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To all those who lived these times with me. I give
my journal to all the women and girls who know
days like these and can call them their own.
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Prologue


Every time I leave one of my sessions I feel better. We talk about stuff; I feel, express, and even cry. Today was the third time since I left her office to come home and throw up. I think things are getting better despite the fact that my mind focuses eighty percent of the time on food during the fifty-five minutes. But it’s like the kitchen is a refuge for my mind. I always know it will be there, waiting to embrace me when I get home.

Alone is how I hope to find it. I have been thinking of what I will sink my teeth into first. Usually I go for the fat-free chocolate cake, then to the frozen yogurt, back to some bagel, and then finish with the frozen yogurt (which makes it all come up much smoother). I don’t think this is normal, though I am not really concerned. I feel like a million-pound weight has been swept away by the effortless flush of the toilet. The hardest thing is to look in the mirror after I have thrown up. Sometimes I wipe my face before I look. Other times I leave the spit, bile, and food on my mouth and hands. I just stand there holding my hands up, with my shoulders slumped over. I produce this expression of absolute helplessness—then I laugh. I guess I am amazed by the act I’ve just committed. I can’t explain why, I can’t believe that it is really me doing this. Why would I do something like throw up? I really have no reason to torture myself. Bulimia was always them—I can’t possibly be like that. I throw up, but I am not a bulimic. I sure as hell don’t have an eating disorder.

I am totally for this whole counseling thing because I feel sad a lot and I want to feel better. But I can’t leave there and not feel that I have to get this crap out. All this stuff that we talk about.

Today, Dr. Tant asked me when this all began. My first thought was, “Oh this throwing up thing? I really can’t remember.” But I do recall one time when my ex-boyfriend Matt and I had gone to a really nice dinner. My recollection of the evening was that it was perfect. I remember thinking about how this food was really fattening, though, and how it would make me fat if I kept it down. I didn’t know or have the willpower to just not eat it. Over and over I tortured and berated myself about the effects this dinner would have on my body. I couldn’t bear it. This dinner was no longer one meal; it was going to ruin my body and make me fat. I couldn’t stand that food being inside me another moment. Looking back I can’t imagine how I could have thrown up right there on the side of the road. It was like I had no couth. I told Matt to pull over, and I just stuck my hand down my throat. Rationalizing the act while engaging in it, I then jumped back in the truck to carry on with the night. We never discussed my vile act other than Matt saying, “I can’t believe you just did that.”

“I know,” I responded, “but it just was making me feel so sick. I mean, my stomach was really nauseous.”

Basically I don’t know when I began this war with myself, but I know it caused me to fear myself. The rest is a blur—its beginning, its incentive. I heard Dr. Tant’s question. I just didn’t have the answer.

Chelsea Browning Smith

September 7, 1992



A Precious Life

Beverly Runyon
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I have never kept a journal or even a diary before. I know now that journaling is an accepted therapeutic tool, but I just never felt comfortable putting my daily feelings down in a tangible form. Maybe I had a problem with trust—what if someone read it someday? Maybe it was a way of staying in denial that my daughter might die.

To accurately recall how it all came about is difficult, because I am notorious for having a terrible memory. It is a family joke that I can never recall the event, conversation, or place the whole family is talking about. I now believe my poor memory has much to do with the problem I have of staying in the present moment. I have always been thinking about what I need to do next, what I ought to be doing, or should have done. My heart and mind are rarely totally present with me. I’m concerned about her or him, the what-ifs, the outcome. How could I remember taking in the cues, the clues, the hints, the hesitations, when my mind was not focused on the present? I am learning to slow down, to not be so hypervigilant. It is part of my recovery, part of my story, part of the journal I never took time to keep.

To now recall is also painful. Why would I want to remember what a few years ago kept me awake for hours as my mind swirled with thoughts of helping Chelsea and filled me with fear when I woke up exhausted in the morning? The first reason I am remembering and revealing the mistakes, the pain, and the truth now is that Chelsea asked me to. The second reason is that I believe in what she is doing to help others. If Chelsea is brave enough, caring enough, generous enough, honest enough to tell her story, then how could I not tell my part in it?

