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From the star of The Real Housewives of Beverly Hills comes an emotional and eye opening
behind-the-scenes look at her descent into uncovering the mystery of chronic Lyme disease.In
early 2011, Yolanda was struck by mysterious symptoms including brain fog, severe exhaustion,
migraines and more. Over the months and years that followed, she went from being an
outspoken, multi-tasking, hands-on mother of three, reality TV star, and social butterfly, to a
woman who spent most of her time in bed. Yolanda was turned inside out by some of the
country’s top hospitals and doctors, but due to the lack of definitive diagnostic testing, she
landed in a dark maze of conflicting medical opinions, where many were quick to treat her
symptoms but could never provide clear answers to their possible causes.In this moving, behind
the scenes memoir, Yolanda Hadid opens up in a way she has never been able to in the media
before. Suffering from late stage Lyme, a disease that is an undeniable epidemic and more
debilitating than anyone realizes, Yolanda had to fight with everything she had to hold onto her
life. While her struggle was lived publicly, it impacted her privately in every aspect of her
existence, affecting her family, friends and professional prospects. Her perfect marriage became
strained and led to divorce. It was the strong bond with her children, Gigi, Bella and Anwar, that
provided her greatest motivation to fight through the darkest days of her life. Hers is an
emotional narrative and all-important read for anyone unseated by an unexpected catastrophe.
With candor, authenticity and an unwavering inner strength, Yolanda reveals intimate details of
her journey crisscrossing the world to find answers for herself and two of her children who suffer
from Lyme and shares her tireless research into eastern and western medicine. Believe Me is an
inspiring lesson in the importance of having courage and hope, even in those moments when
you think you can’t go on.
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way that you do and for standing by me every step of the way during this challenging journey.You
are my shining stars and guiding lights and I am so proud of all that you do and all that you
are.To all my fellow Lyme warriors and those whose voices can’t be heard, this book is
dedicated to your strength, courage, and your ability to fight every day. You are not
alone.DisclaimerThe information in this book is not intended to replace the advice of each
reader’s own physician or other licensed medical professional. You should consult a medical
professional in all matters relating to your health, especially if you have existing or chronic
medical conditions, and before starting, stopping, or changing the doses of any medications you
are taking, or any medical or health regimen you are following, under the supervision of a
physician or licensed medical professional.The intention of this book is to recount Yolanda’s own
personal experiences with various chronic medical conditions, in order to raise awareness. It is
not intended to give medical advice. Please be aware, and keep clearly in mind, that individual
readers are solely responsible for their own health-care decisions. The author and the publisher
therefore cannot accept responsibility for any adverse effects individuals may claim to
experience, whether directly or indirectly, from the information contained in this book.The fact
that a physician, medical professional, organization, or Web site is mentioned in this book, as a
potential source of information or treatments, does not mean that the author or the publisher
endorse any particular physician or medical professional, the information they may provide, or
the medications, devices or other products, or the courses of treatment they may have
recommend in Yolanda’s case.Again, individual readers are solely responsible for their own
health-care decisions.ForewordGIGI, BELLA, AND ANWAR HADIDGigiFor a whole year when I
was sixteen years old, I watched my mom struggle to understand the pain, confusion, and
symptoms that she was experiencing, but that no doctors seemed to have answers for. At one
point, she became so ill that she couldn’t attend my horse shows or volleyball games anymore,
she couldn’t watch TV, and in our home where Luther Vandross used to blare through the
speakers, things became quiet. My mom used to be a super mom with endless super powers so
watching her lose her brain capacity and physical energy was heartbreaking and confusing for
me. Finally, after being misdiagnosed with many things such as chronic fatigue syndrome,
migraines, and depression, she was diagnosed with chronic neurological Lyme disease in
Belgium. We were so excited and thought the ninety-day course of IV antibiotics would cure her.
However, I quickly learned that this was not the case for my mom and so many people who



suffer from late-stage chronic Lyme. The many years that followed were tough. I watched my
mom have endless treatments and work with many doctors all over the world, but without much
progress. She never gave up and never stopped fighting although her quality of life continued to
diminish drastically. I tried to help and be a source of support but the hardest part for me was not
being able to fix her or my siblings.My mom was diagnosed with Lyme disease after her first
season on The Real Housewives of Beverly Hills. I remember when she was going into that
season of filming, she said to me, “I don’t know why my life has led me to this show, but for some
reason I think it will lead to something bigger.” My mom is usually right. But this time she was
really, really right. She knew there was a higher purpose for her journey and all of a sudden the
show’s platform became her vehicle to bring awareness to Lyme. She was honest, unapologetic,
and raw in how she shared her journey on the show and through social media. I saw her turn a
mess into a message and in no time after she announced her diagnosis to the world, she got
thousands of e-mails and letters from families who were suffering and felt lost, misunderstood,
and scared. No matter how sick my mom was she would always call some of them, give advice,
and lend support.Unfortunately, there were so many people who were uninformed and quick to
shame her, something I’ve learned many Lyme patients experience. Yet, my mom rose above it
and stayed strong through it all. “I have nothing to prove to anyone,” she would say. “I only want to
support and educate people about the mystery of chronic disease.” I saw her fight for her life,
work relentlessly, and heal strategically one day at a time. More than anything, my mom wanted
to give people a road map of her journey so that they will be able to find answers faster with
more clarity and in a less stressful way than she had to.Before my mom got sick, I never really
understood the meaning of the word “hope,” yet today I know my mom is hope for Lyme disease.
I am so proud that she is making her journey one that will help so many and that she continues
to fight so passionately for a Lyme-free world. I think if someone is going to find a cure, she will
probably be the one because her persistent and righteous heart is unbeatable and she won’t
stop until she finds the answers for my siblings and all children with Lyme so that they can live
the pain-free lives they deserve.BellaMommy, I’m so proud of you for opening up about a very
important and sensitive part of our lives. You didn’t choose this path for yourself, nor did you
choose to victimize yourself. Instead you continued to raise me, my brother, and sister in the best
way possible—you wrote a book to help all of those suffering around the world whether that be
with the invisible disability of chronic Lyme disease, mental wellness, immune diseases, or just
being understood in general. You slowly but surely found your happiness again.I know how hard
it was for me to see how much you struggled in the past few years and vice-versa, but to see
others constantly judge you and doubt your integrity while you were down was even worse.
Hundreds of doctors’ appointments around the world, countless medications, IVs and remedies,
the blood, the pain, and the tears to find healing and help people around the world find their own
voice. I admire your relentless search to find a cure and a proper diagnostic affordable for all.
Throughout my whole life, I never saw you as anything less than tough as nails so every time you
would look at me with tears in your eyes, pain in your bones, bruises on your body from all the



needles, in the fetal position, and ask me when this would all be over, I would always say, “It will
be over soon, Mommy” without ever really knowing the answer. Now I can finally say you are
coming out of this stronger than ever. Thank you for being so strong and speaking up about our
journey. I am so proud and I love you.AnwarMy mom was a busy single mom who dedicated her
life to us and everything that we did until her health declined drastically and she was diagnosed
with neurological Lyme disease in 2012, right after we moved to Malibu from our home in Santa
Barbara. It was confusing and hard to understand why doctors could not fix her so I spent many
nights online educating myself about Lyme disease to sadly learn that there is no cure. But
instead of sharing that bad news with my mom, I wanted to give her hope so I only told her about
the success stories I read.Still, my mom didn’t accept that there was no cure. She was tough and
never took “no” for an answer, which is also the reason she eventually got my sister Bella and me
properly diagnosed. I struggled with chronic sinus issues, joint pain, and severe fatigue for many
years and because of my mom’s journey she was able to understand and identify that my
symptoms were not allergies or growing pains like many doctors told us.So, although it has been
a very challenging road at times, I like to look at the positive part of the experience and the way it
has brought us closer as a family and strengthened our bond. We learned that together we can
get through anything. I saw my mom navigate through many obstacles these past five years, but
she never stopped putting us first. She grounds us and is the anchor that keeps our family
together. I have learned a lot about the power of holistic medicine and spiritual healing and I
believe that our family was given this experience in order to bring awareness to Lyme disease
and raise the collective consciousness around this global epidemic.My mom helps many people
find healing every day and her determination to find a cure for Bella, me, and all the children in
the world is inspiring. I admire her everyday fight for a Lyme-free world.IntroductionSOME OF
LIFE’S LESSONS ARE LEARNED AT THE MOST CHALLENGING TIMES.In my more than five-
year battle with Lyme disease, I’ve struggled with a seemingly endless list of debilitating
symptoms. Too many nights, I found myself lying naked on the bathroom floor, the only relief
being the cold tiles on my bare skin, wondering how much more pain I could take and how many
more days, months, and years I could suffer. This journey has been long, arduous, and
devastating on various levels. There were plenty of times when I thought that I wouldn’t make it
through the night alive, and others where I wished and prayed that I would die.In the first months
and years of my illness, I’d feel so guilty and inadequate for not being who I thought I was
supposed to be. The old me was a multitasking superwoman with endless energy. I didn’t want
to surrender to my illness, because I saw that as a sign of weakness, which I fought for years.
But once I evolved in this humbling experience, I learned to surrender. I prayed more. I asked for
guidance, and somehow things started falling into place. It didn’t bring me a cure, but it brought
me a lot of clarity. As the years passed, I realized that the higher purpose of my journey was to
bring awareness to a global epidemic that was growing in the shadows. How could I not share
what I have learned? It’s a miracle that I am here to tell my story. Trust me, I would much rather
share a new clothing line, face creams, or beautiful housewares, because there’s nothing



