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Friday, May 18


Weight: 133

Breakfast: Bagel (toasted), light cream cheese, orange juice (fresh squeezed! Thanks, Mom!).

A.M. snack: (Who has time for this?) Jill gave me a Life Saver in English. (Does that even count?) It was green.

Lunch: Turkey wrap with Swiss cheese, SunChips, Fresca, 1/2 bag of gummy fruit snacks.

P.M. snack: Other 1/2 of the gummy fruit snacks.

Dinner: Lasagna (1 square), Caesar salad with croutons. Dad made brownies. Ate two.

Now I’m supposed to “write a few sentences about how I feel.” I feel this food diary is strange, and sort of funny. When Coach Perkins handed them out brouhaha ensued. (“Brouhaha” was a word on my final vocab quiz of sophomore year today. As was the word “ensued.”)

Coach Perkins passed out pamphlets at practice. Not really pamphlets but I like all those p’s. Journals, actually.

Coach: It’s a “food diary.”

Vanessa: What is this for?

Geoff: Why don’t I get one?

Coach: Only the ladies.

Coach said girls on other cross-country teams have been using our sport to hide their eating disorders. They run until they collapse from not eating enough, not drinking enough, not knowing enough. Hello? Dingbat? Running four to eight miles per day? You’re going to need some calories. (At least two brownies after dinner.)

Naturally, the adults are only now catching on. They thought that’s just what runners look like. Parents: sometimes clueless.

As a result of not eating, these girls get sick, and we girls get to write everything down.

Our food.

Our feelings.

I still feel it’s funny, somehow . . . or maybe absurd. (Also on the vocab quiz.)

Not Vanessa: This is unfair! What about the guys?

Or Geoff: Yeah! This is cool! I wanna do it too!

Ugh. Lovebirds. Too cute = puke.

(COACH PERKINS: If you’re actually reading this, that was a figurative “puke” not a literal “puke.”)

Coach says she’ll be checking the diary every practice, and then over the summer when we meet up to check in once a month before school starts. Coach Perkins is pretty.

Ponytail, push-up bra, probably pushing forty. Not one to be trifled with. Tough as nails.

Jill was painting her nails in my room after practice during our weekly Friday-night hang out. I told her about the food diary, and how I found it preposterous.

Jill: Please. I’ve been keeping one for six weeks.

Me (laughing): WHY?

Jill: So I can lose ten pounds.

Me: You’ll disappear.

Jill: Shut up.

Me: Seriously. You already look like a Q-tip on toe shoes.

Jill: The Nutcracker Nemesis must be vanquished.

Me: You’re losing ten pounds for Misty Jenkins?

Jill: I’m losing ten pounds for me. I will be Clara this Christmas or you have seen my last pirouette.

She blew on her nails and looked at me with the same wide-eyed stare she has presented each Friday night past when making pronouncements of epic proportions over popcorn. These are not to be pooh-poohed, and I made the mistake of laughing.

She pounced with a pillow.

A brouhaha ensued.



Saturday, May 19


Weight: 132

Breakfast: Dad’s omelets—eggs, cheddar cheese, tomatoes, bacon.

Vanessa and Geoff came over this morning and we ran before breakfast. Dad cooked us all omelets afterward. Mom was still in bed because she gets off so late at the hospital. I don’t know how she stays awake enough to give people medicine in the middle of the night, but she says you get used to it. I turn into a pumpkin at about 11 p.m. every night.

Dad was doing his cooking tricks because Geoff and Vanessa were watching. He can toss eggs over his shoulder and catch them and break them into the bowl with one hand. He was spinning the whisk around his fingers and juggling tomatoes. He was a short-order cook before he started selling cars and he loves an audience. I’ve seen all his moves before, but Geoff and Vanessa were cracking up. It made me feel good—proud of my dad. He never went to college or anything, but we have a really nice house and great cars and everything because he’s so smart and worked his way up until he was able to buy his own dealership.

I texted Jill and she walked over while we were eating. Dad tried to get her to have an omelet but she would only eat a bite of mine, then immediately pulled out her phone. Vanessa and I had just been saying we didn’t know how we were going to remember every single thing we ate every single day without carrying these food diaries around with us all the time, and Jill smiled and waved her phone at us.