The first part of my life with Chelsea is not the best part, but it is a very close second. The first part is the first three years with Chelsea. When Chelsea was born, I was thirty-two years old, already the mother of two bright and beautiful children, nine-year-old daughter Ashley and almost-seven-year-old son John Holt. Chelsea was healthy and lovable, the happiest baby a person could hope for. She received tons of affection and attention from all of us and seemed to thrive on it.

The first year of her life was also one of the most difficult years of my life. That year it became apparent that my marriage of thirteen years was no longer something I could live with. Nor was it something I wanted my children to grow up with. My husband’s extramarital affairs were a lifestyle I finally decided none of us deserved. We were separated shortly after Chelsea’s first birthday, and the divorce was final when she was eighteen months old. My children were my source of strength and love during that painful time. Many a night I would go to Chelsea’s crib when she was fast asleep. I would pick her up and cuddle her in a rocking chair. I might cry or softly sing a lullaby. She would never wake, yet her head on my shoulder and her cherub cheek on my cheek brought me more comfort than you can imagine. She was innately capable of nurturing and calming me then as well as now. I could sleep knowing that the divorce and single motherhood were worth the pain and fear.

Being a single mother of three was something I never planned on or knew how I could accomplish. Supporting my three children was my most immediate concern. Securing a job was a result of being an active volunteer in the Junior League of Fort Worth. I had taken a leadership role through the Junior League in a project to prevent child abuse and neglect. The role resulted in the founding of the Parenting Guidance Center. I had served as the founding president of the board of directors for a time until Chelsea’s birth, when I resigned from the presidency to have more time at home. However, I remained very active on the center’s board of directors. Now I needed a paying job, and the center’s executive director, Dorothy St. John, called me with one of the most appreciated offers I had ever received, a position on her staff.

Child care was never the major obstacle for me that it is for most single mothers. We are blessed with Mimi, my mother, who lives just several blocks away and who was always available to feed, carpool, entertain, discipline, spoil, and do all the wonderful things the best grandmother in the world would do. Ashley and John Holt had never had a baby-sitter thanks to Mimi’s and Pampaw’s (my father) open invitation and open hearts. Chelsea was just as welcomed, loved, and cherished in their home as she was in ours. I could go to work and financially support my children while my mother cared for them. Because we lived in the same neighborhood they could play with school and family friends. Mimi often had the children’s friends and cousins over to play as well. My parents live on a dead-end street with little traffic, so when the children got bigger and more responsible they often played up and down the block with children of friends I had grown up with. Little did I know that this safe neighborhood play time would change everything.



Part One: 16–17 Years Old
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There is only one journey. Going inside yourself.

—RAINER MARIA RILKE



Fall 1992


I could not get home fast enough. I had thought about that chocolate cake all day. I ran to the pantry and opened the freezer. You would have thought I was opening the gates of heaven. “I will just take this out and let it thaw; I just want to look at this chocolate dream.” So I set it on the counter and watched. Then I decided that I needed to have some out and some in the freezer. I pressed the knife in a perfect horizontal position—awaiting the drop of a single morsel. Due to its below freezing temperature the cake held together like super glue. I reopened the gates—placing the magic wonder back where I would seize it another day. I sprinted the forty steps to the counter where the precut chocolate-on-chocolate sheet cake lay. This was a major “no way in hell” food; I would rather have someone chop off my tongue. I wondered what the cake would feel like if I microwaved it. Thirty-four seconds with a seventeen-second predefrost. Perfection was far too trite a word for the immaculate surrender of the melting icing flowing over the body of the cake onto the plate. And with that thought, I met my kiss of death. If someone had been listening and not known that this was a piece of cake, he would have thought I was making love to some long-lost lover. For the entire twenty minutes that damn chocolate cake became my world. I had to have it-not just one piece but several. Then I smashed the rest up and smeared it everywhere. I basically wanted to immerse myself in every morsel. I wanted us to become one. The affair ended all too soon. As my lover went out into the sewer, I felt like the most worthless person to have ever walked the earth. This was not the first time, and I am not ready for it to be my last. I just don’t want to gain weight. And if I eat what I want I will.
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I am getting better. I haven’t thrown up in a week. But I started a new diet and workout with this fitness trainer, Steven. He is this old man but supposed to be great. Specializing in training pageant girls. No way in hell would I ever walk the runway, but to look like I have the body to is another thing. I couldn’t believe these women asking Mom whether he was training me for my next pageant. I am so sure. Mom jumped on the opportunity to show me how I never see myself the way others do. I know they were thinking, “That poor girl, she doesn’t have a prayer.”