glamorous about Lyme disease. But I wouldn’t be able to sleep at night knowing that I had gone
through all of this and didn’t give back to educate and help others.It took so much time,
heartache, research, money, and effort for me to get properly diagnosed. This made it even more
infuriating to then find out that there was no cure for what I had! Once I started to uncover the
mystery of chronic Lyme and saw the stigma around it, I felt a strong obligation to the millions of
people suffering from this and other chronic illnesses. I have met so many debilitated and
financially devastated people who have sold their homes, spent their life’s savings, or gone
bankrupt in order to pay for their Lyme treatments or those for a family member—and still they’re
not getting better. They’re fighting to stay alive with no cure in sight.Even though I learned to
adjust to my new normal, the rebel inside of me is not able to accept this silent disability that can
be cured only at early detection. Once it becomes chronic, the Lyme bacteria can go from living
in your bloodstream to living in one of your organs, making it hard to detect and almost
impossible to eradicate. Not only is this harder to diagnose and treat, it also can ruin your life. I
know this firsthand because I’ve never suffered as deeply as I have with Lyme. Even though it
brought me to my knees at times, I believe that there are no coincidences, as I learned that I am
a lot stronger, braver, and determined than I ever imagined.What follows is my journey, and I
want to share it in the hope that I can help you and others navigate through the dark maze of
chronic disease, in times that you might feel scared or alone. Often, we are misunderstood by
even our closest friends and family because they don’t get it until they get it. Many times while I
was sick, I thought that if God granted me life after this journey, I was going to use my wisdom to
help others. If I can shed light on and educate even a handful of people about this invisible
disability that hijacks your life, I will gladly open my medical records. That is the point of this
book. So let me start at the beginning. The very beginning.PrologueDON’T EVER FORGET
YOUR ROOTS, SINCE THEY ARE THE TRUE FOUNDATION AND ESSENCE OF WHO YOU
ARE TODAY.Before I take you on my health journey, I would like to tell you a little bit about me,
my childhood, where I came from, and how a little farm girl went from Holland to Hollywood …In
1964, I was born in Papendrecht, a small village nestled against the dike that holds the Noord
River. It was a lush, beautiful place with seemingly endless farmland, gorgeous fields of flowers,
and apple and pear orchards. With a population of just five thousand people, our town was a
warm community where everyone knew each other. It was a place where you actually would
knock on your neighbor’s door if you needed sugar, flour, or anything else. You never had to ask
for a helping hand because one was always ready and within reach. Life was very simple and
modest, and if I’m making it sound idyllic, that’s because it was always glorious in my mind.
Although buses and water taxis could take you to neighboring villages, bicycles were our main
source of transportation, and there was nothing better than the independence I felt biking around
town with the wind blowing through my hair.My father, Gerard van Den Herik, was a tall,
handsome man with dark hair and blue eyes. He was a men’s shirt designer and ran his own
business, Van Den Herik Shirtmakers. My mother, Ans Groenenberg, was a gorgeous blond with
the prettiest cherry-red lips. She was nineteen years old and working as a hairdresser when she



met my father, who was twenty, at a dance in Sliedrecht, a neighboring town. They got married in
1961. A year and a half later, they had my brother, Leo, and eighteen months after that they had
me. Leo and I were, and still are, the best of friends. No one makes me laugh harder or feel as
connected to my roots than he does. As kids, we’d walk to school hand in hand as my mother
watched from our apartment window and waved to us until we crossed the main road.My father
and I were very close. I was definitely a daddy’s girl, and he always gave me the sense that I
could do anything that I set my mind to. On Saturday mornings, he would take me to the shirt
factory with him to look at fabrics and check his production. There was no safer feeling than
sitting on my father’s lap in the car and him letting me think that I was driving us home from work.
My mother was an extraordinary homemaker. Our sweet little apartment was humble, but it was
always meticulously kept, with fresh flowers on the table and the comforting smell of home-
cooked meals wafting through it. In fact, my mother was such a good cook that her sandwiches
were always a hot commodity at the sandwich trade with the kids at school. She sewed our
clothes and always created that secure feeling of home, even after the worst of tragedies
occurred.In the middle of a cold winter’s night when I was seven years old, I woke to the sound
of my mother crying. I got out of bed and listened through the crack of the living room door. My
mother was talking to her parents, my Opa and Oma. I heard the words “car accident,” “hospital,”
and “Gerard.” I was confused.“They don’t think he’s going to make it,” my mother said to Oma. A
lot of their conversation was muffled and difficult to understand. This was when I figured out that
my father was in intensive care. How could that be? He was just in Hong Kong buying fabric for
his next collection. He was coming home soon. My Opa, who saw me standing at the living room
door, put me back in bed and tucked me in, promising that everything was going to be okay.The
next morning, my father died in the hospital. Our whole world fell apart. I felt sick to my stomach
with a big, giant knot that didn’t leave me for years. How was this possible?“Why did you let my
daddy die?” I asked God over and over again. What did he do wrong? It was so hard to
understand. At the funeral, I sat on the bench in church feeling heartbroken. I was so small that
my legs didn’t even reach the ground, and as I swung them nervously back and forth, I looked
over at my mother and brother. They were both so distraught that I felt a deep sadness that I had
never experienced before. In that fraction of a second, I made the strangely mature decision not
to cry, but rather to be strong for the family that my father left behind. I have to take care of them.
I’m not sure why I had the higher consciousness to think this way at the age of seven, but I
did.My mother picked up the pieces of our lives and showed great strength in this very difficult
time. She was a kick-ass single mom who led by example with a strong set of morals and values.
Maybe she shared her grief with Opa and Oma, but she never shared it with Leo or me. Even
though I felt the need to talk about my father’s death, my mother never spoke about her loss. In
time, I learned to soothe myself and manage my emotions by drawing, writing, riding my horse,
and spending time in nature. But one thing was for sure: my mamma wasn’t going to let this
experience be a crutch for failure. She pushed Leo and me even harder to strive for success in
every aspect of our lives. Although she loved us with everything she had and dedicated her life



to us, she was also strict, and we were raised to be very disciplined. For example, I had to iron
for my mom every Friday after school and dust, clean the bathroom, and vacuum my bedroom.
She also had a huge heart and sense of charity. No matter how little we had, my mother always
helped those less fortunate than us, pushing my brother and me to go door to door to raise
money for the Red Cross so they could feed starving children in Africa. She volunteered at the
old peoples’ home and was extremely generous with our friends and neighbors, cooking a meal
for someone who was sick or watching their kids in times of need. When my best friend Gina’s
mom died, Gina often stayed with us and my mom also cared for my other girlfriend, whose
parents were battling through a divorce. My mom has the biggest heart and taught me to always
have great compassion for others.Soon after my dad died, we moved to D. Nieuwenhuis straat
22. Thank God my Opa and Oma lived within walking distance, so we saw them often. My Opa
was a retired lieutenant from the army and he was super strict, and Oma was the most proper
woman I’ve ever met. Her home, which was her sanctuary, was spotless at all times. She took
great pride in her vases of beautiful fresh flowers and potted azaleas in the windowsills. We
didn’t have a lot of money, a big house, or fancy things, but we had what was most important:
love, commitment, and togetherness as a family. Every Sunday night, we had dinner and
enjoyed debates as we sat around the table. We played Monopoly and card games for real coins
that we collected in old jelly jars with our names on them. Opa always said he played
competitively so he could use his winnings to pay for that week’s cigarettes and bread. After
dinner, the adults drank coffee and Leo and I nibbled on homemade cookies and hot chocolate
milk. Then the girls would do the dishes while the boys watched soccer games on our black-and-
white TV. At around eight o’clock, my mom would serve cognac to Opa and coffee liqueur to
Oma along with cocktail snacks of Dutch cheese, sausage, and crackers with her legendary
tuna or chicken-curry salad.When I started riding ponies at the age of five, at my aunt Lany’s
barn, my great love for animals, especially horses, was born. The summer after my father’s
death, my mother sent me to a three-week pony camp in North Holland. There, I met my first
soul mate and spirit animal: a pony who came off a train from Russia where his front legs had
been tightly shackled. His scars were symbols to me that the hardships we experience in life can
heal with love and tender care. The pony’s name was Bruno and my nickname was Gigi, so I
romantically blended our names to create “Gino.” For those three weeks, Gino and I were
inseparable. He became my best friend. I spent all day long riding, grooming, and loving him. I
even snuck out of my bunk bed to sleep with him in his stall at night. With just a few days left of
camp, my time with Gino was coming to an end. Leaving him behind was unthinkable, so I called
my mother from the pay phone and had a huge meltdown.“Please, please let me bring Gino
home,” I begged. I wasn’t sure what she would say because we lived a very modest life, but she
made me a promise.“Let me think about it,” she said. At least she didn’t say no! Something in my
gut told me that my mother would make it possible. When she came to pick me up from camp, I
waited anxiously for her answer.“Yes, you can bring Gino home, but he’s one hundred percent
your responsibility and you must do everything to care for him,” she said. My heart skipped a