She was using this app called CalorTrack, which helps you keep track of what you eat. Everyone who uses the app can go online and enter the nutritional information and serving size of the foods they are eating. In the app, you can search for the food you have just eaten or are about to eat and it records the calories. You can set goals to lose weight or gain weight, and it charts your progress online. You can even print out a report of what your calories are over a week, or a month. This was a revelation. Vanessa and I immediately downloaded this app. Naturally, Geoff did too. Dad watched us all being absorbed into our phones and started doing the funky chicken dance in the kitchen using oven mitts as wings to see if he could distract us. We all started laughing at how ridiculous he looked. Jill and I had tears running down our faces.

I like Dad so much when he’s in a good mood. I can’t even be mad at him for behaving in a way that is completely and utterly mortifying because he’s so funny.

Mom wandered into the kitchen, bleary-eyed, in her sleep pants and T-shirt. She saw Dad and started laughing with us. She kissed my head, and Jill and Vanessa said good morning, but when Dad saw her it was like somebody threw ice water all over him. He stopped dancing and started doing dishes. I don’t think anyone else noticed.

Except Mom.

I don’t know why Dad won’t let her be part of the fun. He handed her a plate with an omelet without smiling, and turned back to the sink. Mom sat and talked to us while she cleaned her plate, but I couldn’t take another bite. I just wanted Dad to come sit down with us.

Mom: These are so good! Dale, come sit down and have one with us.

Dad: (grunt from sink)

Geoff: His cooking is almost as good as his dancing.

Vanessa: Do the funky chicken again.

Mom: I always miss the good stuff!

Dad (under his breath): Not much of it . . .

No one heard Dad but me because I was sitting closest to the sink, and because Geoff was trying to demonstrate the funky chicken dance. Mom laughed at Geoff’s attempt, then asked me if I was going to finish my omelet. Dad turned around and shot daggers at her. He opened his mouth to say something, but then glanced at Geoff and Vanessa and Jill, and turned around again.

Me: It’s all yours, Mom. I’m stuffed.

Dad didn’t think I saw him roll his eyes, but I did. How can he go from somebody I love to somebody I hate in the span of four minutes?

A.M. snack: Nothing. (Still full from breakfast. Dad’s omelets are huge.)

Lunch: Tuna fish sandwich with tomato, carrot sticks, BBQ potato chips.

P.M. snack: YouGoYum yogurt—chocolate swirl, small, with bananas, pecans, chocolate chips, and hot fudge.

After her rehearsal at City Youth Ballet, Jill texted me and asked me if I wanted to get yogurt. She drove by my place and picked me up, her hair in the signature bun of ballerinas everywhere. YouGoYum is one of those “pump it yourself” places that seems to be sweeping the nation. There’s even one in my grandma’s town, a wee town with a single stoplight where the Starbucks recently closed. I chose a small cup and took pride in my perfect loops of classic vanilla-and-chocolate swirl. Making a picture-perfect soft-serve cup topped by a tiny twist like the ones in TV commercials requires both patience and precision. When I’m successful it pleases me beyond words.

I placed my yogurt on the scale at the register and turned around to see what Jill was having. Her fingers held only her phone, upon which she was typing out a text message.

Me: Where’s your yogurt?

Jill (pointing at mine): Right there.

Me: You aren’t getting anything?

Jill: Just a bite of yours, thanks.

Me: But . . . you texted and asked if I wanted to come get yogurt with you.

Jill (wide-eyed pronouncement face): No, I asked if you wanted to get yogurt.

Me: That bun is restricting blood flow to your brain.

Dinner: Buster’s Burgers—junior double cheeseburger with ketchup, tomato, lettuce, mayo, crinkle-cut french fries, Diet Coke, half a chocolate shake. (Split it with Dad.)

I get the family-tradition aspect, but I’m not sure why Dad still insists on Buster’s Burgers every Saturday night. Lately, every time we go, he gets all hot and bothered if Mom orders a burger that isn’t “protein-style” (no bun), or we’ll be standing in line and he’ll start saying things like, “Wow! That new Garden Chicken Salad looks great! You want to try that, Linda?” He says it in this voice like he’s never seen a Garden Chicken Salad before, as if he can’t imagine such a thing, full of wonder and awe and a tempered excitement as if at any moment, he may simply explode with the rapturous joy of grilled chicken and tomatoes on a bed of mixed greens. It’s the voice I suspect scientists used when they first saw satellite photos of the rings around Saturn.

It is the most annoying thing in the world.

