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2016 Governor General's Literary Award Finalist2017 Kobo Emerging Writer Prize Winner2017
Joe Shuster Award NomineeTeva Harrison was diagnosed with metastatic breast cancer at the
age of 37. In this brilliant and inspiring graphic memoir, she documents through comic illustration
and short personal essays what it means to live with the disease. She confronts with
heartbreaking honesty the crises of identity that cancer brings: a lifelong vegetarian, Teva agrees
to use experimental drugs that have been tested on animals. She struggles to reconcile her long-
term goals with an uncertain future, balancing the innate sadness of cancer with everyday acts
of hope and wonder. She also examines those quiet moments of helplessness and loving with
her husband, her family, and her friends, while they all adjust to the new normal.Ultimately, In-
Between Days is redemptive and uplifting, reminding each one of us of how beautiful life is, and
what a gift.

?Labor markets and employment contracts can be studied from diverse academic perspectives.
Although this study is primarily economic in orientation, it also uses a historical approach to
analyze employment relationships in the US. Kover focuses on the period between the late 19th
century and the New Deal era and describes the way in which labor markets were constructed
by the interplay of employers, employees, and the state. Labor, the author contends, cannot
properly be understood either as a 'commodity' or as a form of property. To the extent that
American workers possessed discretionary mobility, or a meaningful opportunity to 'exit'
employment, they were able to evade the authority inherent in a wage-dependent relationship.
The legislative agenda of the New Deal, however, 'recognized labor for what it was: neither a
collective commodity nor a regular, private one.' Accordingly, the state conferred on employees
protections against unemployment while maintaining the fiction of private contracts and viable
labor markets. By emphasizing the unique nature of employment and its historical context, the
author underscores the importance of employer strategies in creating and manipulating the
availability of work. Suitable for advanced students and faculty.?-Choice"Labor markets and
employment contracts can be studied from diverse academic perspectives. Although this study
is primarily economic in orientation, it also uses a historical approach to analyze employment
relationships in the US. Kover focuses on the period between the late 19th century and the New
Deal era and describes the way in which labor markets were constructed by the interplay of
employers, employees, and the state. Labor, the author contends, cannot properly be
understood either as a 'commodity' or as a form of property. To the extent that American workers
possessed discretionary mobility, or a meaningful opportunity to 'exit' employment, they were
able to evade the authority inherent in a wage-dependent relationship. The legislative agenda of
the New Deal, however, 'recognized labor for what it was: neither a collective commodity nor a