Anyway he changed my diet—grains and boiled chicken—and gave me a weight-lifting program in addition to my cardio. His goal is to tone and trim the fat. I was relived that he didn’t want me to lose that much weight but to turn the fat into muscle. My goal is to find someone to tell me what to eat and help me stop feeling so guilty for everything I do eat. I don’t know what to eat. I have myself so confused by all these rules. My rules are inconsistent in that I can have a whole yogurt one day and the next that would be too much (so I have to throw it up). I liked that he did not ask me to write down everything I eat. I hate how every nutritionist I go to does that. It is just this black and white reminder of how much I really eat. I pick and snack so much, having a bite here and there—those are impossible to record. I failed to mention my top priority is to lose weight. I don’t know what perfect is anymore, all that matters is having a perfect body! Is that not sick? If I have a perfect body everyone will love me, I will be happy, and things will be so much easier. If I look right on the outside then eventually the inside will catch up. Where have you gone God? I need you please don’t leave me.

[image: image]

What is happening? Things just get worse. Sometimes I hurt so much inside and I hate myself so much that I would rather die than feel as bad as I do. When I get this low, I can see nothing but death to make the pain just stop. I threatened to kill myself two times this break. But they weren’t really threats, I wanted to. My plan was to take a whole lot of pills and just never wake up. I sprang this idea on Mom when she was taking me to the airport. I was going to meet Dad in Charleston for Christmas. I did not want to go. I told her that this was it. If I had to go I would kill myself. I was crying—so was she. I don’t know what she was thinking or feeling. All I knew was my own desperate need to escape from myself and from the world I had come to know. I am so fucked up. As I walked down the gate she looked at me as though she truly feared never seeing me again. The crazy part is that of all the people on earth, she was the one I wanted to hurt least and the one I never wanted to leave.

I called her from the airport where I had a layover. I reassured her that I would be fine and apologized. She hates me and probably wishes I had done it. I don’t know what brought all these intense feelings on, but I felt like I had the world on my shoulders and that there was no one on this planet worse than me or more screwed up. I just don’t know what to do with anything. I felt like it was the only way I could get them to take me seriously and to know that I was so miserable. I don’t know what to do. I just want this to all stop. I hate my life and how depressed I am. I really don’t think it will ever get better, and I don’t know whether I want to wait around to see. What would they think if I did kill myself? I wonder if they would miss me or if they would blame themselves? They would be sad for a while, but they would all go on. I would be remembered as that wasted life. This just sucks. Now I need to make everything be okay when I see my dad. I don’t want to get him into all this. He doesn’t have a clue what hell it is to live with me. He and Jude would probably make light of the whole thing. This is really serious to me.
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I made it to Charleston and did not throw up for three weeks—but then I blew it. Being with all these strangers or extended family and my dad and stepmother did something to me. Dad has some interesting relatives and we had fun, but I couldn’t forget the things I had done at the airport—the big mess I stirred up back home. Mom just sounded terrified on the phone and I feel horrible that I made her hurt so much. Looking back on Christmas ’92, it was a disaster thanks to me. I am a little spoiled brat. Mom tries so hard and no matter what she does, how she says it, or how she does it, I still am pathetic. She can’t make it better for me. I almost wish she would tell me to “Fuck off” and “if I want to live this way go right ahead.” She runs around trying to make everything go smoothly and make it a perfect Christmas for twenty-something people. It is impossible. I wish she would give it a rest. It’s hard not to be a little annoyed by someone trying so hard. Of course I just sink my feet further into my bad mood and want to be skinny all the more. The thinner I get the louder I scream “Fuck you, I am doing this my way and you can’t make me change.”