News flash: if you are so concerned that Mom eat a salad with lo-cal dressing on the side, maybe Buster’s Burgers isn’t the place to come for dinner every Saturday night. Just a thought. I’m almost sixteen years old. Our family unit will undoubtedly survive if we take a weekend off.

Mom sat there across the booth from me picking at her wilted greens, watching Dad munch his BBQ Bacon Double Trouble and drink his thick, dark beer while he plugged quarters into the tiny jukebox they have mounted on the wall over every table. When he got up to order another one at the counter, Mom snuck a couple of his fries and scrunched up her eyes at him like a little kid who was going to do something she shouldn’t just for spite. That made me laugh, and I was still giggling when Dad walked back to the table and wanted to know what I thought was so funny.

Mom: I was just telling her about our first date here and how you wore those snakeskin boots and black jeans you thought were so rock ’n’ roll.

Dad: They were rock ’n’ roll back then.

Mom (to me): They were so tight he could’ve sat down on a penny and told you if it was heads or tails.

Dad: And I could still fit into those jeans.

What he meant was you couldn’t fit into what you were wearing back then. Of course, he didn’t actually have to say those words. He just looked at her the same way he did at breakfast this morning when she ate the rest of my omelet. Nobody talked on the car ride home, but I knew the silence was the calm before the storm. When we got home I kissed them both good night in the kitchen, and before I got to my room, the terse whispers had exploded into an all-out battle. Name-calling, dish clattering, counter banging, door slamming, the usual. Our usual. I caught words here and there:

Late shift

Hospital

Lard ass

Disaster

So mean

How could you

Not with a ten-foot pole

Cleaning lady

Pigsty

Secretary

Finally, I put on my headphones and pulled the covers over my head to drown out the rest. I’ve heard it all before.



Sunday, May 20


Weight: 133

Vanessa texted me and came over to run before Mom and Dad woke up. I snuck past Dad, who was sleeping on the couch, and met her in the driveway. We ran by Geoff’s house and he joined us for a five-miler. When we got back to my place, Dad was headed out to the dealership. Sundays are big sales days. He grinned as he saw us coming up the drive, but I couldn’t smile back. I hate it when he and Mom fight. I was sweaty and gross, but he insisted on a hug, and told me he’d left us a surprise on the counter for breakfast. . . .

Breakfast: Two doughnuts: one round glazed, one chocolate long john.

Mom woke up while Geoff was polishing off the last of the doughnuts and Vanessa and I were stretching in the living room. We were watching an episode of this reality show we love where drag queens redesign each other’s bedrooms. It always devolves into somebody throwing a wig at the camera. Mom paused and looked at the doughnuts but didn’t have one. In fact, she didn’t eat anything, just sat on the couch with us staring at the TV until the show ended and Geoff left to walk Vanessa home. I was starving again and made an . . .

A.M. snack: Protein smoothie with strawberries and bananas.

There was extra left in the blender, so I offered a glass to Mom. She shook her head. I asked her if she was going to eat anything and she just looked sad and told me she needed to save her calories for dinner. I asked her if she was writing down what she was eating. She sighed and didn’t say anything. Mom has this big, epic, end-of-the-world sigh. It’s almost as annoying as Dad being a jerk about what she eats. If you want to change something, change it. Don’t just sit around sighing all day like a balloon losing air. I feel sorry for Mom, but not as sorry as she feels for herself.

Lunch: Deli turkey and cheese slices, rolled together like little burritos. Wheat crackers, baby carrots dipped in ranch dressing.

I was studying for our biology final tomorrow. Stopped to enter all the stuff I was eating into the app on my phone. When I punched in two tablespoons of ranch dressing I was astounded. The little dollop of dressing had more calories than all of the carrots and turkey I ate combined. How is that possible?

When I took my plate back down to the kitchen, Mom was standing in front of the refrigerator holding the package of cheese slices. I saw a bag of potato chips on the counter.

Me: Want me to make you some turkey roll-ups?

Mom: No! I told you I want to save my calories for dinner.

Me: Just because you don’t put the food on a plate doesn’t mean the calories don’t count.

Mom: SIGH.

P.M. snack: None.

I got lost in a biology blackout. I didn’t even think about eating until I heard the garage door opening. Dad was home and brought barbecue takeout with him. The smell made my mouth water and I ran downstairs. He was grinning ear to ear as he laid out ribs and pulled-pork sandwiches, coleslaw, and baked beans on the island in the kitchen.