regular, private one.' Accordingly, the state conferred on employees protections against
unemployment while maintaining the fiction of private contracts and viable labor markets. By
emphasizing the unique nature of employment and its historical context, the author underscores
the importance of employer strategies in creating and manipulating the availability of work.
Suitable for advanced students and faculty."-ChoiceAbout the AuthorTON KORVER is a
Lecturer at the University of Amsterdam. He has published widely in Dutch professional journals,
and he is currently working on The Concept of Equality, a study of equal opportunity and
affirmative action in the Netherlands and the United States.
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PRAISE FOR TEVA HARRISON AND IN-BETWEEN DAYS“Beautiful, heartbreaking, honest,
and true, In-Between Days explores not just what it means to live with terminal cancer, but what
it means to live with integrity in the face of our mortality. I couldn’t put it down.” — Alison Pick,
author of Between Gods and Far to Go“With great wisdom, Teva Harrison understands that her
cancer doesn’t make her special. But this book certainly does. Through her art and her words,
we are reminded of the power of creativity, and that hope for the future is an essentially creative
act.” — Andrew Westoll, author of The Chimps of Fauna Sanctuary“Teva Harrison’s diagnosis
with incurable cancer removes the expectation of an abundance of more—more dreams fulfilled,
more time—but focuses her attention on the near and immediate. In this honest and raw memoir,
Harrison examines and discovers, grieves and celebrates, and takes us with her as she crafts a
ragged and resonant beauty from her experience in these In-Between Days.” — Miranda Hill,
author of Sleeping Funny“How does a person live with meaning—and joy—in the face of a
terminal cancer diagnosis? Teva Harrison answers this question with pitch-perfect honesty and
clarity, even when delving into her own complex contradictions. From Harrison’s rigorous
honesty comes wisdom. In-Between Days is a beautiful offering. This book fills my heart. The
world is lucky to have Teva Harrison. She truly knows how to live, and to love.” — Angie Abdou,
author of Between“Teva’s art and reflections powerfully capture the struggles of being young and
facing the certain, yet uncertain, end of your life. May we all be this honest with ourselves as we
deal with life’s challenges. Inspiring, insightful, contemplative. Thank you, Teva.” — Geoff Eaton,
Executive Director, Young Adult Cancer Canada“There’s no real preparation for how hard Teva
Harrison’s stunning graphic novel will hit you. It doesn’t humanize the disease—that would be
banal—and it doesn’t aggrandize the journey—that would be self-help bunk. Rather, it portrays
the process as something achingly human, a daily tumult of stuff that roughly amounts to
survival. Teva Harrison has stared into the abyss. And what has stared back but love?” —
Richard Poplak, author of Ja No Man“Teva Harrison is a metastatic voice that I believe is
breaking through. By using humour and creativity to draw people in to a challenging topic, Teva
is expanding the breast cancer conversation and shedding light on the complexities and
nuances of the disease. I believe In-Between Days will help improve public understanding as
well as empower and support others dealing with metastatic breast cancer. Beautifully done.” —
MJ DeCoteau, Founder and Executive Director of ReThink Breast CancerText and illustration
copyright © 2016 Teva HarrisonPublished in Canada in 2016 by House of Anansi Press Inc.All
rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by
any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information
storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.Distribution of this
electronic edition via the Internet or any other means without the permission of the publisher is
illegal. Please do not participate in electronic piracy of copyrighted material; purchase only
authorized electronic editions. We appreciate your support of the author’s rights.Library and



Archives Canada Cataloguing in PublicationHarrison, Teva, 1976–, author In-between days :
a memoir about living with cancer / Teva Harrison.1. Harrison, Teva, 1976– —Health—Comic
books, strips, etc. 2. Breast—Cancer—Patients—Biography—Comic books, strips, etc. 3.
Graphic novels.I. Title.RC280.B8H37 2016 362.19699’4490092
C2015-908321-4C2015-908322-2Cover and text design: Alysia ShewchukCover illustration:
Teva HarrisonWe acknowledge for their financial support of our publishing program the Canada
Council for the Arts, the Ontario Arts Council, and the Government of Canada through the
Canada Book Fund.For David, who lifts me upFor my family and my ancestorsFor the friends
who step inand make my life possibleFor all people living with metastatic cancer,as well as we
canCONTENTSPreface: Drawing ForwardPrologue: In-Between DaysPART
ONEDiagnosislearning that i am going to dieTreatmentby the skin of my teethSide Effectswhat
can be withstoodPART TWOMarriagelove changes everythingFamilya mixed-bag
inheritanceSocietyfinding my wayPART THREEHopesif wishes were horsesFearsthey don’t just
go bump in the nightDreamsall tangled up in youResourcesAcknowledgementsAbout the
AuthorAbout the PublisherPrefaceDrawing ForwardAt the age of thirty-seven, I was diagnosed
with advanced metastatic breast cancer. My disease is currently incurable, but the wonderful
people in my medical team are doing everything they can to turn it into a chronic illness. In order
to make sense of what is happening to my body, I started seeing a psychiatrist within the
psychosocial oncology team at my hospital. Talking about cancer turned into talking about my
past, about my childhood and the coping mechanisms I’d developed, not all of which I’d call
healthy. I’d leave his office churning with complicated emotions.Back home, all worked up and
raw, I started to draw my worst memories, my lived nightmares. An exorcism of sorts. I found
myself drawing dark, primitive comics, and then I’d feel a bit of peace. Once the story was
outside of my head, I could let go a little.When I showed these illustrations to my doctor, he was
so pleased. He encouraged me to keep drawing and see where it took me.The brain is a tangle
of memory, feeling, hope, and dream. Pull on a thread and it all unravels. In order to make sense
of my cancer, I found myself working through all the buried, unresolved hurt and memory from
my life before cancer.It took months of drawing about my childhood before I even started to draw
about my experience living with the disease. I’ve been an artist my whole life, but this is the first
time I have felt the need for narrative. Figuring out how to tell my story with comic strips has been
interesting and empowering. When I was first diagnosed, I didn’t want to talk to anybody. I’ve
since learned that it’s the unspoken that is most frightening. Shining a light on my experiences
takes some of the power away from the bogeyman that is my cancer. I’m taking my power back.I
hope that by talking about some of the hard stuff, I am helping other people who are living with
cancer or other serious illnesses (and their caregivers and supporters) to start conversations
with peers and professionals, with their friends and family, and with their doctors. Teva
HarrisonToronto, OntarioDecember 2015PrologueIn-Between DaysI occupy the liminal spaces,
slipping between unnoticed.The hours of cancer are strange. MRIs at 3:00 a.m., pain at 2:00
a.m., capable one day, incapable the next.It’s like living in the shadows.And so I take the spaces



