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“Nah, I'd rather go and sit in the trees.

I nodded at her solemnly, and began to pull some mittens and scarf
out of the closet to my left, [ handed Lily a scarf and a blanket. Her hands,
dressed in her black leather gloves reached out for the vibrant red blanket.
Her nose crinkled a little, and I raised a brow, “Want to freeze?” I asked her,
she shook her head no, while gathering up all the ends of the blanket. I then
pushed my way out the back door. I trudged past the garden, which was a
deep white now from the snow. Lily followed closely behind, We walked past
the apple trees, and [ looked ahead towards the peach ones, Three trees all
lined up in a perfect ninety-degree triangle. I looked at the snow covering
them and cringed at the cold as 1 wrapped my hand around the trunk of one
and pulled myself up.

I could feel Lily’s warm breath behind me, hoisting herself as well
into the tree. Then, we sat there, her in thought, and me shivering but
knowing that I wasn’t going to leave.

I have no ldoa lmw mudh mme passed, but at the time I don’t even
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d up, tells this long story, an then goes, “Shit, I forgot
how it ends.” That's what my fighting and strength and whatever
other .bullshit the world thinks I have is like. They've given me my
time, nine months to live. Why fight? Why be strong.. I don't feel
_ strong.
My children are six and three. I am thirty-nine, and I'm
going to die. Smile, isn't that what my mother used to say? I try.
But my heart quakes in my chest every time that I do. I'm
lying to myself, I don’'t feel like smiling. I'm thirty- nine, just

wait until tomorrow? Who knows if one will be there, how can I
smile?

I have no hair, I weigh almost nothing. I can barely hold
my three your old daughter, Julia. I'm going to die. Sometimes I
look to Julia to support me. Sometimes, she makes me smile. Then I
always think, how is this happening to me?
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On her deathbed my Mother changed her mind. Her whispers of
a better tomorrow turned to, “Live life for today, never wait unt

- tomorrow, because you never know if there is going to be one.” I
know though that there probably will not be one. My heart throbs
achingly against my chest when I think this and I gasp for breaths
of air. I wish only to be okay, to have a reason to smile. The
truth is my muscles hurt to bad too turn my cheekbones in the
correct upward movement it would take for me to be happy. Instead
cry, I don't know why, for some reason a frown is easier on my jaw,

1 am thicty- nine; I have two beautiful daughters and one

wonderful husband. I will miss my daughter's senior prom; I will

* never see them get married. I am going to let some other woman move
into my husband's life, and I will wither from all of their minds.
I can feel myself gasp when I think this, and so I remember my
mother and I try, 1 really do. to smile
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It was my Dad that spoke next, “Girls,” my father looked solidly at my
sister, and me but his arm reached out and tenderly began to stroke my mom’s arm.
“I have Cancer,” he continued, “Do you know what that is?* ‘

I qtared at his perfcct hands. 'l'he only callus on them wasgt the tip of his
days at end.

tongue. | said it one more time before letti
parents proceeded to eat their dinners, and
mothers arm. He dug his fork into a piece ed’
then repeated the process yet again, this tir @l f \ it of steamn
dropped into his food as the rest of the gre

had lay. 1 dared to steal a glance at my sister who was doing gl t at, looking
perplexed. She looked around the table over and over : ] 3 [ turned
towards my dad, who now seemed to be mimicking me;
“Excuse me,” Allie loudly announced, “I do t know what cancer is. face
looked content with her proclamation. She stared, wide eved at my father waiting patiently for a
response. Nobody supplied her with one, and a few minutes later she stood from the table in a
huff and marched up the stairway, taking care to stomp every individual stair on her way up.
None of us be"an to eat agam untll we heard the slam of her door as she entered her room for
later my mother raised herself from her chair and went
1, and my mom’s soothing voice explaining slowly what

sionate wails of my little sister. I was pretty sure that she
b, but knew that she was supposed to cry. [ pictured my
get up and join them. But 1 sat, glued to the hard

exactly what cancer was, I had read about it, learned

e in Chicago and had. I had heard one to many times in
ly had one question about it and it pounded through my
rst, and so I just asked him, “Are you going to die?” |

1 to remember me, remember what I had asked.