Dad told us the new salesperson he lured away from another dealership was already the best producer this month. He said she’s already sold more cars in two weeks than his top seller sold all of last month. Mom did a double take when he said the word “she.”

Dad: What?

Mom: SIGH.

Dad: Are you going to eat with us?

Mom: Yes. I’ve been very good all day today.

Dad: I can make you a salad if you want to keep it up.

Me: Dad. Lay off. She hardly ate anything all day.

Dad: I’m just trying to help.

Mom: SIGH.

Dinner: Six baby-back ribs, baked beans, coleslaw, half pulled-pork sandwich.

We ate in the living room. Dad wanted to watch this zombie show on cable, which was fine until the last five minutes, when six of the undead jumped out of the woods and chased the hero’s wife across a grassy country field. When she got hung up in a barbed-wire fence and ran out of ammo she had to kill the last one by jamming the gun in its skull. Thankfully, I was finished eating by then. Mom was still holding a baby-back rib, but she yelped, then put it down and pushed her plate away.

Zombie shows and barbecue: not a good recipe for dinner, though perhaps a good way to diet.

After dinner I went back up to my room and tried to study for biology some more, but everything ran together in front of my eyes, then my phone buzzed with a text message:

Jill: Biology brain bleed. Help me.

Me: Ur text = last thing I saw. Blind. Pls send future texts in Braille.

She called me laughing and said her head was going to fall off. I told her I was officially a member of the phylum Exhaustica. There was a lot of noise in the background and she was shouting into the phone. I asked if there was a tornado at her house. She explained her brother, Jack (yes, her parents named their children Jack and Jill—as Mom would say: SIGH), and his friend Rob were studying vocabulary for their Spanish final. Jill thinks Rob is the hottest guy on the soccer team.

Me: Sounds like some pretty aerobic studying.

Jill (yelling): Rob read some article online about retaining things more quickly if you’re doing something physical while you memorize information. They are kicking a Nerf soccer ball back and forth down the upstairs hallway.

Me: And you’re watching Rob run past your door as a studying technique?

Jill: He’s so cute.

Me: It sounds like a crop duster.

Jill: Rob’s calves are so sexy.

Me: Fourscore and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth on this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty.

Jill: Totally. Have you noticed Rob has this little divot in his chin that—

Me: I’m hanging up now. Enjoy the view.

I’m pretty sure Jill talked to me for at least five minutes after I hung up before she realized I wasn’t there anymore. I love her, but I’m no match for Rob’s legs. Mom walked by on her way to her bedroom and told me there was clean laundry for me in the dryer. I went down to get it, and Dad grinned and waved me over to the couch. He was eating . . .

Dessert: Five bites out of Dad’s Ben & Jerry’s pint.

Ironically, Dad’s favorite flavor is Chubby Hubby. Of course, he’s not chubby at all. He’s in great shape. He goes to the gym three or four times per week and lifts weights and runs on the treadmill. He used to run half marathons, and still talks about training again. He was watching some talk show with a politician and some comedians on it. They were in front of a studio audience and kept zinging each other, then sipping something out of mugs with the show logo on it. Zing! (Sip.) Zing! (Sip.) Zing! (Sip.)

We watched the show and passed the pint back and forth. After five bites I held up my hand. Dad took one more big bite with a smile, and then paused the DVR. He put the lid back on the ice cream, then got up and put the pint in the freezer. He asked if I was ready for finals. I pulled a throw pillow over my face and collapsed on the couch.

Dad: What?

Me (muffled by pillow): I hate that question.

Dad (laughing): Why?

Me (throwing pillow at him): Because how the heck would I know if I’m ready? You never know if you’re ready for a test until you are actually taking the test in question.

Then we both cracked up and Dad said he was sorry, that he would never ask if I was ready for a test again. I like him so much sometimes. I wish he were as nice to Mom as he is to me.



Monday, May 21


Weight: 134

Breakfast: Raisin bran with soy milk, orange juice.

A.M. snack: Nothing.

Lunch: 2 tacos—ground beef, lettuce, tomatoes, cheese, Spanish rice. Fresca, split a Twix bar with Jill.

P.M. snack: Trail mix from the vending machine: almonds, dried cranberries, raisins, white chocolate chips.