Spring 1993


Dad called and said that he wants to take John Holt and me to Rome for spring break with Jude. That would be pretty cool if he follows through.

Dr. Tant and I have been talking about my parents the past few sessions. They have never really said why they got a divorce except that things didn’t work out between them and that they weren’t happy. I have always had this gut feeling that there was more of a story there, even the possibility of my dad having had an affair. Dr. Tant and I talked about ways I would bring up the question. And so I did.

Mom and I had just pulled into the garage. We had been shopping for most of the day. I just kept that thinking for as long as I could remember I had wanted to know the truth about the divorce. I finally gutted up and said, “Mom did Dad have an affair?” There was a long silence. “Yes, but I never wanted to tell you. I didn’t want you to hold it against your father, and I never thought it was something you needed to know.” I was shocked. I could not believe that he could cheat on Mom. Even though I had always thought that’s what had happened, having my assumption confirmed created a whole new side of my dad—one that I almost wish I had never come to know. The act of cheating is horrible enough, but the repercussions are hard to excuse. I can’t help but think that by committing those acts he prohibited us from living together. In a way it was like he cheated on all of us. I really don’t care to hear any excuses. He screwed up and lost so much, I almost feel sorry for him. What a fool to give up so much for sex.

I feel so incredibly guilty. I was baby-sitting my niece this afternoon and I don’t know why but I got this dumb idea to take ipecac, which makes you throw up. I drank a lot of it. I got really sick and of course called Mom. I know it was all about attention. They were all really pissed. How self-centered and dumb of me. Mom just let me lie there by the toilet all night and throw up. I don’t know why I wanted her attention so badly. I really want them to know that I am hurting and am capable of doing whatever it is that I am trying to accomplish. I guess that I am successful in my disease, as sick as that sounds. I wanted her to care for me and nurture me—I wanted her to love me. I wanted her to tell me it would all go away and I would be okay. She seems so troubled by me and I want to know she still cares. I won’t take that stuff anymore.
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What do they think I do after dinner? When I get up from the table I tiptoe out of the kitchen and hope they don’t ask where I am going. Are they fools for not knowing? The fact that they are so trusting or oblivious makes my secret all the worse. It is such a painful secret, but I always know I will feel better after I get it all out. I have no right to have that much dinner.

I don’t care what I do—I can’t stop throwing up. I hate myself so much for doing it. I try so hard not to. I am falling apart. I am so fat, I am so disgusting. I deserve where I am putting my head. I am screwing up my body beyond repair. My throat and lungs are killing me. Why am I still doing this? I hardly eat, and I feel so guilty for eating even one meal. When I start bingeing I am not hungry and I don’t think about the act—I just stuff and stuff. My system is used to it. It doesn’t even digest the food for a long time. If I get fat, my life and purpose are over. Why does this lying thought control my life? God help me, PLEASE! I am begging you. I wish my mom could comfort me. I don’t know how to love myself or really remember what there is to love about me. I don’t want her to go on that trip. My eating will only get worse. Every time I hear someone coming in the kitchen I throw away whatever I am eating because the person might think that I shouldn’t be eating. I don’t want them to think about how much I eat and I don’t want them to comment on what I am eating. I try my hardest to read their minds, to discern what they think when they see me in the kitchen snacking.

[image: image]