beat. I’d never felt that happy. Clearly, my mother realized that Gino was a crucial healing tool to
help me overcome the loss of my father. She found a milk farm near our house where boarding
was cheap. Every day, no matter if it was raining, snowing, or hailing, I rode my bike to the farm
before and after school to clean stalls and feed, ride, and brush Gino. I worked hard in school so
that the hours would pass quickly and I could return to him. The owners of the farm, Mr. and Mrs.
Van Wijngaarden, treated me just like a daughter. I worked alongside their sons, who taught me
to milk cows, deliver baby calves, and harvest the straw and hay that would feed our animals
through the cold winter. I had blisters on my hands from the hard, physical labor, but I thrived in
my role as a working farm girl. It made me feel complete. Once a week, I rode my horse on the
dark country road to take lessons at the Papendrechtse Riding Club. My mom drove behind me
in her car, shining its headlights on the road ahead of me so I could see where I was
going.Unlike many girls my age, I was not into boys. The only thing that got my heart racing was
horses. I didn’t care about fashionable clothes; I longed for riding gear and the ability to one day
buy my own show horse. I knew that I wanted more in life and rode every day with the goal of
becoming an Olympic equestrian in dressage and a professional rider. I had been dreaming
about a new saddle and bridle so I told my mother this one day when I was twelve years
old.“You’ll need money for that,” she said. So I got my first job, working in my favorite Chinese
restaurant in town. There, on Saturdays and Sundays, I washed the endless stacks of dirty
dishes and buckets of used silverware. Luckily, I had plenty of training in cleaning thanks to the
super-neat homes that my mom and Oma both kept. I made one bucket with just knives, another
with forks, and a third with spoons, and organized the dishes by size. After hours and hours of
washing, I rode my bike home. I was exhausted and smelled like a fried noodle, but I also had a
great sense of accomplishment and independence. My hair and clothes were so greasy that my
mom made me get undressed before I even entered our home and sent me straight to the
shower. Otherwise, the aroma of fried food would linger throughout the whole house.I finally
saved enough money to purchase that brand-new saddle and felt like I had died and gone to
heaven. At this point, I was winning a lot of riding competitions. We were poor, and my horse
wasn’t fancy like those I competed against, but I was definitely the most driven girl there. I was
also serious about gymnastics and actually got to the junior Olympic tryouts. Around the time I
turned thirteen, I started feeling severely fatigued and had trouble falling asleep at night no
matter how tired I was. My mother thought that I was just doing too much, but then she realized
that this was more than a case of spreading myself too thin. She took me to the doctor, who
diagnosed me with a severe case of the Epstein-Barr virus and put me on bed rest for six weeks.
I had to take a break from riding and gymnastics, which was devastating to me. A few months
later, I had an appendicitis and was hospitalized. Looking back now, I truly believe that this virus
was probably the culprit of my health journey.“You can’t be the best at riding and gymnastics at
the same time,” my mother said one day. “Pick one.” Although I was passionate about both
sports, I chose the barn over the balance beam. I needed money to help support my love of
horses and riding, so at fourteen years old, I got a part-time job selling cheese and sandwich



meats at the local grocery store, HEMA. I was quickly promoted to cashier. Although it was
hectic to juggle school, riding, barn work, and my job, that monthly check made it all worth it. I
was so motivated that nothing was ever too much, and my energy was endless.“Can you come
to Amsterdam with me in a few weeks?” my girlfriend Dorothy, a hairstylist, asked one day when I
was sixteen years old. “I need a model for a hair show I’m doing.”“Uh … I’m not really into the hair
and makeup thing,” I said, hesitating.“Please?”“Let me think about it.”“I can’t find anyone else
with long enough hair for the braids that I’m doing,” she said when she called me a week later to
ask again. “Can you come?” I still wasn’t sure, but I wanted to help a friend, so I agreed to go.
The show was a week later on a freezing-cold and snowy winter’s day. When we got there, a
woman who worked for the top Dutch designer Frans Molenaar approached me.“One of our
models is sick with the flu and canceled. Can you take her place and walk in Frans’s show?” she
asked.“Okay,” I said, even though I had never worn a stitch of makeup or a pair of high heels. In
fact, I hadn’t done anything that feminine or seen anything as fancy as the clothes I wore in the
fashion show. I was straight from the barn to the catwalk with no idea what to do, so I just looked
at the other models and imitated the way they walked and held themselves. I’m still not sure if I
was a natural or just a convincing copycat, but after the show, I was approached by Pieter van
der Schaft, owner of Intermodels who was also a scout for Eileen Ford. He asked me to do a test
photo shoot a few days later. When those pictures were sent to various clients and advertising
agencies, I immediately got offers to shoot at different locations all over Europe.“Give it a shot
and try it for a little while and then we’ll see,” my mother said when we discussed these
opportunities, even though she knew nothing about the modeling industry. She promised to take
care of my horse while I was gone and I knew she would.I was signed by Eileen Ford in New
York who got me a working visa to come to America and before I knew it I was immersed in
fashion and traveling the world. I was on runways all over Europe and traveled to an array of
exotic locations for modeling jobs, making more money than I had ever dreamed of. My income
helped me support my family and it sure beat my jobs at the Chinese restaurant and grocery
store. Amazingly, when I was only a teenager, I fulfilled the promise to my seven-year-old self to
provide for my family. Of course, this opportunity to become financially independent was a
dream come true, but in the blink of an eye, it was also the end of my teenage years. Although I
never returned to live in Holland, which I love so much, I took every piece of the moral and
emotional foundation that my mother gave me and used it while traveling the world for work. I
was extremely disciplined, focused, and motivated. Nothing was going to stop me from
succeeding in this industry and I wanted to make my mamma proud.At nineteen, I signed a
three-month modeling contract in Tokyo and got to experience the amazing Japanese culture. It
was an inspiring time and I loved working long days. I exercised as much as I could to stay in top
shape. One day, I pulled a muscle in my back, so my agent, Himari, took me to her
acupuncturist. I was fascinated because it helped immediately so I had treatments every day
after work for a couple of weeks until my pain was completely gone. From Japan, I went back to
New York, where I was based, and booked my first Cosmopolitan magazine cover with



Francesco Scavullo, the well-known fashion photographer. I felt extremely exhausted the day of
the shoot, but I blamed it on jet lag and the different lifestyle I’d experienced in Tokyo. During hair
and makeup, I felt very strange and faint, but pushed through.“Are you okay?” one of the
Cosmopolitan editors asked me.“Not really,” I said.“Your eyes are kind of yellow. I think you need
to go to a doctor,” she told me. Someone on set called Eileen Ford to get me an appointment
with a doctor immediately. Dr. White did an array of blood tests and sent me home to rest. Two
days later, I returned and when the nurse interrogated me about any potential drug use, I was
not only confused but offended.“You tested positive for hepatitis B,” she explained. “Which is a
liver infection that you can get from a blood transfusion or dirty needles.”“I must have gotten it
from acupuncture needles, because I’ve never used drugs,” I said. Today, acupuncturists use
only disposable needles, but back then they would simply sterilize the needles by cooking them
in a huge pot of boiling water and reuse them. I had already learned I had a weak liver because
out in the modeling world, when I tried to go out at night to party with the other girls and drink, I
couldn’t keep up. The same thing happened in high school on a class trip to the Heineken
factory, when I got violently ill from the beer tasting at the end of the tour.The hepatitis B
diagnosis was scary. I was only nineteen years old and in an English-speaking country where I
had no family or support system at all besides my agency. We canceled all my upcoming
modeling bookings and I flew back to Holland to be with my mom and get a second opinion from
my hometown doctor. Unfortunately, he confirmed this frightening diagnosis. But after a month of
my mamma’s TLC and Dutch cooking, I made a good enough recovery to get back in action. I
was extremely driven and well aware my lucky draw wasn’t going to last forever. Momentum was
incredibly important, as was being in the right place at the right time, and being sick in
Papendrecht wasn’t any good for my business. So I got back on the road and back to work.Over
the next fifteen years, my life was very hectic and busy. I lived like a gypsy, constantly on
airplanes, flying all over the world without much time off. I was a workhorse who always kept
going no matter how I felt. Coming from humble beginnings was my greatest gift because the
motivation and hunger to be successful was ingrained in me. I lived in Paris, Milan, Hamburg,
Sydney, Cape Town, Tokyo, New York, and Los Angeles. Being able to experience all these
different cultures so early on in my life gives me great respect and admiration for the diversity in
the world. Besides feeling extremely grateful for the blessing of this life, I earned an incredible
amount of money and successfully invested it. The financial independence felt powerful and
gave me a lot of self-confidence. I was proud of how far I had come and how much I had
accomplished since I was that little girl on the farm.One day during a photo shoot in Marbella,
Spain, a woman from the hotel’s front desk came to find me on the set.“Your brother called with
an emergency. He needs to talk to you immediately,” she said. I rushed back to the hotel as
quickly as possible and called Leo from the lobby.“Mamma has breast cancer and needs a
double mastectomy,” he said. My world felt like it had collapsed. OMG. Not my mamma! Cancer?
Is she going to die?I raced to my room, packed my luggage, and jumped into a cab to the
airport, where I waited six hours to get on a flight to Amsterdam. I stayed in Holland while my