Dinner: Leftover lasagna (one square), spinach salad with tomatoes, avocados, and balsamic vinaigrette.

Dessert: 100 Calorie Snack Pack of mini-Oreos.

The best parts of today ranked in order of excellence:

1. Biology. Is. Over. For. Ever. (And I think I did okay on the final.)

2. Taco bar for lunch.

3. At practice, Vanessa showed Coach Perkins the CalorTrack app and we gave her our printouts from the last few days. Coach said we could continue using the app, and could bring our printouts to her during our summer practices.

Jill came over to study for our English final tonight. Dad worked late at the dealership and Mom leaves for the hospital around 4 p.m. She usually works four twelve-hour shifts every week. I was making leftover lasagna and a salad when Jill arrived in her post-rehearsal warm-ups. I offered her lasagna but she’d only eat salad. And by salad, I mean the raw spinach leaves with tomatoes—no avocado or dressing. We reviewed the English study guide for a long time, then we reviewed how hot Rob’s legs are for an even longer time. If there were a final on Rob, Jill would ace it.



Thursday, May 31


Weight: 132

Breakfast:

A.M. snack:

Lunch:

P.M. snack:

Dinner:

Dessert:

I’ve been keeping track of my calories on CalorTrack for the past week since Coach gave us the go-ahead, but I just saw this food diary while I was cleaning out my bag. I realized there’s no place in the app to write about our feelings. I guess Coach Perkins forgot about that part of the assignment. Not that it matters so much to her about how we feel, although that makes her sound like a terrible person, and that’s not what I’m saying. I just meant the point of her having us keep track of our food intake is so we stay at a healthy weight for running. I’m sure she doesn’t miss having to wade through all of this babbling.

I guess I sort of miss writing it all down.

There’s something about seeing my words on these pages from the past week that gives me a feeling inside I’m not sure how to describe. It’s like when Mom tells me I have to clean out my dresser drawers because they are such a jumbled mess she doesn’t know which one is for socks and which one is for underwear or T-shirts. I hate the feeling of dread, which starts with me basically dragging myself into my room by force and dumping out the drawers on my bed. It feels like an impossible task—like I’ll never get everything folded neatly and put back into the dresser.

But then, little by little, it just happens—one T-shirt at a time—until finally, I slide the last drawer into place, and then I feel a big wave of relief in my chest. For the next few days at least, I try to keep the drawers as neat as possible. I become extra-diligent at folding things up when I put them on and don’t wear them, and I make sure to put everything back in the right drawer, tucked away just so. Having a clean dresser affects my whole room, too. It makes me not want to leave my clothes on the floor at night. I always try to put them in the hamper, or hang them back up. I guess it sounds ridiculous, but I love that feeling I get in the morning when I open my eyes and everything is put away.

Of course, eventually, I get in a hurry, or I’m running late, or I can’t decide what to wear on the way out the door and change twelve times, and then I come home to an avalanche of stuff to deal with. If I don’t do it right away, the dresser gets messy again in a hurry—I just start shoving things wherever they’ll fit. But while it’s clean it seems I have all this space and freedom in my room, like the bedroom itself is bigger and has more space and air.

It’s the same way with this food diary. Today was the last day of school, and I dragged home all the crap from my locker. I was unpacking my book bag in my room, and when I saw this diary, the first feeling I had was how glad I was that I didn’t have to write in it anymore. Still, I flipped it open and read over some of what I’d written, and all of a sudden, I felt this urge to write again—like somehow it would be sad if I just stopped. It’s only been a little more than a week and I’d already forgotten about telling Jill that her bun was too tight when we went to get yogurt, and it made me smile to remember that. I wonder what else I’ve forgotten because I didn’t write it down?

As I looked back on all the pages I’d written so far, it was like seeing clean dresser drawers in my brain, and my heart. It’s like I’ve taken this tangled mess of thoughts and feelings and things that happened and stuff people said and folded each one carefully into a little entry about what happened that day.

So I dug out a pen. The minute I was holding the pen in my hand, it felt impossible to write anything down. Then I saw the first blank for my weight, so I weighed myself and wrote that down. I’ve already typed all of my food into the app so far today. I decided to skip all that and just write what is going on today.

Today, my sophomore year is officially over. Next year, I’ll be a junior. Vanessa got all weepy when we were cleaning out our lockers because she and Geoff won’t see each other every single second of every single day anymore, although that’s not really the case. We’ll be running together practically every day, and usually we hang out in the afternoons, too. Geoff will probably get a summer job working construction for his dad a few days a week. I promised Vanessa that we would go and take him lunch if she wanted to, which made her smile and wipe her eyes.