[ can help it.” And of course, he could, and so it was on
re my fourteenth birthday my dad was pronounced in

had always been without a second thought to the

problem.
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bog to kimo again, this fime over n over. | felt his lips brush my neck and | began to
giggle.

“Okay, okay, I'm up... you happy#” | smiled at him and kissed him back, rolled over
and swung my feet out of bed. | glidod them clcanly info my slippon to avond the cool floor of
! marning tradition of

o myself what |
would do'Wwithout u‘mm for.a litle overtwe years now; and had just

Btest decisions that | had ever made.

Bn the shower. | deliberately turned the

oment before climbing in. | let the water

dial ‘$ the exact temperature of

run over me slowly, beating ugolnd m egan fo wash myself. |
Climbing out, | shivereght ran through me yet again. | wrapped
my tawal.around me and moved back into the Bedroom. | opened my closet and stared for a
moment. My head turned towards the outfit in front that | had laid out the eveni before. |
oved back

i Dissatisfied, | stared inte the mirror boforo mokmg my way out m’o the kitchen. On
the way | grabbed my-suit jacket. . . "=
T | took to bowls out of the cupboard ond an to pour J Joff cnd mysélf bowls of
ceroi | heard him openthe refrigerator behind me. y the orange juice-hopey,” | yelled

before picking up the two.bowls and.taking them into the dining room. “And the| milk.”
| "Have |'told you lately that T'love you,” Jeff began to sing as'he walked into the

room,

“ Yeah, you have, buifisidMiglys nice to hear it again.” | smiled at him warmly,
watching him maneuver his way towards the'table: | sat with one leg crossed neatly over the .
other; Jeff came to sit with me. He held the paper in front of his face, but through iit | could see
his warm eyes and grin. Boy, did | love him. :
__"Eat up, it's your big day, Jeﬁ Iowered tho paper hﬁo' h'l oyes moif mine. “Are
you nervousé” ——N

“ Yeah, | mean, we have McDonalds coming into the office today to see if they want
to sign. I'm going to throw upl” | pushed my bowl of cereal away from me before continuing.
This time talking more to myself then Jeff. “They’ve been looking around heavily, and even




remember where | had parked before |umplng qu
and gave me a good feeling for the day.
My foot lay flat against the accelerator; my

Fef a moment | sprinted towards the building, but g membered my
composure as | slowed to sashay. | hit the button to the olovoior, and deciding it may never
come | turned towards the stairs and began my ascent towards the ninth floor.

Tired and out of breath, | walked into the room where several of my colleagues
already sat. “Hello, everybody, sorry I’m a little late.” The people in the room nodded towards
me as | took my seat at the head of the table. “Is everything in place and ready to go#” |
peered around me at the various instruments; drawing boards, layouts, overhead and
computers littered the area. Everyone nodded towards me, and | took a breath before letting
my eyes wander nervously towards the window.

“We're going fo nail this thing people,” | said with such a great amount of
enthusiasm. Then | whispered it again, as if to reassure myself, “We are going to nail this.”

“Yeah, we are,” my best friend and colleague, Jenny, said as she swung open the
door. She took her seat next fo me and leaning in she murmured, “Les, you've got this one,
don’t worry.”

Then they entered, McDonalds’ board of representatives. Seven people dressed
mostly in black. Some of the most terrifying executives | have ever seen, running one of the
largest and most profitable organizations in the world. They walked as if they had rehearsed it
towards separate chairs. None of them ran over another, none had to adjust their steps. Single
file they took their seats across the table from me. All except the one directly across from me sat
filled. Then the eight executive walked in. “Sorry I'm late,” the head of McDonald’s advertising,
Jim Franklin, said as if he had watched and was nhow mocking my earlier entrance. We all



stood. “How are you all?” Jim asked, then, before waiting for an answer, he said, “Shall we get
* started?” His eyebrows rose slightly as he took a seat at the foot of the table facing me.