mother, who was forty-six years old, recovered from surgery. This motivated me to become
extremely health conscious and live a very clean life. I was tired and started to feel extremely
lonely having lived out of a suitcase for over a decade. Never in one place long enough to
connect with people or build meaningful relationships. I started to long for a family, my own
family, and a place to call home.Chapter OneYOU ARE NOT WHAT HAS HAPPENED TO YOU.
YOU ARE WHAT YOU CHOOSE TO BECOME FROM THAT EXPERIENCE.Fast-forward to
1993, when I’m in Aspen, Colorado, for a photo shoot. I meet Mohamed Hadid on the gondola
going up Ajax Mountain. We start talking. He is kind and very handsome. Soon we fall in love,
get engaged, marry, and settle in Los Angeles. With his first wife, Mary, Mohamed has two girls,
Marielle and Alana, who live in McLean, Virginia. On April 23, 1995, we welcome the first of our
three angels, Jelena Noura Hadid (Gigi). Just a year and a half later, on October 9, 1996,
Isabella Khair Hadid (Bella) is born. Then my son, Anwar Mohamed Gerard Hadid, arrives on
June 22, 1999. I stop modeling after giving birth to Bella because traveling with two babies is not
doable so I start working with Mohamed, who is a real estate developer and extremely smart,
creative, and a genius in design. After losing most of his fortune in the early nineties’ real estate
crash, he is determined to turn things around. Like me, Mohamed came from very humble
beginnings and was raised by a strong and loving mom, Khair Hadid. I have no doubt he will
make it back on top. I have always had a passion for design and he teaches me about things like
antiquing and wholesale furnishings. We are a great team; he creates the big picture and I am
the detail person who follows right behind to put on the final touches. I enjoy working on his
projects and designing interiors. I also love being a mother of three and am immersed in my life
as a mommy and wife. It’s a dream come true. I’ve finally found a place where I belong, my own
special family in beautiful America.Sadly, our marriage is short-lived, and in 2000 Mohamed and
I separate. He’s a good human being and provider for his children and always has been an
amazing son to his mother. But unfortunately for me, he’s not a faithful husband. It’s a sad
experience and hard for me to accept. It’s also a big blow to my ego. I thought I was a pretty
good catch: financially independent, on the covers of magazines, and absolutely loving my
home life and roles as wife and mother. It takes a long time for me to truly understand that the
breakdown of our marriage has nothing to do with who I am, but nevertheless it feels like a
failure, even though there is nothing I could have done differently. Growing up without a father,
this is the last thing I want for my children but I adapt.As soon as Gigi finishes her pre-K year, the
kids and I are off to Casa Amore, in Punta Mita, Mexico, a beautiful place that Mohamed and I
built together and I decorated in authentic Mexican style. It’s a colorful and happy home that I
created with the vision of a lifetime with Mohamed and our family, but life isn’t always what you
think it will be. So I keep telling myself to pull up the bootstraps, a saying from my riding days that
I’ve used throughout my life, meaning that I’ve got to push through and move forward, no matter
the circumstances, and deal with the cards life has dealt me. After all, I have three beautiful
babies, I am healthy, and I have a whole life ahead of me. The kids and I spend a quiet summer
with my mom, my brother, his wife, Liseth, and their two daughters, Joann and Lizzy, barefoot on



the beach, building sand castles, catching crabs, bodysurfing, watching birds, going on jungle
rides in the pickup truck, and discovering all kinds of amazingness right in our backyard
connected to Mother Nature. The kids learn about lizards, armadillos, and snakes. Sometimes
we sleep on the beach to watch mamma turtles lay their eggs. I take long walks to think and
process. Leo, Liseth, and I enjoy margaritas at the local beach bar while we pick up the fresh
catch of the day. Life is beautiful and meaningful in this magical little town. I loved the people
from the minute I arrived for the first time, just two years earlier.While detoxing from my Beverly
Hills life on my daily long sunset walks, I start to slowly digest my experience and find clarity. I
realize that I don’t want to go back there. Even though I always loved the palm trees and
sunshine, I never really felt at home in Beverly Hills, and it is not an environment where I want to
raise my children. But where am I going? That question consumes me the whole summer. I’m so
grateful to have my mom and family here from Holland. They are so rational and always put
things in perspective for me. It turns out to be the most difficult summer of my life so far, but I
make it a magical one for my children. They have no idea what is really going on and don’t need
to know anything that is happening between their father and me. I tell them he is very busy
working. They don’t have a clue that this is the beginning of our new life.I am reluctant to go back
to L.A. I am humiliated and distrust the life I built there and most of the people in it. I’m actually
toying with the idea of staying in Punta Mita for a year. I have grown to love this town and its
people—I feel connected to the simplicity and honesty of life here. It will make me happy and
give me hope. It’s far away from Gucci and Chanel on Rodeo Drive and the fast, superficial world
that now feels even emptier than ever before. As in every defining moment in my life thus far,
however, I wake up one morning with a clear vision. I see us moving to Montecito, a small town
close to Santa Barbara. That was the California I fell in love with some fifteen years earlier when I
was modeling on the Santa Barbara pier with Kathy Ireland, a native of the area.“If I can ever live
in America full-time, this is where I want to be,” I told her back then as we were looking at the
breathtaking coastline in front of us. The town was so charming, the architecture magnificent,
and it felt as if you could be anywhere in Europe. I always remembered the safe and familiar
feeling it gave me, and now it suddenly makes sense that Montecito is where I need to go and
raise Gigi, age six; Bella, five; and Anwar, just eighteen months old. I call a broker and start
inquiring about rental properties and find out that I have only a week to get the kids enrolled in
school. I ask my mom to stay with the little ones for two days so I can fly to Santa Barbara with
Gigi to visit the Montecito Union School. It’s the cutest little school, with beautiful green trees, a
track field, and outdoor spaces. Gigi immediately loves the art studio and the assembly room,
which has a stage where they do musicals. We visit the local barns and this gets her very excited
about a new home and the opportunity to bring her pony, Prince Philip.I guess when things are
meant to be, everything just falls into place. It’s like God waving his magic wand. I find a
furnished house we love on a little street right off Middle Road, which is a two-minute walk to
Scoop, the ice cream store, and Rusty’s Pizza. I am sure Bella is going to be very happy about
that.Although my life feels upside down, I can sense we are going to feel at home in this



charming little town. It’s important to me that my children can attend public school and enjoy a
simpler existence with horses and the benefits of a close-knit community. A week later, I pack up
my three children and move to Montecito, where Gigi starts kindergarten and Bella enters pre-
K.Although the children and I move two hours away, Mohamed stays in Beverly Hills, and of
course my goal is to keep him close and involved in their lives. Establishing a friendship after our
separation takes great effort and a lot of swallowing my pride, but I believe it’s essential in order
to raise confident and stable children, and that’s really all that matters to me at this point.
Regardless of our past, I’m not going to allow my bruised ego to destroy the commitment I made
when we brought our children into this world together. The love of both parents is important, and
it’s valuable for the children to see us get along. I work on forgiving him and choose to focus not
on the pain he caused me but rather on what it’s teaching me. Mohamed and I come from such
different cultures that sometimes we clash on parenting issues, but we always come back
around the table.At the end of the day, this journey is about the happiness and well-being of my
children and how they feel about their daddy. What I feel is not important. Around seven forty
every morning, I phone Mohamed as we drive to school so they can say good morning and
connect with his voice. I remember missing my daddy as a child so my heart hurts for them and I
try to compromise in many different ways. Even though separation is a hardship for any family,
the children and I manage to plant strong roots in Montecito.We create a beautiful and happy life
filled with joy and a fantastic group of friends at school and at our barn, who become our
extended family. One of these family members is Paige, whom I met almost seven years earlier
at the Santa Monica car wash. Back then, as we were sitting next to each other on a bench
waiting for our cars to come out, she asked, “Okay, I know why I’m at the car wash, but why the
hell are you here?” she said, nodding toward my engagement ring. “Because if I had a ring like
that, someone else would be taking my car to be washed!” Her tone was sweet, and I couldn’t
help but laugh at her comment.“I just got engaged last night,” I said. “So I’m still feeling very
uncomfortable with this big bauble on my finger. I’ve never even seen anything as big as this.”
We laughed and made small talk for a few more minutes until Paige’s car was ready. She got up
to go and we said good-bye.That night, Mohamed and I attended a dinner party, and there was
Paige! It turns out that she was hosting the dinner with her boyfriend, Sylvio, and they were both
Mohamed’s friends. Small world, isn’t it? We were instant friends after that.In Montecito, I start
horseback riding again and spend endless hours at the barn teaching my children to ride. They
learn to work in the barn, clean tack, and ride six days a week. I find solace in the same quiet
place where I’ve always found comfort since I was a little girl: in nature. It’s a rough first couple of
years, and I’m lonely at times. My life is nonstop crazy busy raising my three rascals, but I’m
proud of myself for coping and learning to run this family single-handedly, especially living so far
from my mother and brother in Holland. I feel strongly about investing this crucial time into
creating a foundation for the children. They’re thriving, and our life is absorbed with horses.
Although Anwar is not crazy about riding, he loves being at the barn and is always digging in the
dirt looking for crystals. I try to get him into different sports, but none of them really interest him.



