
1.Gifty’s mother believed that moving her family to the U.S. would give them a better life. It
proves to be much more challenging and heartbreaking than she could imagine. In what ways
did her reality live up to her expectations? In what ways did it not? Why do you think her
mother never went back to Ghana? And why do you think her father did?

2. After her brother passes away, Gifty becomes a bit disillusioned with her faith. But she never
can quite shake it—not when she’s at Harvard and her classmates are making fun of religion or
when she’s an adult working on her research. Do you think that Gifty found a balance between
her love for science and that of her faith in the end?

3. Growing up, Gifty dealt with a lot of shame around Nana’s addiction, falling into the trap of
the single story at times. The stigma of addiction weighed heavily on Gifty and her family. We
witness a lot of growth in Gifty’s understanding of her brother as the novel progresses. What
can we learn through her processing about the way we generalize people based on their
suffering, creating a single story narrative in doing so?

On page 211, regarding addiction as a disease and the way we view addicts, Gifty’s states, “I understand this impulse. I, too, have spent years
creating my little moat of good deeds in an attempt to protect the castle of myself. I don’t want to be dismissed the way that Nana was once
dismissed. I know that it’s easier to write all addicts off as bad and weak-willed people, than it is to look closely at the nature of their suffering. I do
it too, sometimes. I judge. I walk around with my chest puffed out, making sure that everyone knows about my Harvard and Stanford degrees, as if
those things encapsulate me, and when I do so, I give in to the same facile, lazy thinking that characterizes those who think of addicts as horrible
people. It’s just that I’m standing on the other side of the moat. What I can say for certain is that there is no case study in the world that could
capture the whole animal of my brother, that could show how smart and kind and generous he was, how much he wanted to get better, how much
he wanted to live. Forget for a moment what he looked like on paper, and instead see him as he was in all of his glory, in all of his beauty. It’s true
that for years before he died, I would look at his face and think, What a pity, what a waste. But the waste was my own, the waste was what I missed
out on whenever I looked at him and saw just his addiction.”
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