“Um, yes,” | blurted out while scrambling to my feet. | found myself thinking of how
smooth they all had been, and felt my feet almost topple from under me. | shut my eyes for a
second, and then remembered they were all watching, thinking, maybe 1/l just throw up now, |
felt Jenny squeeze my hand, and | took a breath and started again.

“We, my colleagues and |, have spent several weeks and hours trying to compose a
way to best fit, or represent the essence of the McDonalds corporation.” | paused for a moment
to let my fingers flip on the overhead, which displayed the boxes that laid out our commercial. |
peered to the layout boards that rested against the wall next to them conveying the same
images. I've got this. And | felt words begin to flow, effortlessly, as | had practiced them before.

| began, “Here is what we have been lhmlung McDonuIds is fast, easy and geared

gasp as my eyes fell onfc washers ducked down, and

moment, not doing anything excopl ceusmg my heart stop in my chest. Then he pullod out a sign
from behind his back, he smoothly lifted it high over his head. | stared at it for @ moment in
disbelief, and then read it out loud, “Will you marry me#” | whispered to myself. | felt tears well
up in my eyes, and | turned back to McDonalds board. They all smiled and nodded, and | felt
my head begin to do the same. “Yes,” | mouthed to Jeff, and | let tears of happiness run slowly
down my cheeks. | saw him smile back.






Presentable

When 1 was growing up 1 used to ook around and pretend that 1wasn’t there. 1d try
to picture what everything would be fike. Wondering, would the whole world be different, or would
not a single person notice? It was abways a weird thought, but 1 could never seem to shake it.

1t’s sort of a funny thought; 1 grew up in the most perfect fife.

1 grew up outside New York, in this beautiful house, with these beautiful parents. My
fiouse was a large Victorian, old, but remodeled. 9t was set up on a Aill'so that when you (ooked out,
you could see the town near us, all the lights and the people shone through when you looked out the
windows. 1 had everything, every fittle thing thar my heart could have ever desired. And the things
my heart didn't desire, 1 had those too.
fmﬁwm a lawyer, but the mafority of hifs fortune came from old money. My
t have as much maney, but she sure (ike to act as if she did. The one thing my mother
was a petformance.

y would have ever expected me to think so weirdly, not me, not (irtle Ashley.
[d start to roll on in, and 1 was never sure how it would “pass. Sometimes 1 didn't
) and so 1 would go to my mirror and let the fmages fade away. My mom always sasd

aﬂ{dgwfougﬂryou can appear to be happy even 1f you weren't. My mom was
But, shie aﬁwy‘ looked it. 1 don't think anyone, not even my father, had tried to crack

fiell. Nobody had the energy to fight hier dasperate tmage of perfection. Why bother,
on so people will Gelieve her. Still, 3 wonder, maybe she wanted to be cracked?
M thotfier was one of those people who wake up at five in the morning. She put on
ses fier fair in a tousled way. She wraps one of her silk robes around her so that
: 'ﬂ” :  steps outside at six in the morning to ger the paper it looks as if she has fust gotten up in
‘ W (ooking manner.
" She threw parties, grand parties, Great Gatsby like parties. When people drove up the
to get to our house, they could see the lights and in their heads gGlasses were
g. Everybody stayed till ate, drinking and laughing.
hent Qwas @ child 1 would watch from the stafrs. 1 remember one night my mother
up in these perfect golden tendrils. Each pinned tightly to her head, bur despite
Mﬂ out around her face. Her cheeks were red from the champagne, the rim of her
: n&t" class statned o deep red from her lips but her lips somefiow still burned red as well. What 1
reme the most is fier diess. 1t was almost golden, and hugged fier thin frame and curves
dress was decorated perfectly with beads and shone as she walked across the room. She

Ui spectacte w said so.




‘All '] could hear that night was, “Oh ‘Meredith, you look like an angel.” My mother was
(ike an angel, and she knew it. But she would fust smile, telling them that she didn't believe a word
they said.