He is always just content to be with his girls. Once all the emotions around this chapter are
settled, I feel like I am entering the happiest time of my life. I just love being a classroom mom in
charge of photography at my kids’ school.After the first two years, I buy a little farmhouse on
East Valley Road. It overlooks horse pastures with a beautiful barn. I decorate it in a Ralph
Lauren equestrian theme, and we’re in heaven as we are woken by the roosters each morning at
sunrise.Toward the end of 2006, Mohamed calls me on a Monday night.“Yo, I’m having a dinner
party next Thursday and you should come,” he says, using my nickname. “It’s at seven thirty at
my house.”“Okay, that sounds like fun,” I say. But a week later on that Thursday, the kids and I
don’t get back from the barn until six o’clock. I’m still wearing my riding clothes, helping with
homework, and have spaghetti Bolognese cooking on the stove. I am juggling a lot and by seven
I’m definitely not ready to shower, get dressed up, and go to a dinner party all the way in Los
Angeles, so I call Mohamed.“I’m sorry, but I can’t make it tonight,” I say.He sounds pretty
annoyed. “Yo, if you don’t start making an effort to go out and meet people, you’ll be single for
the rest of your life,” he says. “Nobody’s going to ring the doorbell on East Valley Road and ask
you out.” It’s sweet that he worries, and I know he is right, but I honestly am happy immersed in
the lives of my children. I’m used to being on their schedule, going to sleep at eight o’clock and
waking up at six, and like it that way.The next morning, Mohamed calls me. “There was this really
great guy at my party, David Foster. He saw your pictures with the kids and asked who the
beautiful woman was,” Mohamed says. “I told him you were my ex-wife and that you were
available.” We both laugh at how silly this sounds, but it is endearing.“Maybe I’ll meet him some
other time,” I say. We carry on our conversation about kid stuff. When I hang up, I think it’s
interesting that, after all these years, Mohamed finally wants me to date and get a life. A couple
of months later, it’s Paige’s fortieth birthday party, which Mohamed hosts at his home. When
David Foster walks in, Paige elbows me.“That’s the guy who asked Mohamed about you,” she
says. “Let’s go say hi.” We walk over to him and Paige introduces us.“It’s nice to meet you,” I say.
Then I step back and take a head-to-toe look at David because I’m curious what type of guy
Mohamed thinks is good enough for me. Our eyes lock and we make small talk. After a few
minutes, I excuse myself from the conversation because David is with a date and it feels
inappropriate to talk to a man who is with another woman. Several days later, David, who gets
my number from a mutual friend, calls to ask me out. We meet at Lucky’s in Montecito for dinner
and then head to the bar at the Biltmore hotel. We have an instant connection and talk until three
in the morning. We fall in love, and because David lives in Malibu, we start to date long-distance.
This actually works out really well: I’m running my own household, and my main priority is raising
my children, and he is the hardest-working man in the music business and spends most of his
time recording in the studio.In 2007, after I’ve been coughing on and off for months and
experiencing sinus issues, I go see Dr. Joseph Sugerman, an ear, nose, and throat doctor in
Beverly Hills. When he checks my thyroid, he feels a mass and immediately sends me for an
ultrasound downstairs. Results reveal a pretty large tumor. Because of my mother’s battle with
breast cancer, I freak out when I hear the word “tumor” and don’t think twice when the



endrocrinologist tells me that I should have my thyroid removed. After the surgery, the mass is
sent for a biopsy. It is discovered that three of my four parathyroid glands were encapsulated
with my thyroid so, unbeknownst to the surgeon, they were removed as well. These little
endocrine glands sit behind the thyroid and regulate the body’s calcium level. This is crucial to
keep your nervous system and muscles, like your heart, working properly. To help my body
manage without my thyroid and these glands, I am prescribed Synthroid, a synthetic thyroid
medication. Although I recover quickly from the surgery, I do experience a number of side effects
from the medicine, including hair loss, exhaustion, and insomnia. I see a different specialist to
get educated because blood tests show that my body’s thyroid-stimulating hormone is not
working properly.In 2008, I start thinking about moving to Malibu. Mohamed likes the idea of
having the kids closer so he can see them more often, especially because Gigi and Bella will be
off to college before we know it. I find a beautiful piece of property on Carbon Canyon Road. It’s
on a hilltop with a spectacular view of the ocean, and I am excited by the thought of building one
last special family home for my children. Every morning, I drop my kids off at school, drive sixty
miles to Malibu, work at the job site with dozens of construction workers, and then drive back to
Santa Barbara for school pickup at three o’clock. It’s a crazy schedule. My afternoons and
evenings are like those of many busy parents carpooling kids to and from volleyball, basketball,
horseback riding, and tutors; cooking dinner; and helping with school projects and homework.I
do this five times a week for two years, which is why I don’t think much when I begin feeling more
fatigued than usual and having migraines. After all, braving Los Angeles traffic, not once but
twice a day, is enough to give anyone a headache. However, soon the occasional migraine
comes a few times a week.This project is a lot more than I had imagined. It’s double the budget
and the financial burden is starting to crack me and I’m starting to feel exhausted most of the
time.Of course, I’m tired. I had a glass of wine last night.It’s the stress. I’m doing too much.Maybe
I need to adjust my thyroid medication.These are just some of the twenty excuses I have running
through my head while I stubbornly ignore these symptoms and keep going. After all, when
you’re strong-headed with a type A personality like me, you’re determined to do it all. Nothing—
no headache, severe fatigue, or other symptom—is going to stop me. I’m on a mission to finish
my house in Malibu. Occasionally, I go to my holistic doctor, Michael Galitzer, in Montecito, for
things to boost my immune system and give me energy, such as vitamin C drips and B12 shots.
Unfortunately, they give me only temporary relief and don’t resolve my problems. Despite this, I
refuse to acknowledge that something is wrong. My body is giving me warning signs and
screaming at me to pay attention, but I am in ignore mode. Getting sick isn’t on this busy
woman’s to-do list.One afternoon, I’m on the construction site in Malibu and my phone rings. It’s
my best friend, Ellie, one of the first friends I made in Montecito when our children were little. For
four years straight, we had coffee Monday through Friday at Starbucks in Santa Barbara after we
dropped our children off at elementary school. She recently moved to New York because of her
job with 1stdibs.“Hi, honey bunny,” I say, but hear only crying on the other end of the phone.
“Ellie? What’s wrong?”“You know the back pains I’ve been having?” she asks, trying to get the