Dad called and said that we are going to Rome for spring break. John Holt, Jude, Dad, and I will go for fifteen days. I know they will catch me if I throw up. I know I can’t while I am there. They will watch me like crazy.
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Now this is strange. It has been forever since I last wrote. Well to catch you up, I made a big decision the day before I went to Rome that I was not going to throw up anymore. Well, I also had some help because my dad, Jude, and John Holt (whom I love more than anything) would be watching me like hawks. I don’t know how and can’t explain it, but I just made up my mind that throwing up is bad and I want to stop. Besides it wouldn’t be that hard I thought because, “I don’t have a real serious problem.” There were times when I thought I would explode, but I did not want to get into it with them. Little did I know at first that I had a plan number two. Since I was not going to throw up, I would just not eat. I am not and was not ready to give this thing up. Besides, my dad doesn’t have a clue what living with me is like—especially with an eating disorder. All he gets are the secondhand stories. This trip would be a crash course in a day in hell, Chelsea’s life. He definitely got a sense of the extreme effort I devote to nurturing this disease. I would order a plain salad and put vinegar on the plain lettuce. They tried everything. They even learned in Italian how to say no oil or butter. I still would laugh inside because no matter what they did to bring my meal up to “healthy” standards I was not going to eat it. They would find something I would eat at one meal, and based on the morsel I let touch my lips at the previous one, search for the next restaurant. I basically stopped eating. It scared me how much my actions affected my family. I think they are starting to see what a hell I live in and how miserable I am. It was John Holt’s first day-to-day encounter with my problem and he hated it. I feel bad because in some ways I wanted the trip to be great, but I also wanted to receive attention and to feel that they cared about me. But most of all I wanted them to let me eat as I wanted to. If anything ruined the trip it was my grave attempt to fill my self-centered need.
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My mom and Bill just left for a trip, and I am going to move in with Elizabeth and her parents. Mom and Bill have made it perfectly clear that I am a little bitch who causes them only stress and trouble. I am rude to Bill. I hate that I am not sweet to him, but I really resent that he is always lecturing me about something, looking for what I do wrong, and never noticing my desire to do everything just right. All he talks to me about is food, food, and fat. It drives me nuts. I hate it, so I make little bitchy remarks to try and defuse some of my anger. Well it is not working. I guess I am still pissed over what he said to me in the kitchen before I left for Rome. I had just come in from working out and he had just come in the door from work. “Hey Bill. How was work?”

“Oh it was a hard day. I had a ton of patients.” I continued making my salad. He came over next to me to wash his hands at the sink. The uncomfortable silence was quickly filled. “Chelsea, you look great. You have trimmed down and look really great.”

“Thanks, Bill.” That compliment was uncomfortable enough. I wish he had stopped there. He went on.

“You know I was starting to get worried about you. I mean you were really putting on the weight. I am so relieved you have gotten it under control. I wasn’t sure you would.”

I smiled and gave a slight chuckle. As always I swallowed my real feelings. I knew this painful and twisted compliment would be replayed continually in my mind, and be rehearsed countless times a day. For me at that moment, Bill represented every unspeaking male in the world. He was just the only one who had the nerve to come out and say how fat and disgusting I had become. How could I walk the earth and have the nerve to hold my head high when in reality all these people had been thinking or saying, “Man she looks like shit,” “She has let herself go,” or “She has put on the pounds”? From that day forth I vowed to never, ever let anyone think again that I had “put on the pounds” or that I had let myself become this fat, worthless, piece of trash.

As for Mom, she has had it with me. She is just exhausted by the sight of me. It is obvious I am no longer a joy. It’s as though she is counting down the days until we are apart. She doesn’t even like showing me affection anymore. She talks about clothes with me and gives me compliments like a routine overly rehearsed, attempting to understand where her futile efforts to instill strong self-esteem went sour. I feel sorry for her as she continues to try to make something get through. She buys me things all the time, thinking the clothes will make me happy, or maybe that is how she tells me she cares. It used to be different. All I want is for her to spend time with me, loving me and talking with me. Maybe that’s bad that I love her so and that I need my mom so much, but right now that is the way it is. She told me not to read her mind, but I told her that I have to sometimes because she never expresses her feelings. It is not about reading her mind anymore. It is crying out of her eyes and plastered across her body that her last child is a nightmare to live with and that she is a failure. All I want when I get mad at my mom is a reaction from her, but that is something that she will not do. She never has lost her temper or shown how much something makes her mad or expressed much of any negative feeling. She is always very controlled. I just wish she would scream at me. I deserve it. I am such a disappointment. I had so many things I was doing right. I thought my life looked so promising and that I would be the one that would make her eyes sparkle with joy. I don’t know what I am now, and I don’t know what I need to be now. But I know this is killing her.
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When I talked to Mom on the phone we quickly fell into our familiar roles. She and I both pretended that nothing had happened, like we had never gotten into a fight before she left for New York. I don’t get how can she just pretend like everything is okay.