She said it wasn’t just Geoff she’d miss, it was this, and then she waved her arm around the hallway.

I don’t know how to explain it, but I knew what she meant. We’ll be back in school in twelve weeks—same buildings, same hallways, same people—but we’ll never be sophomores again, and we’ll never take biology together again, and we’ll never be exactly the same as we were right in that moment. This afternoon when she said it, I understood what Vanessa meant, but now that I’m thinking about it, folding it up in these sentences and sliding it into the drawer with all my other thoughts and memories, it makes a knot swell up in my throat and my eyes sting a little bit. Who knows how this summer will change us?

I guess this is one of the reasons I like Vanessa so much. She remembers how special these little moments are while we’re still having them.

I’m glad that I decided to write this down. Now that I’m finished, it feels like I have all of this brain space left over to use for thinking about other things. I don’t have to worry about forgetting this either. It’s all right here, tucked neatly away for the next time I need it.



Friday, June 1


It felt so nice to sleep in this morning and not have to go to school. Coach Perkins ran us hard yesterday because it was our last practice before summer, and I was sore when I walked downstairs. I poured myself a bowl of Lucky Charms and plopped down in the corner of the sectional and flipped on the TV. Last night was Mom’s fourth shift, so she’ll be off for the next three nights, but I tried to be superquiet because she’s always exhausted from working four nights in a row.

I was catching up on this show Jill and I always watch where this comedian cracks jokes about videos from the Internet. He’s really tall, and skinny, and he’s not drop-dead gorgeous or anything, but he has this handsome smile and he’s so funny that he’s one of those guys who gets cuter and cuter the longer you look at him. Sometimes he shows videos where somebody breaks an arm, and I have to fast-forward through them. You can always tell it’s coming, just from the setup. Usually it’s somebody on a bike getting ready to ride down a set of stairs, or some idiot pulling a bozo in a shopping cart behind a pickup truck. The thing Jill and I are always amazed by is that most of the time, you can tell that the person who is in the video doing something completely deranged is also the person who uploaded this video. Which begs the question, why would you want the entire world to see you do something so stupid? Isn’t it enough that you came two inches from death and wound up in the hospital with a cast on your leg? Must you advertise this fact? When I do something that’s embarrassing, I just feel like dying. I want to curl into a tiny ball and crawl under my bed.

Anyway, Mom stumbled into the kitchen and said good morning. I smiled and she came over and kissed me on the top of the head, then walked back across the great room and stood in front of the open refrigerator for what seemed like forever. Then I heard her SIGH. After that, the pantry opened, then closed. Then the cabinets next to the refrigerator opened, then closed. Then the pantry again. Then another SIGH.

And finally, I couldn’t stand it one moment longer. I turned off the TV and marched into the kitchen with my empty bowl, rinsed it out in the sink, dried my hands, turned to my mother (who was peering into the refrigerator again), and said:

Mom! This is ridiculous. Just eat something for breakfast.

Mom: But I’m so fat. I just need to save my calories for dinner tonight.

Me: Stop. Whining.

Mom (shocked): Wha—?

Me: You are not fat. You need to lose twenty pounds. You are a nurse. This is not rocket science.

Mom: But I’ve been trying to diet and . . .

Me: Mom, dieting doesn’t work. You know this. This is about changing the way you eat. Calories in versus calories out.

Mom: But I don’t eat that much!

Me: No, you do eat that much, you just don’t know what you’re eating because you don’t sit down and make a meal. You graze all day long and pretend that you’re saving your calories for dinner, but really, you’re eating all these little bites of crap all day, and then eating way too much at night because you’re hungry from not eating the right stuff during the day.

She started crying at this point, and I gave her a hug, but I am just tired of this. Dad’s always giving her a hard time about it, true, but if you want to fix something, you just have to start somewhere.

Me: How much do you weigh?

Mom: I . . . I don’t know. I’m afraid to look.

Me: Jeez!

I grabbed her hand and dragged her up the stairs to her bathroom. I pulled the scale out from under the sink and pointed to it. I told her I wasn’t leaving until she weighed herself. I quoted Coach Perkins. She said, just like performance in a sport, weight is one of those things you have to measure. Coach Perkins always tells us if you don’t know where you’re starting from, you don’t know where you’re going, and only the things that get measured get changed.