words out between sobs. “It’s not my back. They say it’s ALS.”“Are you sure?” I say. “Should we
get a second opinion?” My heart is beating rapidly, but I am trying not to reveal how shocked and
scared I am. I don’t know much about ALS, but I know it’s bad.“What do I do? What about
Gracie?” she says, referring to her daughter.“I love you and we will find someone to fix this
problem. Okay?” I say.As soon as I get home that afternoon, I google “ALS” and I am devastated
to find out what a horrible disease this is, one without a cure. ALS affects nerve cells in the brain
and spine, and eventually people with the disease lose the ability to speak, eat, move, and
breathe. Apparently, the mind stays sharp while one’s body becomes paralyzed. I’m sick to my
stomach when I read that life expectancy of someone with ALS is just two to five years from
when it’s diagnosed. Two to five years? This is crazy. Ellie has a daughter to raise and a life to
live! There are no words to describe how I feel, and this added stress gives me another excuse
for my symptoms. Of course, I feel sick. My best friend has ALS!I call a powerful friend in New
York and ask him to find me the best ALS specialist. He gets Ellie in to see the doctor the next
day, but unfortunately he confirms her diagnosis. Shit. Why is life so unfair at times? I feel sad
and helpless from this devastating news.By December 2010, the new house is finished, and I
convince myself that I will feel much better once we move in. Unfortunately, things get worse. I
am starting to have really strange moments of brain fog. My kids tease me about tripping over
my words and how I ask them the same question two or three times. Of course, this is all in good
fun, but I know deep in my heart that it’s no laughing matter. Also, my migraines become much
more severe, lasting three to four days, accompanied by strange puffy half circles under my
eyes. I experience severe hair loss, which is disconcerting, but I fix that with hair extensions. I
don’t share these crazy and serious symptoms with anyone—not my mother, not my close
girlfriends, not David. I do mention them to my friend Tom Hahn, who is helping me unpack
boxes in the new house. He was my agent at L.A. Models almost twenty-five years earlier and
has become somewhat of a father figure to me. We are upstairs in my bedroom when I stop in
my tracks and lean against the bed.“I feel like something’s eating my brain,” I tell Tom.“Eating
your brain?” he asks, confused.“I can’t explain it, but that’s what it feels like.”“To be honest, I’ve
noticed that you’re not yourself lately,” he says. “But I thought it was the move and all the balls
you’re juggling. I know it’s hard for you but you need to slow down and take time to
regenerate.”It’s mid-2011 and about a year since my symptoms first appeared. They come and
go regularly. It’s as if I have the flu for a week, then have a little bit of a reprieve and think I’m over
it. But then the next week it’s back, and I feel awful again. When I used to get the flu once or
twice a year, I climbed into bed with a cup of chicken soup and rested it out for a couple of days.
But when what seems like the flu comes and goes every other week, I have to learn to cope and
push through. I keep going. Still, despite some good days here and there, I feel like things are
really going downhill. I make an appointment with David’s internist, Dr. Lawrence Piro, one of the
best doctors in Los Angeles.“You have too much on your plate,” he says. “Take it down a notch
and give your body and brain a chance to rest.” I’m not surprised to hear this. Of course, any
doctor who sees a strong woman doing a hundred things will tell her that she needs to slow



down. And because Dr. Piro is not just my doctor but also a close family friend with whom we
socialize, he has a front-row seat to my juggling act. Dr. Piro sees me managing a million things,
including my children, helping David with his brand, organizing seating at his shows, taking care
of my family in Holland, and running a big new house with a music studio. David and I are now
engaged, so I’m also planning a wedding, working my job on the series Dutch Hollywood
Women, a show about four women who have made successful lives for themselves in America
after leaving Holland. The cast consists of a photographer, a writer, and a socialite. Although the
four of us occasionally meet for coffee, the show isn’t about us interacting or creating drama; it’s
more about sharing a lifestyle and positive message.Yes, I am juggling a lot, but juggling is my
forte and something I’ve been doing my whole life. Many people get overwhelmed when they
have too many balls in the air, but I thrive on it. It’s stimulating and exciting. I never go to sleep
without a to-do list on my nightstand. So, although Dr. Piro’s diagnosis is a seemingly obvious
one, it doesn’t resonate with me. Yet it gives me another excuse to avoid the truth that is staring
me in the face: my body is trying to tell me something. I’m struggling, but I keep pulling up the
bootstraps.One day while shooting an episode of Dutch Hollywood Women, I look in the mirror
and notice that the right side of my face is drooping very slightly combined with a strange
numbness and pressure in the area. I google these symptoms, and they seem like Bell’s palsy, a
condition that causes facial paralysis, but I brush it off. Could this be from Botox? I should be fine
in a couple of days. I massage my cheek trying to get blood flow to the area. This is just another
example of my turning a blind eye to reality and trying to be a hard ass. Although “hardheaded” is
more like it!Beginning in October, I notice that my once very strong and distinct handwriting
looks like scribble, and anything I read no longer sticks in my formerly photographic memory.
This is starting to upset me, because reading and writing are two things I’ve loved doing my
whole life. Spiritual guidance and health books are always stacked on my bedside table and in
my library, and writing has been a source of comfort and a way of expressing myself—especially
through difficult times in my life.It is starting to be really hard to stay on task and focus on the
smallest details for our upcoming November wedding, like the guest list and table settings,
things that the old me could do in my sleep. I also notice that watching TV is getting harder
because somehow the light bothers me and little things like soft music or noise at a restaurant
become irritating. Yet I keep Piro’s words in the back of my mind. Maybe he is right. Maybe I
burnt out my fuse. I am not sure how to deal with it, so I do my best to go to bed early and eat
healthy. Sometimes, when I try to talk, I have difficulty with word retrieval. I can’t find the proper
words to express what I feel. It’s subtle, but it’s starting to alarm me, so I call Dr. Piro again.“I
know we discussed this, but I’m telling you, my brain isn’t working properly. I feel like I have an
infection in it,” I say.“Hmmm. What do you mean?”“When I try to talk, the words are floating out
there somewhere, but I can’t nail them,” I say. “It’s like I’m a computer and my browser is
defective.”“Can you elaborate?” Dr. Piro asks. Of course, I can’t elaborate. My problem is trying
to find the right words! A wave of frustration washes over me as I feel lost.“I’m scared that I’m
losing my mind,” I say. Something is growing in my brain. I can feel it. “Plus, I have so many crazy



symptoms, like joint pain, cramps in my toes and fingers, exhaustion, insomnia, and anxiety—all
of it is overwhelming my entire system.”“You’re probably just pushing yourself too much,” says Dr.
Piro. “But let’s get you in to see a top neurologist. I’ll make an appointment.”“I don’t see anything
wrong with your brain,” the neurologist says kindly after doing an array of tests. Then she
scribbles a prescription for Adderall, medicine for attention deficit hyperactivity disorder
(ADHD).“But you just said you don’t see anything,” I reply, feeling confused. Why give me
medicine when nothing is wrong?“Well, maybe we just need to activate the part of the brain
associated with focus. The medicine can help. Give it a try,” she urges.“I’m also giving you a
prescription for antidepressants,” she says. Antidepressants?“I’m definitely not depressed,” I tell
her.“Why do you say that?” she asks.“Because I’m happy and I know what depression feels like. I
experienced it when I broke my back giving birth to my son twelve years ago. I had a double-
fusion and the pain medication really affected my mood,” I say. “Back then I was definitely
depressed. This doesn’t feel the same at all.”Still, I fill both prescriptions. Although they seem like
one-size-fits-all solutions for my unique problem, I’m so desperate for an answer that I want to
believe the neurologist. I don’t love the idea of taking medication, but I love that there is a
solution. I was also raised to believe that doctors are like gods, all-knowing and brilliant, so you
listen to what they say rather than question it. But taking the Adderall just makes me feel like I’m
having a panic attack. My nervous system feels completely overwhelmed and overstimulated.
For a typically Zen and balanced person like myself, this is horrible, so I stop taking it after two
days. I stay on the antidepressants for several weeks, but they don’t help either.“Give them a
little longer,” Dr. Piro says when I ask his advice. “They can take time to kick in.” I don’t know what
is wrong with me, but Adderall and antidepressants aren’t the answer. I wean off the
antidepressants and continue to see different doctors.Besides some food allergies and heavy
metal toxicity, there is no concrete explanation for how and what I’m feeling. Every doctor I see
seems to focus on my symptoms instead of their underlying cause. I have one hundred reasons
to be grateful, so I motivate myself through the motions of my life and fake my well-being. I put a
smile on my face for my children and make sure David has his coffee in the morning and the
candles are burning in our home by evening. I always have food on the table for our six o’clock
family dinners, a ritual that I was raised with and am determined to maintain. It’s a sacred time to
talk and connect with my children after everyone’s busy days out in the world. My life feels
uncertain, but I want to make sure that my kids’ and David’s lives keep humming along perfectly.I
do this with the help of Alberto and Blanca, an amazing couple who worked with me in Santa
Barbara for five years before they moved with us to Malibu. Because they originally worked for
our good friends, the Davis family, and our children played together, Alberto and Blanca have
known Gigi, Bella, and Anwar since they were born. They saw me in action as a single mom and
know how I run my children’s lives like clockwork. Alberto and Blanca are part of our family, and
there is a great trust between us. I am so grateful to have them by my side.With our wedding
coming up, David and I are training hard to get into top shape. We work out with a personal
trainer, Dale, who comes to the house and cracks the whip three days a week. I have always