nobody claims and I occupy them in the best way I know how: living life with a sense of wonder
and delight.Because I don’t know how long I get to bask in the glory of this world and the people
I love.What’s Wrong with Me?I was in so much pain. All the time. Its onset was gradual, slippery.
I’d wake up with hip pain. Carrying groceries was getting harder. I was training for my second
half-marathon, and it was much harder than the first. I found that after a run, my back and hip
ached. I thought this must be what aging felt like.I asked my husband, “Is this normal?” but after
a lifetime of soccer injuries, David’s barometer wasn’t calibrated normally.So I tried to be stoic. I
tried not to complain. I popped Advil and Tylenol, but they barely made a difference.I had to
speak at a conference. The drive was gruelling, stop-and-go traffic for hours. I grabbed my bag
out of the back seat of the car, and with a casual twist of the back I was doubled over in pain.
Confused and tired, I checked into my hotel room and lowered myself onto the bed. I popped
some more painkillers and went to sleep. I had to speak at eight the next morning.When I woke
up, the pain was manageable again, so I spoke and drove home.The next night, I was cooking
dinner for friends. I reached for a hanging cast-iron pan, twisting again to set it on the burner.
Pain shot through my back and I fell to the floor. I couldn’t stand, so my husband cooked while I
gave him directions. I took painkillers and a muscle relaxant with a glass of wine. By the time our
guests arrived, I could stand but I couldn’t sit, so we had dinner at the breakfast bar, with me
forgoing the high stool.I joked about injuries of age, how lifting and twisting was now a hazard for
me.After a fitful attempt at sleep, I woke my husband up to take me to emergency. The pain was
excruciating.When a doctor finally saw me, she asked about the circumstances, but she didn’t
send me for any tests. It seemed very clear to her that I had hurt myself mechanically. She gave
me a prescription for codeine and sent me home to rest.Back at work on Monday, I couldn’t sit at
my desk for more than a few minutes. The IT team rigged me a temporary standing desk by
putting my computer on Styrofoam risers. I stood at the back of the boardroom during meetings. I
kept trying to run, but it was becoming too painful to train. Since I was fundraising for the Nature
Conservancy of Canada, I felt guilty about not completing the race. I felt as though I would be
letting down everybody who donated to support me.Months passed. Eventually, I gave up. Tears
welling in my eyes, I asked my husband to run in my place.Two months later, I found a lump in
my breast. It seemed to come out of nowhere, and it was huge. It was growing so quickly that it
hurt. I went to my family doctor, and he told me that I shouldn’t worry because cancer doesn’t
hurt. It was probably an infected duct, but he’d send me for an ultrasound just in case.The
ultrasound technician was jovial and pleasant, cracking jokes with me…until she wasn’t. Sliding
her cold implement over the jelly on my skin, she became very serious. That’s when I knew, but I
was still in denial.It took ten very long days for the results to come back. When they did, my
family doctor called me at my office and asked if I could come in right away. If I hadn’t known
before, I surely should have then. I was shaking when I told my boss that I had to go.I don’t think
my doctor, who was very young, had ever been in the position to tell somebody that they may
have cancer. He was gentle and serious. He had called ahead to the closest hospital to make
sure that I could be seen for a mammogram. It was December and half the staff was gone, but