Men would always talk to my mother. In addition to talking they would touch her and’
flirt with her. 1 could see my father watching from across the room. He wore his tux and looked so
stiff. He was thin and tall, brown Rair and blue eyes. He and my mother (ooked perfect together.
They always took picture, just so they could stand side by side. Then, though, they would each
wander in there own direction. My father would stare at my mother for hours and hours, Ridden
against the wall] as men approached and re-approached her. He never did anything to stop ir. He
would fust watch my mother as her white teeth shone through hier smile, listening to fer echoing
giggles. She it up the parties. And when the parties were over and the guest were gone, the maids
were cleaning up, and 9 was told to go to sleep, my father would slide his hands gently around my
mothers waist. He would whisper into her ear and she would laugh the same way she had with all
the other men, alrowing my father to lead fer up the stairs.

When 1was a child, 9 never heard a sound from their room. 1 wonder now that 9 am
older if the whole thing was fust a show. 1 mean, 1 don't think 1T ever truly believe that every
night my father could Rave wanted to make love to a women who flirted in front of his face. And
my Mother was far to proper to give her body, so often; to a man she so obviously hurt time and :
time again. He wasn't the type to want to be with a man that she had married; and then fgnored
so often for so many years. She just liked to walk those stairs with him, and feel, presentable.

Oddly, 1 abways assumed that deep inside of them somewhere my parents loved cach
other, fust a fittle bit, every once in a while. 1 think my father thoughe that he loved my mom. He
foved the way that yeqp[e [ooked at her and knew thar no matter what, when the m‘gﬁt was done,
she was his. My mother was one of those women who needed an arm to link. Someone who needed to
be walked through crowds with a man. Protected from the world by a man. Told that everything
would a(ways be all right, by a man. Not onlfy that, but Ey a presentable, rich and handsome man.
I short my father.

Growing up, and still a fittle now, 7 looked (ike my mother. When 1 was a child 1 used to
wonder {f 1 was acruaﬂ’y my father's daughter, but 1 now know 7am. 1 have his ears, ears that are
oddly afways said to be perfect. 1 fust always thought that it was weird to call ears perfect, bur still
peaple look at them and almost coo at how great they are.

Then they always told me fiow fucky 7 am. My (ife is fixed with everything 1 wanted.
My peers hated it. They whispered befiind my back that 7 am the type of _pmon who you always

want to “get it” in life but knew that 9 never would.




I'm not mean, and {ts not that everyone hated me. 1 may act bratty at moments but 9
am far from entitled. 9t's fust that nothing is perfect, and from the outside everything in my (ife
looks perfect. :
Maybe that is how 7 tuned out the way that 1 am; under the perception that 1 had to
be perfect to match my (ife. My fife up on tha Rill. Maybe 1 did it to prove that 1 was better then
my mom, that 1 could handle it. 7 couldn.

My mom worked out abour seven thousand times a day; okay, mach ﬁmr She was
beauriful Skinny. Perfect, always, always yafcct Since 1 was about six my mom would (ook at me
and whisper, “Ashley, you ki bive you are gaining weight. You have
to be presentable.” Presenta used to swear she (ived her (ife by
that word; revolving her wo

We kept so man ﬁ iclosets. She gave me so many closets.
My father had about thi ; lout by my presentable mother, who
sent them to the dry clea fust been “sitting too long.”

When ;ymmad’ ﬁ o. R Romanian Zn wﬁﬁo,:f motto
was the notorious, “No pa qr its, and play basketball and swim.
He came every day to “traf ?g ally mind; it was all 1 ever knew. 1
even think that for a point { Bhiy; o (ot of kids don’t get enough

if

exercise. : = e

My mother ﬂac{ a trafner at the time, too, Eric. & cﬁamy(an runner who had become
infured before hie could make big, but still ada few good tips. Sometimes my mothier and 1 would
work out together. It was during these workouts that 1 felt her (ove me, accept me. She would push
me and congratulate me on a good fob. 1t was different from the way she would fug and talk about
me at parties to impress her friends. Always cooing about what a good child 1 was. It was real, and
1 loved it.