loved living a healthy and sporty lifestyle and really enjoy inspiring David to get fit, too. Not long
ago, intense workouts of burpees, jumping jacks, stair running, treadmill sprints, and push-ups
made me feel invigorated, but lately my energy to exercise has seriously declined. A couple of
weeks before the wedding, we’re in the gym, and as I am mid-push-up a profound and
paralyzing wave of exhaustion comes over me and I drop to the floor.Not sure what happened to
me, but I can’t do this one more minute. Not even one more second.“I’m done,” I say.Dale and
David exchange puzzled looks. “What happened to our ball-buster athlete?” they joke.“I don’t
know. I just can’t do it anymore. I’m exhausted.” At that moment, I stop working out. I cannot
ignore my body one minute longer.Although this is the first memorable moment of realization,
the one that breaks my heart involves my son, Anwar, who is now twelve years old. Ever since he
was a little boy, we’ve had a nightly ritual of lying on his bed before he goes to sleep to talk about
his day while I scratch his back. But before that, we play a game where I sit on top of him, lock
his arms under my knees, and tickle him endlessly while he squeals with delight.“Who do you
love the most in the world? Who? Who?” I say while Anwar laughs those deep, wonderful belly
laughs that are only reserved for children. If he says anyone else’s name than mine, which he
does on purpose, I tickle harder. Then finally, breathless from all the laughing and wrestling
around, he says, “My mommy. My mommy. I love my mommy the most.” This is the sign for me to
stop tickling, and we both collapse on the bed laughing with joy. But one night that laughter
abruptly ends. Bedtime starts like always, with Anwar brushing his teeth, putting on his pajamas,
and calling me into his room. I shuffle slowly down the hall to him.“Let’s play our game, Mommy,”
Anwar says excitedly. “Let’s play!” But my exhaustion is so severe that I don’t have an ounce of
energy. Something as simple as the effort required to sit and tickle my sweet boy overwhelms
me. This silly game that requires so little of me is too much. I’m devastated.“Tomorrow night we’ll
play. Okay, my love? Tomorrow,” I say, trying to hide the knot in my throat. I walk out of his room
so he won’t see the tears filling my eyes, then get into bed and pull the covers over my head. The
next night, Anwar asks to play again, but I still can’t muster the energy. The same thing happens
the next night and the next and all the nights after that until eventually Anwar stops asking.
These childhood games and special moments with our children fly by so fast. And now this one
is over. The thought breaks my heart.It’s the night before our wedding, and I’m supposed to
finalize the seating chart. All I need to do is put cards with the guests’ names around drawings of
the tables. Organizing has always been my strength, and previously I’d just do it in my head, type
it out, and be done. But in this moment, this simple task is impossible. I am overwhelmed. It feels
like the lightbulb in my brain has turned off.“Please help me,” I ask my sister-in-law, Liseth. She
calmly sits me down and tells me I need to take a deep breath and leave it in her hands, which I
do. My brother, Leo, opens a bottle of wine and we sit in front of the fireplace with the whole
Dutch crew and laugh as we share childhood memories.On the day of the wedding, 11-11-11,
the adrenaline of getting married and having my entire family here from Holland gets me
through. I do a good job of holding it together and enjoying it the best that I can. After all, it’s an
extraordinary day filled with love and many special moments shared with ninety of the most



important people in our lives.That night, when we finally get back to our room, I’m thoroughly
exhausted and every inch of my body hurts. I tell myself it’s from carrying my beautiful hundred-
pound beaded wedding gown around all night, but as the days pass after the wedding, my body
feels worse, not better.Chapter TwoSOME PEOPLE ARE MADE WHEN THEY ARE
BROKEN.As the year ends and 2012 begins, my condition has declined gradually and life
becomes a roller coaster of good and bad days. Determined to figure out what is wrong with me,
I continue to go to different doctors but their basic diagnostic testing shows absolutely nothing.
No answers. It’s mind-boggling because I know something is really wrong as I have experienced
declining brain function and am now starting to lose the ability to be social. I used to like being at
parties and could speak to dozens of people at the same time, but even the smallest gatherings
feel like too much. The moments of brain fog continue to catch me off guard. Like at an event for
one of the many charities that David supports when a petite, dark-haired woman walks over to
me. She smiles warmly and gives me a double kiss.“Yolanda, darling. How are you?” she says
with a clear sense of familiarity.“Good. Good,” I say, faking a smile. I know her face, but for the life
of me I can’t remember her name.“And the kids?” she asks.“Busy, but great,” I respond, unclear
what else to say or what to ask her. I don’t want to give away the fact that all details about her
totally escape me. I know that we have socialized with her and other people here many times.
This happens throughout the night and it becomes more frequent at other social events we
attend. I used to have the memory of an elephant. What happened? I also can’t even remember
the telephone numbers that have been ingrained in my brain for years. It’s worrisome but I don’t
really know who to turn to.Even though I still wake up for my kids every morning and see them off
to school, it becomes harder and harder to participate in their after-school lives the way I used
to. Both Gigi, age seventeen, and Bella, sixteen, are competitive horseback riders with jam-
packed show schedules that keep them busy every day after school and on weekends. Gigi’s
horse is still at Sunny Brook in Montecito so she drives back there after school to practice and
Bella has moved her horse to Far West in Calabassas. We’ve been at horse shows for fourteen
years and I’ve never missed one in their lives, but now, sadly, I rarely have the energy to attend.
Luckily, we have built a big horse show family over the years and the girls are well supported.
Still, I carry great guilt for not being able to be there. I still drag myself to Anwar’s basketball
games because his school is only ten minutes away from the house. I am starting to feel
inadequate and struggle with the inability to do me.Until this time, I have been the anchor and
the sole engine of our family, always a strong force juggling my children’s lives and planning their
futures. I used to love doing art projects with them and helping with homework, but this is getting
difficult, not only because of my brain issues but also because, when it comes to school stuff, my
kids are much smarter than I am. Gigi is a high school junior and very driven, but she needs help
with college applications and test prep. A friend introduces her to Nicholas Lindsey from Malibu
Tutors. This prestigious young man is a godsend for me and saves the academic side of my
family. I honestly don’t know what I would do without his help and guidance during this college
prep stage.That same year, Bella goes from being a vibrant, funny, energetic, and outgoing child



to a quiet, anxiety-driven teenager with intense symptoms such as severe pain along her spine,
extreme fatigue, and difficulty focusing on school work. She is often really sad because she
doesn’t have the energy to join her friends in activities. At first, I blame all of this on puberty and
hormonal changes. Don’t all teenagers have some of these symptoms at one point? Well, maybe
not, so I take her to the doctor for checkups and her basic blood tests show that she is healthy.
Something doesn’t sit right with me so a couple of weeks later, I take her to the doctor again.
This time we discover that she has mononucleosis, which has been going around her high
school. Rest and a healthy diet is about all you can do to treat this but she continues to have
other symptoms that can’t be attributed to mono, and it’s harder and harder for her to focus in
class. This is upsetting and frustrating to Bella, and, as her mother, it’s heartbreaking to see my
baby girl struggle. Even though I don’t know exactly what the issue is or how to fix it, in my heart I
know she needs my support. I think that taking away the physical and academic pressure of
eight-hour school days will help so I decide to have her homeschooled for the rest of the year. It’s
a big decision that definitely feels right to me, but Mohamed and David are totally against the
idea. They think Bella is just being lazy and looking for an easy way out. But neither one of them
is raising her day to day so they don’t truly understand what she is experiencing. It’s in these
moments of motherhood that I learn to trust my own instincts about my child and not let outside
noise influence me. I believe that taking Bella out of a traditional and high-pressure learning
environment will not only be less stressful for her failing health but also will give her more time to
spend with her horses. She loves being at the barn. It’s her happy place and she has always
wanted to become a professional rider. It’s very normal for kids with this goal to be
homeschooled and focus the majority of their time on training. I hire Nicholas to guide her, and
she works hard to impress her dad with straight As.During this time, I finish filming Dutch
Hollywood Women after season two and am approached about being on The Real Housewives
of Beverly Hills.“I’m not sure that it’s right for me,” I tell David when we discuss the
opportunity.“First get the job and then decide if you want it or not,” he says. He’s right, so I go
through a long casting process.“Congratulations,” says Alex Baskin, one of the producers, when
he calls to offer me the job.“I’m thinking about it,” I respond. “When do you need to know?”“Look
at joining the cast from a business perspective,” he says, aware that I’m creating a product line
based on love and romance that includes candles, greeting cards, and a unique flower service.
Somehow I’ve always been fascinated by love and romance and how it can ebb and flow in a
long-term relationship. Why is the divorce rate so high? I think these products can help rekindle
the falling-in-love stages if both parties make the effort. “Many of the housewives have used their
platforms to launch successful businesses and succeeded because of the show.”“What do you
think?” I ask David that night at dinner.“I’m hesitant, but it’s a great way for you to promote your
line and remain financially independent,” he says. I married David for love and not to be taken
care of. He’s been married three times, so I understand his sensitivity around finances. Of
course, he doesn’t want to provide for my children. That’s Mohamed’s job and my job and
exactly the reason why I am very driven to keep working.“Gigi, Bella, and Anwar,” I say. “Please