they squeezed me in.First, I had a mammogram. This technician had an even worse poker face
than the last. She gave me a big concerned hug as I left the room. Based on the results, they
sent me across the hall for a biopsy.I had to wait another week for the results. On my way to the
hospital, standing on the subway platform, I almost turned and ran the other way. I felt sick to my
stomach. When I arrived, the doctor asked me if there was somebody who could come and be
with me. I called my husband and he rushed in to hold my hand.The doctor told me that I had
stage III breast cancer, with lymph node involvement. He said that I would have to have chemo,
then surgery, then radiation. He said that by this time next year, I’d be on the other side of it.He
drew me a timeline.Then they sent me for a routine bone scan. That’s when I learned the cancer
had been in my bones all along. And that’s when I learned that my cancer was already stage iv—
incurable—that I would never be on the other side of it, that I would be in treatment for the rest of
my life, and the odds were against my seeing old age.It was December. David and I scrapped
our holiday letter. We toyed with the idea of not telling anybody until January, so our friends and
family could enjoy the holidays. We clung to each other while we cried. A nurse told me that
everything tastes terrible during chemo, so we went on a grand tour of Toronto’s newest
restaurants. We opened our best bottle of wine and drank to now, to living.I started treatment on
New Year’s Eve.Now cancer is making me a hypochondriac.My hands are always scanning my
body for change. Any bump is a new metastasized tumour until I am sure that it isn’t. I live in
dread of inevitable disease progression. I am just now learning to cope with the side effects of
my current treatment, and every time the disease progresses my treatment will change. That is,
until the treatments run dry.I am so tired of having cancer. I am worn out by the anxiety, by the
constant vigilance. I mean, I intend to live a really long time, but it makes me tired to think that I
will be living with cancer forever.And every time a bump isn’t cancer, I feel my spent body unfurl,
letting all the fatigue tumble out like so many skittering insects, like a popped water balloon.I Can
Feel It In My BonesWhen I got sick, I felt it first in my bones, in my back. I’d find, one by one,
things I could no longer do. I used to love road trips, but I couldn’t bear to sit in the car for very
long. I couldn’t carry the laundry down two flights of stairs. I couldn’t sleep comfortably, so I took
pills. I couldn’t have sex with my husband, so he held me while I cried. I couldn’t lift and twist and
carry things, so my husband helped me more and I got a pull cart for groceries.Then I was
diagnosed, and they gave me palliative radiation for the metastatic tumours (known as mets) in
my bones. Angels sang. I could do things again. I felt especially lucky when I was cleared to run
again.So I signed up for a little run, just 8k, with a couple of friends, and we trained gently. But I
could feel my body wanting to pull away, to pound the streets so I could feel that adrenaline
course through me.So race day, I let myself let go.It felt delicious and verboten, like Eve’s
apple.For the time that I was running, it felt like freedom.Then, after, even though my bones were
stronger because of radiation, they ached, dully and deeply. I couldn’t get comfortable for days.I
have had to accept that that glorious feeling of freedom will have to come from somewhere
new.Some People Get LuckyWhen I was first diagnosed, I made all these frantic lifestyle
changes, as if I could turn back time, undo my bad luck. I think a lot of us do that.You see, I