1t was time away from the nanny, Mary, who had rased me; it was time with my
mother. 1 ran harder, played harder, ({fm{ ﬁemder,_/um}aed' higher, and did all that 1 could to eamn
her approval.

My mother threw many more parties in Rer (ife besides the one that 1 was fust talking
about, but none stand out as greatly. 1 don't even remember what the party was for. Probably
nothing, 1 fust vemember her, fer fmage her body. at's frozen in my head, 1 watched her all night,
and although 1 can see her 1 can’t even picture her moving. At that party she looked so beautiful
and so sEl‘nny. 7 fust remember tﬁfnffﬂg, god, 1 wish that were me. Perfect, Eeaud_futf

My doctor says that at the age of seven 1 was already fieading down the wrong road.
THhat the fact that 1 remember my mother as skinny and associate that with beautiful is where the
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of iy problem fles. The fact that 1 can’t even remember anything but my mother and the

fie (ooked at the party fs said to be, “The root of my unhealthy obsession.”

_ My mother eventually fired Eric because he said he wouldn’t train fier unless she

aintain a healthy diet. That seemed fair enough to me, considering by the time 1 was
Pmother’s frame was witfiering away. But it didn't seem to slow fier down ever. She still

thvew her parties, men still flirted with her, and her (ife remained presentable.

9t was at about the age of twelve that 1 started being able to attend my mother’s
parties. This was another time when my mother truly loved me, 1 belteve. The whispers of, “Oh,
what an angel.” And, “Your daughter is fust so magnificent, she looks fust (ke you,” would boom
through my ears, and 1 would watch my mother beam and 1 would beam as well. Proud to be a
part of it all, proud to be presentable.

My mather, though, cotitinued to wither. My fatﬁer would (fust stand by and watch; he
never said anything. Me almost seemed afraid to. It was never his responsibility to care about my
mother, only to stand 6y her when she needed a partner.

One night at another party, 1 spent the night watching my father. This is another
image that stands out in my Aead. 1 must have been thirteen at the time, but because 1 was sick 1
fiad been told to stay in bed. Of course 1 resumed my childhood space on the statrwell and watched
the party until the late hours of the night. My father stood that night watching my mother. Her
dressed glowed a deep red, and her hair agam was pinned tightly to fer head. You could have seen
through her she was so skinny.

That night was the first night my fatﬁer ever gave me any indication he cared in a
loving way towards my moher. 9 saw him cry. Well, tear. His eyes welled up, until a small pool
tipped. At the same time 9 looked my mother did, and sudi{ml:\/ she left whatever man she was
flirting with and sashayed her way over to my father.

7 could see fier (ips move, promising that she was fine, that he need'nt worry. She kissed
fitm softly then, in front of every one. 9 heard my parents make love for the first time that night. A
strange and foreign sound, for both them and me. Still, it was somehow reassuring.

That was the evening 1 dectded 1 was not the child of an affair. That 1 was the child of
spontaneous ove, love that was so rare with these two people that 1 was almost lucky to have been a
part of it. 1 was proof that their marriage for one single moment wgs-mor-far show, that it was a
private thing held dear by two yeqyﬁ.

'My mtﬁer started worit’ng out faur times a qﬁ




Later that year, right after 9 Aad turned fourteen, my mother's fieart stopped. Just ike
that. No warning, no signs, her fieart fust called ft quits. The doctors diagnosed her cause of death
as extreme anorexia nervosa.

My father told me that she fust got tired. She was always doing too much. Too much
champagne, too many parties, too much running,

7 wanted to scream, “And too (irele food”

1 can't even remember if 1 cried. 1 remember for a moment hating my father because he
did nothing to help fier, bur then 1 ew fie was not there to crack her open, to fix Rer problems. He
fad never been; he was there to look nice next to fer.