So she stepped on the scale. Honestly, it wasn’t as bad as I thought, but she needs to lose about twenty-five pounds. At that moment, Jill rang the doorbell, and we went back downstairs. She saw that Mom had been crying and asked if everything was all right. I told her it was, and then Vanessa and Geoff showed up. We are all going to the pool at the club Jill’s parents belong to today to lay out and get our tans going for the first day of summer. Right there in the kitchen every single one of us whipped out our phones and showed Mom CalorTrack. I downloaded the app on Mom’s phone while Jill set up her account on the laptop and Vanessa showed her how she could type in the first few letters of the things she ate every day and they’d pop up on the list. Before we left for the pool, we helped her set a goal, and Geoff confiscated most of Mom’s stash of Snack Packs and lo-cal treats and low-fat everything as snacks for the pool.

Vanessa pulled some cottage cheese out of the fridge and measured a three-quarter-cup serving. Jill cut up a cantaloupe that was sitting on the counter. Geoff put water in the electric kettle and brewed some tea. Then I went and got my swim stuff while they kept her company and talked about what she could eat for a morning snack, and lunch, and an afternoon snack.

Finally, everybody piled into Geoff’s car, only I ran back inside to get my sunglasses, but couldn’t find them. As I was digging through the junk drawer under the key hooks at the kitchen island, Mom grabbed me around the waist and squeezed me extra tight. She whispered the words “thank you” into my ear really softly.

I kissed her cheek, told her to be sure to eat lunch and take a walk, then ran for the car. As Geoff pulled out of the driveway and Vanessa cranked up the music, Jill reached over and handed me my sunglasses. I put them on and she smiled and said, Welcome to Your Summer. We’re So Pleased You Could Join Us.

Then Geoff let out a whoop and sped down the street.



Monday, June 4


As I picked up the pen to write this I realized my cheeks were aching because I’ve been smiling all day.

This morning I ran the mile and a half to Vanessa’s place. Geoff was already there, stretching in the driveway, and we did a middle distance at a pretty fast pace. When we ran by my place I went in and showered, while they ran back to Vanessa’s. Mom was sitting at her laptop entering her breakfast meal—half a grapefruit, egg whites, and one piece of whole-grain toast. She looked up and smiled at me, and for the first time in as long as I could remember, she seemed excited about something.

I kissed her on the cheek and she pointed at the screen to where she’d just entered her weight from that morning. She’s already down one pound since she started keeping track last week! I gave her a high five, and she giggled.

After I got cleaned up, Geoff came by and we drove over to meet Jill at her parents’ club again. They’ve got such an awesome pool with a couple of springboards, and the snack bar is to die for. Jill got all As last semester, so as long as she gets permission her parents let her sign for all of our food on their account. It’s not that we eat a lot or anything, but it’s a great deal. It’s one of the reasons we studied so much last year. Jack and Rob were with her, and Geoff challenged them to a cannonball duel to see who could splash the most water out of the pool onto Jill, Vanessa, and me. Naturally, the results were hilarious and disastrous with Geoff, Jack, and Rob ultimately being called into the head lifeguard’s office. I, personally, had been unaware of the lifeguard hierarchy at the Fielding Club Aquatics Center until today, but suffice it to say watching the Cannonball Splash-O-Rama (as Geoff called it) being referred up the chain of command in a series of stern warnings and whistle blowing over approximately two hours was among the funniest things I have ever witnessed. While Jack was being threatened with a suspension of his membership privileges at the pool by a red-nosed sophomore from the local junior college named Rusty, Rob and Geoff were firmly tutored in the Guest Behavioral Guidelines by Becky, the “assistant head lifeguard.” A curly-haired woman who coached the club’s master swim team, she made it clear that if the guys continued to give “her staff” any more trouble, they would be put on the Fielding Club Aquatics Center watch list for the next month and not be allowed into the facility as a guest.

All of the cannonballing and lecturing had made the guys hungry, and after our run, I was starving myself, so we went to the snack bar. When we arrived, Rob gave an order to Jack that was roughly as long as the Bill of Rights, then he and Jill went to nab us a table on the sundeck that overlooks the lap pool. Jack called after her to see what she wanted to eat, but she just shook her head and waived her bottle of water at him.
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