come down to the breakfast table.” We gather around and discuss this opportunity. It’s important
for me to ask the kids what they think. Although they’re not thrilled about the thought of having
cameras in our home, they understand my motive and say they’ll support whatever choice I
make. In the end, my decision to be on the show is a family-based one. I call Alex the next day
and say yes to joining the Housewives and agree to sign a four-season contract.When I begin
filming around March, I have no clue about the vortex of drama I’m about to step into. I am asked
to watch the previous seasons of the Housewives to get up to date on the story line but I choose
not to. I want to meet each woman in an authentic way and form my own impressions, not come
with preconceived ideas of who I think they might be from what I see on the screen. Looking
back, this is a mistake, because it takes me a long time to catch up in real life. As Lisa
Vanderpump said, “You wouldn’t make a reservation at a hotel before you look at the pictures of
it, would you?” Lesson learned! The dynamics in this group of women are challenging because
they have a lot of history that doesn’t include me. I’ve met Lisa two or three times at Mohamed’s
house, but I’m not actually friends with any of the women. Interestingly, none of them really care
about interacting with me off camera. This will change. We just need to get to know each other.
I’m stunned when I learn how argumentative they are and feel as if I’ve been thrown into the
shark tank and forced to swim. Usually, I can hold my own, but I feel off balance and obviously
am not functioning at full capacity.Although the housewives and viewers can’t tell, my brain
continues to fail as the season progresses. I’m not feeling well when we start, and it gets worse. I
push through it, thinking that I’m just having a temporary breakdown of my health. I keep
thinking, I’ll feel better next week. My mother instilled in me a very strong sense of obligation to
commitments and the serious work ethic that I developed as a young girl is still with me. I guess
nothing is going to change it. It’s just who I am.In the middle of the season, I am working my way
through a lot of commitments. One of them is filming a meeting with my Web site designers in
West Hollywood. As I make my way along Sunset Boulevard I suddenly crash into the car in front
of me. It takes a second to realize what happened, but when I do I start crying. As I get out of the
car, the driver from the other car walks toward me, yelling a string of profanities.“I’m so sorry,” I
tell him through my tears.“Are you fucking stupid? A moron?” he says. Usually, I would stand up
for myself. After all, it’s an accident. But I’m so distraught that I just keep crying.“I’m sorry. I’m just
not feeling good,” I say. “Should we call the police?”“Call the police? Don’t you think they have
better things to do?” he yells.We exchange insurance information. Then I continue my drive to
the meeting, shaken and stunned. I feel like I’m losing myself. Clearly, my depth perception has
changed. I shouldn’t drive anymore.After the accident, I feel the need to spend more time at
home close to my children, so I start a new project. On Sunday afternoons, I invite friends and
family members to come over and paint at our kitchen island that I cover with arts and crafts
paper. I put out eight-by-nine-inch canvases, acrylic paints, and brushes, so that we can all sit
around and paint while we talk and connect with each other. It’s the perfect day to eat my famous
spaghetti Bolognese and drink our favorite wine. I’m honestly not a great cook, but my children
think my Bolognese sauce is the best in the world. My plan is to create a big art wall in our house



made by the people who are closest to me and my children. I am feeling a little disconnected
from our new life in Malibu. I definitely miss 2347 East Valley Road and my vibrant life in
Montecito, but I guess relocating your family is a big shift for anyone.
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Laura K, “Definitely Worth Reading. If you are a fan of memoirs, as I am, I think you'll really enjoy
reading "Believe Me...", whether you know anything about Lyme or not. Of course, if you or
someone you love struggles with Lyme, this is a MUST read....no ifs, ands or buts about it. I
suffer from Chronic Lyme, am making good headway in treatment but as Yolanda describes in
the book, it's slow going and healing is nowhere near as cut and dry as one would think. I have
read 8-10 other books on the subject, 5 have been memoirs and most were quite good, but I
was able to identify with Yolanda's story the most. To listen to Yolanda open up about the horrible
depths of this disease was validating and refreshing. She laid it all out there and was incredibly
honest. about every aspect of her life with this horrid disease. The book was never tedious ....it
was a real page turner and I highly, highly recommend it. Bravo, Yolanda!”

Nina Kent, “Believe Me it's worth reading!. I am only on page 45 and I feel like I've written this
book… I have all the exact experiences (with doctors) and symptoms Yolanda has, but no
results on my end after years of searching. I have been experiencing this hopeless frustration of
not feeling normal (like I used to be... functioning doing a million things) and have constant
ringing in the ears, brain fog, heart palpitations ,headaches, joint pain, insomnia, inability to
spell etc. My traits, priorities and work ethics are very similar to Yolanda's. After years and years
seeing variety of doctors and working with a my own concierge Internist I have no answers
except knowing I test positive for Epstein-Barr. Anyway, if you are struggling with these issues or
just curious about Yoland's life I believe you'll really enjoy reading this honest well-written book . I
am hopeful to find some resolution within these pages. She is careful (understandably) to use
the appropriate words when writing about her marriage to David, but I wish she had found a
better soul mate... she deserved more attention, understanding, and support no matter how
talented, accomplished or special David Foster is.Additionally, the book reads easily like a
memoir. Yolanda incorporates details nicely, so that you feel like she's a personal friend.If you
are a fan of RHBH you will enjoy this personal account of Yolanda. She is a class act that's for
sure... and a role model for young women. I wish she would rejointhe show! She was the creme
of the crop on that franchise... and I believe her participation on RHBH 100% aided the launch of
Gigi's career.Hopefully, after completing Believe Me I will have some information to assist me in
finding the answers.Thank you Yoland for sharing this personal account. I'm relieved knowing I'm
not alone in this bizarre change in my brain and body.”

s jackson, “Yolanda Hadid takes you through her journey of fighting a chronic illness that is
misunderstood and often misdiagnosed.. Yolanda Hadid takes her readers on her journey of
living with a misunderstood, misdiagnosed chronic illness. Anyone that is suffering from a rare
chronic systemic disease, or providing care to someone that is looking at an uncertain future due
to an illness that is rare chronic and misunderstood not only by the court of public opinion but



also by a majority of the medical community will find this book informative, uplifting and offer
hope, Yolanda gets real offering the medical experiences she has endured, what has worked for
her and what did not. Focusing on the fact that every rare chronic illness is different for each
individual battling. This story is about pushing through the most difficult of times and never
accepting no. She has many wonderful and encouraging thoughts along her journey. Yolanda
had a great quote in the book that will stick with me forever because it is so true. It went
something like" Anyone can pretend to be sick.but it is much more difficult to be sick and
pretend to be well.. Many chronic illnesses are misunderstood by so many as you may continue
to look great but be very ill inside. There are many reasons to read this book. It is a fact, that
although one may not be stricken with a chronic illness today, No one can be guaranteed a life
free of chronic illness at any age and at any time in your life. Systemic chronic illness does not
discriminate this story could be yours in the future. Yolanda has authored this book carefully and
in detail sharing her story with proven facts and helpful opinions. Beautifully written with positive
expressions and messages of hope. I am certain she has made her medical team as well as her
family proud. Her fans will love her sweet spirit and honesty I am certain. I could not put the book
down until the very last page, Her story left me wanting more. Read this and you will understand
why.”

KLS, “Thank you Yolanda for having the courage to chronical your battle with Lyme!. Awesome
book! Some Lyme sufferers were annoyed by her access to expensive treatments and top mds
but I am appreciative she shared her experiences. It proves no matter your financial status or
celebrity that western medicine is still so behind on the ability to properly diagnose and treat
chronic illness. If they can't profit thru big pharma they have no interest in getting involved. Now
that we are waking up to this fact and turning to alternative medicine the FDA wants a piece of
that and is trying to regulate vitamins! Yolanda has the courage to bring these horrifying facts out
in the open so no matter how "spoiled" you think she is you should be thankful she wrote a book
about it which is more than a lot of famous/wealthy Lyme sufferers are willing to do.”

LoveMeSomePrime67, “We have found a great LLMD and she's slowly. Having my daughter
diagnosed with Lyme was devastating on so many levels. She tested CDC "textbook" positive
after years and years of misdiagnosis, but getting physicians to listen both before and after the
diagnosis has been exhausting and frustrating leaving me skeptical that any medical
"professional" could help her. We have found a great LLMD and she's slowly, but surely getting
better. Thank you Yolanda for sharing your journey and bringing Lyme into the spotlight for all
those who have suffered immensely.”

Sarah Jane Moon, “Believe Me. Very good book, my husband has chronic fatigue, I have lupus
so we know what it is like to live with an invisible illness. This book has given me an idea on how
to manage our illnesses. Of course,money is a big issue, we rely on the NHS, we can't afford



private care, so a lot of the treatments Yolanda has are a pipedream. Just writing this review with
brainfog has been fun and games!”

Fussy Buyer, “A must read book.. This book is a really page turner and eye-opening.Like many
people I had no idea that Lymes was so widespread or that it was so devastating to the person
who catches it.Why is this not as important as a cure for Aids and Cancer?Yolanda pulls no
punches and I am ashamed to say when I watched the show Real Housewives of Beverly Hills I
did feel like she was putting it on for the cameras.I apologise Yolanda. I now know how wrong I
was.”

Reader, “Amazing.. Amazing book. My daughter is struggling with Lyme Disease and it needs to
be more well known. This book has taught me a lot. Thanks, Yolanda.”

R KNIGHT-JONES, “Very Good. Yolanda is a strong lady and has made me cope with this
crippling disease in a much more positive way. This book is a great support and comfort.”

The book by Yolanda Hadid has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 496 people have provided feedback.
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