Huffing up the stairs of the Tribune office, I noted the familiar light-headedness returning, my breath just out of reach, but there were more important things to focus on that day. The sound of clacking keyboards filled the office, an open-floor plan crammed with filing cabinets and desks piled high with books, computer monitors, and dirty coffee mugs. Looking around at the cast of seasoned reporters sitting at their desks, I didn’t allow myself any illusions. I knew my chances of getting the job were slim, but for the first time, I could see a path toward a profession that excited me. Suddenly I realized that, without meaning to, this was what I’d been preparing for. In school, I’d crammed my semesters full of language courses—Arabic, French, Spanish, Farsi—with the idea that one day I could live and work in far-flung locales with greater ease. I’d spent each of my summers studying and doing research abroad, which had allowed me to travel everywhere from Addis Ababa and Morocco’s Atlas Mountains to the West Bank. As for Tunisia, it wasn’t just a country that I knew and loved, it was the homeland: where my father was from, where all of my extended family still lived, and from where I proudly held a passport. All this came out in the interview, and the editors I met with seemed delighted. I was, too. I left thinking that I’d been working toward just that moment my entire adult life, then laughed at myself—all four years of it.

I never returned to the Tribune office. Within a week, I was back in the hospital. This time, I lay on a gurney in the emergency room, my eyes bleached blank with pain. Throbbing sores colonized the inside of my mouth. My complexion was blue-gray, like dead meat. Will squeezed my hand as the doctor on call said: “I don’t want you to panic, but something’s clearly going on. Your red blood cell count has dropped significantly.” I stared at her, not knowing what any of this meant. “If it drops any lower you won’t be allowed to board a plane.” She placed a hand gently on my arm, and went on to say that she had a daughter about my age, and that if she were my mother she’d want me on the next flight home.



Arrangements were made for me to fly back to New York first thing the following morning. I also insisted on purchasing a return ticket to Paris for two weeks later. I needed to believe that this would be a round-trip journey. Will had offered to accompany me, but in my mind that didn’t make sense—he had to take care of Mila, and I would be back soon. As I said goodbye to him at the airport, I told him not to worry. Then an elderly man in a navy-blue uniform carted me off in a wheelchair through Charles de Gaulle. My ears burned as he pushed me to the front of the security lines and onto the plane, past the swarm of families waiting to board and the business travelers holding fancy leather briefcases. I thought surely the emergency room doctor had been overreacting when she’d insisted I use a wheelchair. I remember worrying that someone was going to call me out at any moment for being a fraud. But those in the priority boarding line who looked at me, if they noticed me at all, did so with a discernible sense of pity.

The plane took off. Curled in the fetal position across two empty seats, I shivered under a thin blanket, unable to get warm. I’d always loved planes, the sense of smallness that comes with altitude, the earth growing smaller and smaller until it vanishes beneath the clouds, but this time I kept the window shade drawn. I was too tired to do anything—to watch movies or to eat the snacks that the concerned stewardess kept offering me. But tired as I was, my cheeks, swollen from the sores, made it difficult to sleep. The emergency room doctor had prescribed codeine for the flight home and I swallowed a couple of pills, hoping for some respite from the pain. Waves of nausea broke over my body as my mind began to row in and out of consciousness.

I dreamed that the plane was a flying penitentiary suspended over the Atlantic and that I was being punished for all the booze and cigarettes and bad shit I had pumped into my body in the last year. I dreamed I was at my five-year college reunion and that my friends stood with their backs to me, laughing and sipping cocktails on a lush, lime-green lawn, the dorms rising up in the distance, sizzling under an orange sun. I called out to them, but when they turned they looked right through me. This made sense in dream logic. Maybe they don’t recognize me, I thought. I had aged since graduation—badly. Sitting in the same airport wheelchair, I was all bones in a bag of skin, with only a few long threads of silvery hair hanging from my nearly bald skull. My pupils were milky with cataracts, my mouth a toothless gaping hole. I called out again. It’s me, I shouted, Suleika. But this time no one turned around at all.

When I opened my eyes next I felt the thud of the plane’s wheels hitting the runway. I was home.
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‘A propulsive, soulful story’
TARA WESTOVER

‘Breathtaking’
ELIZABETH GILBERT

‘Full of wisdom and resilience’
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