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   (Sorry Mommy) 

The clock strikes twelve.  The girl won’t pick up her mini bagel that is spread 

with a single teaspoon of reduced fat peanut butter until the clock reads 12:03pm.  Three 

minutes pass, and she looks to her mom, who nods encouragingly toward her. 

 (It is O.K. nothing in front of you can hurt you.  Everything there will only make you 

healthy and strong again.) 

 Please, lord, let this be the meal that changes things.  The one with the power to slip 

the numbers from constantly going down to up.  Please just do not let her lose any more. 

 The girl picks up the smaller bagel half and divides it up into nine pieces.  Each 

piece she carefully places back on the plate so that the reduced fat peanut butter is not 

facing her.  So that the paper plate can absorb it all.  To eat a piece she first peels off the 

“crust” and discards it onto the napkin that sits next to the plate.  She won’t eat that part 

today.  Everything on the napkin is scrap.  The goal: The scraps must look puny, but if 

anyone took the time to weigh them, they would add up to more than the part of the bagel 

she actually ate. 

 Her mom watches this whole process carefully and knows what she is doing.   

This wont be the day that the scale number changes.  At least not positively.  

 

 

  



       A Friend I Almost Lost 

Two best friends.  One blond, funny, and carefree.  The other used to be her 

brunette opposite, but not anymore.  She bends over, displaying all of the vertebrae of her 

spine.  Her bright, mysterious, hazel eyes appear blank and lifeless.   

 “A couple of friends were going to hang out tonight.  Wanna join?” 

 “Yeah. I guess.  What time?” 

 “Oh my god seriously!  O.K. we are meeting at six at my house.  It is a total girls 

night.  My parents are ordering a pizza and I will make sure to get a cheese for you plus 

some vegetables.  Then, after we eat, it is a movie marathon with popcorn, ice cream, and 

donuts.  Basically the whole shebang!”  

 “O.K. I’ll be there.”  

(But I hope you realize I can’t eat any of that stuff) 

     

* * * 

 Six o’clock comes and Shannon rings her best friend’s doorbell.  She keeps biting 

her fingernails and stepping from side to side rhythmically.  Her friend answers the door 

and welcomes her in with a huge smile across her face.  She leads her straight to the 

kitchen where a great big cheese pizza is sitting and waiting… To attack. 

 “Help yourself!  I made sure no one took a cheese piece until you got here.  So 

you have your pick of all of the slices!” 

 “Thanks, but I am not that hungry.  I’ll just grab some celery for now.” 

 Her plate is piled high with celery as she walks into her best friend’s living room.  

The other girls are already pigging out on their slices of pizza. 



They finished ALL of the pizza. But Shannon just sat and watched wondering 

how they could consciously consume all of that food without blowing up like big fat 

sumo wrestlers.  Filled with envy, her stomach turns. (Why can’t I be like them? They 

eat and nothing happens, but when I eat…) 

 The girls watched movies all night, but she couldn’t tell you what they were about 

or what their titles were.  She was too busy calculating in her head how many calories 

each girl had consumed or was consuming.  They ate huge three serving bowls of full fat 

vanilla, chocolate, and strawberry ice cream, Chocolate covered donuts, and five boxes of 

microwavable popcorn. 

 Don’t eat any of it.  If you do the scale tomorrow will only go up. 

 “Hey! I have an idea!” (Girls always tend to screech when they are full of food) 

“Let’s make funnel cakes!” 

 The girls proceeded to run into the kitchen and spent the next hour or so giggling 

and dropping dough into oil to deep-fry it and then smothering it with chocolate and 

sugar.  

 What a death wish.   

 “Try some Shannon! You haven’t eaten any junk all night, a little can’t hurt you!” 

 (That is what you think.  Why should I trust you?) 

 She moves from the corner of the kitchen and tears off a small piece of fried 

dough.  The piece that has the least amount of sugar and chocolate possible, and it 

appears to be the least deep-fried.  She places it into her mouth, pretends to chew, and 

when no one is looking spits it into the trashcan conveniently beside her.  



    (I’ll Be Here Daddy) 

Her poor daddy.  Dads just don’t understand their teenage daughters.  Her dad 

didn’t understand why his little girl couldn’t just eat like everyone else in the world. 

 They had father daughter plans that night because her therapist said it would help 

her if she spent time focusing on other things besides meals.  The therapist was a 

professional and even he didn’t understand.  Everything she did somehow involved food.   

 Mom had to work late so she wouldn’t be home for dinner.  It would be their first 

dinner just the two of them since she was eight years old.  She said she wanted to eat 

before the baseball game because if they didn’t it would be past 7:30pm and that was too 

late to eat.  Shannon wouldn’t let anyone in the kitchen.  She fixed all of the family 

meals.  Tonight the menu was hot dogs (she demanded her dad cut down his normal three 

to two because it was healthier), 100% whole grain brown rice, and Vegetarian Bush’s 

Baked Beans. 

 When the meal was prepared her plate consisted of: 

- One Vegetarian Smart Dog (50 calories) 

- 100% Whole Wheat Bun (100 calories) 

- Two slices of Vegan Cheese (70 calories) 

- One teaspoon ketchup (0 calories) 

- ½ cup Bush’s Vegetarian Baked Beans (130 calories) 

- 1 cup 100% Whole Grain Brown Rice (170 calories) 

- 1 cup organic skim milk (90 calories) 

All of the measurements were exact. 



But the rice.  The portion was HUGE.  It was too much.  So she collapsed to the 

floor in tears and her whole body trembled. 

“What’s wrong?  Get up, we need to eat.” 

 “Daddy, look at the rice, I can’t!” 