Alicia told me that everyone asks her whether I am anorexic. Alicia has been one of my best friends since we were little kids and she really tries to not step on my toes, so we never talk about it. When she tells me stuff like that I just laugh and say how crazy they all are, which I really do believe. People are making way too big of a deal out of this. I am glad that she defends me and is not on anyone’s side because people have really started gossiping about my weight loss. I really don’t talk about it with any of my friends. I can tell they watch me, but the only time they ever say stuff is when other people are bugging them, wondering whether I am okay. No one has just come out and said I want to help you. All I know of are the secondhand conversations that occasionally I am retold. I wonder whether it scares them or whether they even think about it. I don’t want them to worry or for it to turn them away. I really don’t think it should freak them out. I can stop whenever, and I really am in control of this. They don’t need to worry. I just feel so much better about myself. I hate how mothers are always making comments to me about how “emaciated” I am, as if I were some kind of freak. No wonder I don’t want to go out of my house. I would be better in a freakshow the way people react to how different I look. Their comments don’t help. I wish they would just say “I love you” or “I care about you” and not just look at the outside. The inside is what hurts. I don’t blame them for not understanding. They try to relate to the symptoms, which don’t make complete sense even to me. They should be left at that, mere symptoms. I believe the truth lies at the symptoms’ roots. Trying to understand their source might be a great investment, but this deeper understanding is far more tangible. It must hurt pretty bad for me to do all this. People just seem to look at me so sadly—almost as though I am in decay. Don’t they realize they only make things worse? I am finally getting pleased with my body. I like that I can feel my hip bones and that my thighs don’t touch at all. I like that my arms are small enough for my hand to barely close around them. All my clothes are very loose, even the ones I bought just a few weeks ago. It scares me that I know I am thinner, but I don’t see it like they do. I just want to lose a little more. It’s weird that I want some people to think I have a problem and to know how hard I try, but then when they notice I wish they would leave me alone. Others I pray won’t notice.

Sometimes I feel like it is revenge, because I think things like, “I’ll show you,” maybe toward Mom and Dad. Part of me wants to do this to my mom. I am angry with her because she needs so much to please—she is weak. She lets my dad get away with rarely paying child support or paying for school. She never tells Bill what she wants but expects him to know, or she does what he wants. The frustrating part is that she is an amazing woman and offers so much when she does speak her mind. I just hate it because I can read her like a book, and I know her sweet voice and smile do not truthfully reflect what she is feeling all the time. She deserves so much more and in some sense prohibits herself from going out and doing or getting what she wants. Gosh, why is this making me cry? I don’t want to let anyone dictate my needs or give them so much power over me that it ultimately stifles my dreams. Another part makes me sad because I hate how I create the exhausted look on her face and in her body. It kills me to see her like that.

I usually don’t think about what is driving me. It is more automatic, almost instinctive, so the motive may change most of the time. I really think I just want to be thin, but a lot of people want to be thin and don’t go to the extreme I do. I am relieved that I have not thrown up, and it feels good.

Sometimes I want there to be a problem so I will know I am doing my job well. I put so much energy into my body and worrying about what goes into it. But maybe in some weird way I have chosen to destroy my body in hopes that “they” will see that I am dying inside. I guess I feel like I can’t just say it. I’ve become determined to show them what my insides feel like. I don’t think I will ever understand the constant war going on inside my head. I think my breathing problem is sort of neat, whether it has anything to do with my eating deal. I get out of breath walking up stairs and my heart feels really strange—almost heavy. When I went to the doctor she said it was asthma, but I have never had anything like this until two months ago. She freaked out when she saw how low my pulse and heart rate were. Then she started in—thinking that she was going to introduce the idea that I could have an eating disorder. I just zoned out.