wasn’t always exactly a saint. From partying to salty chips, to working too long at a desk, to my
on-again-off-again relationship with exercise—opportunities for self-blame were easy to find. I
didn’t even have to try. They crowded in, then squished in some more, like commuters on a
Tokyo subway.Too little too late, maybe, but I saw my diagnosis as an opportunity for
improvement. I was already a vegetarian, so I became a vegan. I cut out all sugars, except those
in fruits and vegetables. I juiced and drank murky, complicated smoothies. I spent hours
scanning the Internet, looking into the efficacy of complementary therapies. I read pages and
pages to make sure certain therapies weren’t clearly hoaxes or actually dangerous, then I
adopted everything that showed any conceivable promise: coriolus, reishi, and maitake
mushrooms; turmeric; medical marijuana; frankincense; selenium; iodine; flaxseed oil—the list
goes on and on. I checked every new supplement diligently with my hospital pharmacist to
ensure that it wouldn’t negate my oncologist’s treatment. I took up swimming, since bone mets
made running difficult; I practiced yoga regularly; I meditated.
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Florida reader, “Teva Harrison has written an astonishingly honest, relatable book about living
with Stage 4 cancer.. The format is simple: an illustration on one page followed by carefully
chosen text on the other. She lays her feelings bare for the world to see and understand: the
loneliness of cancer; the well-meaning friends; the agony of treatments and the sorrow of living
with an incurable disease. If you're looking for a "pink-washing just stay positive" book, you will
be disappointed. But Teva's message isn't all doom and gloom. I admire her ability to stay
relatively positive in the face of her disease, but I appreciate her fears and doubts just as much.I
have Stage 4 kidney cancer and have been a graphic designer my whole career before retiring. I
am also a budding writer, so it was with great interest that I read her book. Her illustrations are at
once stark, funny and brutal but always honest, telling a visual story that words sometimes
cannot. I feel as if I know Teva, her loving husband and family, and I wish for her to have a long
ad happy life with them. Professionally speaking, she has turned out a work she can be very
proud of.I would recommend this book to all cancer patients, their friends and caretakers. I have
a friend who has already borrowed my copy! I know that I will be returning to the this book many
times to read random passages on days when I need it. Thank you, Teva!”

IBAHAMMER, “Well Written and Illustrated. I really liked Teva Harrison's memoir! It's interesting
to hear her account of being a cancer patient and all that entails. I almost felt like I could have
wrote portions of her book because of the familiarity of what she went through. I totally admire
her honesty coupled with humor as she depicted her battle with cancer and treatment. I think
writing this book must have been therapeutic; I hope that she is able to keep writing and
drawing!  I would love to read more by Teva!”

BNH, “Very moving. Incredible, moving collection of essays alongside illustrations. Really helps
articulate the emotional complexity of living with a chronic illness.”

Mary Lynne, “Great Insight to someone living with Cancer.. Amazing book for anyone who is
experiencing cancer, or any terminal illness in their life or family.”

Jodi, “Thoughtful and honest. I have a different cancer. A different life but my experience with it
rings true to Teva’s. She writes honestly. Draws from her heart.”

Meredith DiMola, “Five Stars. this book is beautiful.  highly recommend”

Elizabeth P. Mackenzie, “funny, honest. Teva writes and draws her life as a young woman with
metastatic breast cancer. This is a work of art and it is a raw, funny, honest, and hopeful memoir
by a woman who loves life.”



MissE, “Brave and beautiful. I've read through "In-Between Days" three times now, and it has
really affected me. What is striking about this graphic novel about living with incurable cancer is
its resilience and hopefulness. In comics that are often very funny (in "Some People Get Lucky"
she has an anvil fall on her, like Wile E. Coyote) while heartbreaking, Teva explores the
absurdities of her new reality. Meanwhile, she is actively, passionately savoring the precious time
she has left, and the joys of being alive: enjoying the natural world, family, to love and be loved,
to garden, to make art. These are great messages for any reader, but for cancer patients, her
frankly personal stories of sudden menopause after surgery, sexual difficulties, chronic
exhaustion and grief are stories that, by being shared, will help others. I found this book to be a
moving and profound work of art..”

Looloobells, “Wonderful, though at times difficult. As someone living with breast cancer, her
memoir speaks to many issues I face, but which are seldom discussed. I appreciate her
humour, and honesty. I've also learned a thing or two about cancer, and about myself. The
combination of artwork and essays is very effective and engaging. Wonderful, though at times
difficult, book.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Beautifully written and illustrated by someone who was talented and
loved to the core.. A heart felt, and heart breaking account of the struggle of a beautiful soul's
experience with metastatic breast cancer.”

RHL, “Exceptional writing. This author was so brave. She told her story of cancer with truth and
love. Heartbreaking.  I was glad I read her story.  She recently passed away Spring 2019.”

A. S. Brodoff, “Superb and Moving. I loved this graphic memoir. Moving and beautifully crafted.
Harrison is sensitive and powerful. I'm amazed at her extraordinary lack ofrage. I connected as
a woman and as a breast cancer survivor; however, this book is relevant to all simply as a work
of art.  I hope she is at work on her next book!”

The book by Shelley Ross has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 39 people have provided feedback.
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