“It that the serving?” 

 “Yes. 1 cup cooked.  That is what it says on the box.  But LOOK at it!” 

 “It looks fine to me.  Shannon, get up, we are eating and then going to the 

baseball game.” 

 “Then you have to make sure mom eats just as much as me when she gets home.  

If I am going to get fat so is she.” 

 “Fine, just eat.” (Just eat, why is this so hard) 

 The meal took an hour and a half (even longer than the usual meal time with her).  

But Dad watched her every bite.  With him there were no uneatable “scraps.”  The plate 

had to be wiped clean.  This was no joke.  She was dying.  He wasn’t going to pray like 

her mother did every night.  He would take the role of bad cop.  He would do anything, 

give up everything, if it meant he could save her.  



 Everyone wanted to help her.  No one could say they didn’t try. Everyday was a 

new day with the same hope.  Get Better.  Take one bite and keep biting.  Stop leaving 

scraps.  Stop cutting one slice of pizza into exactly thirty pieces and then counting the 

number of bites (twelve) until you swallow. 

 Her mom continued to look down at the scale every Saturday morning and the 

numbers went down by .5 or more.   

Her best friend went to school everyday and waited by the locker they had shared 

for two years.  She hoped if she stuck by her every minute of the day, maybe she would 

realize how much she is loved in this world and how much her best friend needed her to 

get better.  Get better so they could go shopping like they used to and try on ridiculous 

rainbow prom gowns (Not possible anymore because the dresses just fell right off of 

Shannon).   

And her dad.  He didn’t understand more than anyone why his daughter no longer 

wanted to eat.  She had always been so smart, and he had never had to help her with 

anything.  So why was she being so stupid now?  When she was so close to becoming an 

adult.  Seventeen is the age when daddy’s little girls are supposed to be about ready to 

leave the nest; able to fly off on their own and not die.  There were still so many father 

daughter moments they had yet to share: him interrogating the boy who loved her with a 

shot gun resting on the wall behind his chair, holding back the tears dads don’t have at 

high school graduation, building things for her college dorm room, walking her down the 

aisle, building a cradle for his grandchild.  Didn’t she realize what she was taking from 

him? Didn’t she care? 



 Looking back on events of your life, it is really difficult to see your family 

and friend’s points of view.  You can only think of yourself.  In my case, I could only 

think of my anorexia. 

 Nothing mattered more than counting the calories in and calories out.  When 

they made me start eating Anorexia created the scraps I chose to leave on the plate.  

Anorexia lied and said I was full after half of a mini bagel.  Anorexia didn’t like 

sweet things so my parents and nutritionist didn’t make me eat dessert.  Anorexia 

had me say and do everything possible to avoid taking the next bite. 

 Taking another bite meant fitting back into adult sized clothing.  It meant 

that my mom would leave my side because I was growing up.  And it meant I was no 

longer special; I wasn’t the smallest anymore.   

 People didn’t recognize me anymore.  Apparently my eyes were lifeless, my 

face was sunken in, my cheekbones protruded, and veins and arteries were visible 

running up my neck.  All of my strength was gone.  I was nothing but skin and 

bones.  That was O.K. by me.  So what if my nails were turning yellow, my hair was 

falling out, and my eyebrows had already disappeared?  Everything else about my 

body was perfect again.  My legs didn’t touch, I could count my ribs, and the six 

year old I used to baby sit could wrap her hand around my wrist.    

 

 

 

 

 



“Time to give up Anorexia.”  

 My mom and dad sat me down one day and said it was time to make a 

choice: Anorexia or Life.  They told me if I chose life for them then they would 

never leave me and make sure nothing ever hurt me, including food.   

 I chose life for them.  I figured if they wanted me in this world that much, 

then I could sacrifice Anorexia.  So they covered all of our household mirrors, I 

wasn’t allowed to look at myself in store windows when we went to the mall, I saw a 

therapist twice a week, and a nutritionist told me I had to eat 11 servings of fat a 

day (That is equal to 11 tablespoons of peanut butter, and not the reduced fat kind.) 

and nine servings of grains (Grains are my Anorexia’s nightmare.).   

 I guess the numbers on the scale started going up on Saturday mornings 

because my mom’s face started to look a lot less wrinkled when she looked at me, 

my dad took me out on the back of his Harley Davidson again (“I don’t think you’ll 

blow off the back anymore.”), and my best friend started hugging me again (“I’m not 

afraid my hugs will break one of your bones now”). 

 But the gaining wasn’t for me.  It was all for them.  I told Anorexia to hide 

for a while, and I would let her know when it was safe to come out.   

 

But at IHOP in Williamsburg, VA with my mom I forgot to order egg whites. 

On my side of the table sat a huge IHOP Spinach and Mushroom Omelet 

smothered with hollandaise sauce, and made with real eggs.  Oh and I can’t forget 

the three large Harvest Grain and Nut Pancakes that came on the side and the 2% 

milk my mom forced me to order. 



  

 When I told my mom my mistake when the waiter brought out my order I 

could tell she was ready for battle.  Ready for my tears, a panic attack, and an 

embarrassing scene as her seventeen-year-old daughter flipped all of the plates on to 

the floor in front of everyone at the restaurant. 

 But this time I didn’t freak out.  I realized when the order came out that I 

was starving for real food.  So I told my mom my mistake, picked up my knife and 

fork, took a bite, and ate until every scrap was gone.  I was gaining for the first time 

because I wanted to. 

 

 Since that wonderful meal, I had many more amazing life moments and they 

were all for ME, so I wanted to let you know… 

 

 Anorexia, I won’t be calling you to come back. 

  