She tried to talk to me about eating disorders. You know, the usual. “Anorexia nervosa is a extreme weight-loss condition, typically where a woman or girl drops at least fifteen percent of her body weight.” I tuned in just enough to nod my head at the appropriate time. I had heard the same spiel every time the word eating disorder was spoken. I couldn’t help but wonder whether she was really naive or overly optimistic about the effect my level of knowledge on the subject matter could have. Statistics were not going to change anything. I lived this. I didn’t need to hear the numbers and be convinced how serious this disease was. Maybe I should have described some of my meals in order to quiet her redundancy. Like how thinly I slice my bread or how I measure the single teaspoon of milk for my coffee—anymore I throw out. I eat healthy stuff, mostly vegetables and frozen yogurt. I eat a lot of tomatoes and broccoli. It sounds bad, but it is good. I don’t know when I’ll be satisfied with my efforts or whether I will ever believe that I truly fit this textbook description of an anorexic.

I always dreamed of being five feet eight inches and 115 pounds, and now I am far below but still not satisfied. I always imagined myself being skinny, like the girls on a runway or in a magazine. Then I would be skinny enough. I mean, that is the way we all aspire to be. It is the ideal. I wish I could accurately see myself as other people do. It is exhausting trying to be what I think I should be—trying to maintain those high ideals and standards.

[image: image]

You know, when people comment about my weight I feel like they are intruding on my privacy, like they are watching me.

It is weird how Lauren and I are far apart when we used to be so close. I guess it is sort of like the rest of my friends. I don’t do that much with any of them anymore. I just don’t like to. Brad told me that Lauren feels like I am controlling and manipulative. It broke my heart. I would never want to hurt her. She has been my best friend since birth.

I think about who I write to in my journal. It seems to change, but I guess mostly I write to God. Sometimes I hope that my mom finds it when I die. I need to be stronger than that and not let people control my feelings so much or be so damn dependent. Since my mom has been out of town it has been good. I have had to deal with things on my own. I have to believe that things happen for a reason and that God will help me out of this pain.

[image: image]

What happened to my dream of being a lawyer in the most prestigious law firm in America? Since the sixth grade I’ve always wanted to go to Vanderbilt Law School and become a hotshot female lawyer. I loved the idea of being powerful, independently successful and following in my father’s footsteps. I can’t say when my dream began to change—now I struggle to recall the person who believed in myself enough to fulfill that dream. I would really like to be a lawyer, maybe go into politics. It’s sad how my biggest dream has faded to a mere reflection. It scares me how things are becoming a reality so fast. No longer do I believe in my ability to fulfill my strongest aspirations, much less my desire for a fulfilling life. I just want things to be right. I don’t want to be dependent on anyone, especially some man.

I want to go to heaven so badly. I think it will be great. I can’t do this life right. No matter what I do my choices are never good enough. I don’t want to look back and regret my life and say, “What a screw up.” I need to pass time right now because the longer I do, the longer before I eat. I love those times when I can eat one bite without guilt—usually when I am in physical pain (so, so hungry) or really sick. I then feel I deserve to eat. You know, I think I try to be really involved in school partly so that I can tell Mom, because when I tell her I can see how happy it all makes her. I don’t have a life. I want to hide from myself the reality of how shallow my world has become. If I think about it for too long I really start to beat myself up. My world and my perspective have not always been so bleak, so small or debilitating. Sometimes I wonder what “I” really enjoy doing. I have really begun to realize that all the food in the world is not going to change my feelings or problems and that it is going to take time for me to love myself—loving the little girl I used to be. I love to remember my perception of myself and the innocent way I viewed the world. I am sad that the joy I had as a child is a memory, no longer a reality. I must not forget but recall what I once had and what I believe still exists. I will get through this and win. I know I have it in me.

[image: image]

I am half through one of the most incredible experiences I’ve ever had. I am taking a course in self-defense called Model Mugging. It is unbelievable. We did some amazing stuff. I broke a board with my foot today, using the hammer kick.

What really freaked me out was practicing being assaulted lying down. It was as if the mugger was Michael on top of me. I really got nauseated. I could not stop the tears. I was terrified and I just wanted to knock the shit out of him so he would get off of me. I was so afraid to cry in front of the class. I felt like they would think I was exaggerating or being overly dramatic. Even though they didn’t know what had happened with Michael, they reassured me that my tears were okay. Ultimately I kicked the mugger’s ass.
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