One night 1 even screamed at him, “Didn't you care. Didn't you love fier? 9 will never
have a mother again because you did nothing. Because you let her throw her parties and have her
stupid trainer and not eat. Only diink champagne and run and run and run. And wear dresses
that were sizes too small.” At this point, with all my fourteen years behind me, 1 threw myself on
the floor, kicking and screaming and. pounding as {f 1 were four years old all over again.

My father fust watchied me, fiis eyes filled with sadness and furt, whispering, “Ashiley, 1
am sorry. There was nothing 1 could do.”

1 knew then, and 9 know now, that hie meant it. 1 mean, of course, technically, there was
something that he could do, but not him, not my father. He was always too busy looking
presentable for my mother, Relping her plan her evenings, too statue- like with fer to actually
become involved in her (ife. And even if he had tried, she would have never (et hfm help. My mother
was not the kind of person who needed help.

For a few more years, 1 was fine. Mary continued to act as my caregiver, 1 continued
to see my trainer, and oddly enough, my father continued to throw grand parties. Our house was
never dark; it was never gloomy. Even on the day of the funeral, everything seemed as it had
always been. Flowers lined the room as well as the casket, hiding it from the dreariness that (ay
within it.

The casket was opened, and my mother, as she always had, looked perfectly presentable.
She lit up the room, as she always had with her perfectly done makeup. The lighting made fier (ook
almost as if shie fhiad more (ife than she had possessed when she was actually afive.

And everyone told me 1 would grow up to look (ike her.

They dabbed their eyes with the corner of their dry cleaned kerchiefs, perfectly
embroidered with initials and flowers; they hugged me lightly so their dresses wouldi't wrinkle, and
they all told me hiow sorry they were. What a loss it was. And how, one day, 9 would be fier. T would
look (ike her; they couldd alveady see it.

My body, according to the doctors, by the time of the funeral had fust begun to
“internally” whitfer.
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" bass, steaks and au gratin potatoes. 1 ate homemade muffins for breakfast, crepes for funch.
Anything, everything 1 desived. And then 9 became not so presentable.

People ooked at me, their eyes filled with pity, whenever 1 walked by. My stomach
rolled over my pants but afl of the people in town and at school said that it was okay, because 1 had
fust lost my mother.

A year passed, and pitied looks rurned to snickers behind my back. 1 could hear what
everyone said, loud and clear. They called me fat. They wondered out loud what had happened to
me. 'Tﬁey whispered the name qf wcigﬁt loss programs and gyms, always cracking rﬁejoﬁe, “As f
she doesn't have one in her house.” And then they whispered, over and over, that 1 would never be
my mother, it was for sure.

9 became obsessed around my sixteenth birthday. You know how people pin pictures of

~ models ro the fridge to remind them thar they are on a diet? 9 pinned pictures of my mother. As
sick as that sounds, that is what 1 did. Pictures of good ole’ Meredith right before she died. She
must have weighed less than 100 pounds, and 1 wanted to be her.

Every time 1 would sit down for a meal 1 would see the picture out of the corner of my
eye, taped neatly to the metal fridge, and 1 would excuse myself, saying that 1 had eaten earfier
that day.

1 ate things like tomato sauce. Non-fat yogurt. Peas.

Never together, always the same thing for weeks at a time.

Then, 1 would throw it up, or run it off. 9 began running four or five times a day. 1
worked out with my trainer, and when e left, if 1 did't feel 1 fad done vﬁe workout suﬁ‘idmr(y,
would do it again.

And again.
And again.

And ewr_y ering about me, so0 9 guess if that was the goat

meBhing that 1was desperate to hear; 1 wanted to
know that 1 looked (ike my mom. 7 became hollow, almost transparent, and still, nothing.

My father watched on, with the same Glossy brown eyes that used to fixate on my
mother. He told me once that 1 was turning into my mother. But he said it in a way that was
afmost more Aurtful than flattering. "

Mary cried and her plain “brown hatr grew flat with worry. Her soft features and light
skin turned red, and her bony hands began to sﬁaie Her eyes would go through me as she begged
me to ear, something, anything,

7 would tilt my head as 7 had seen my mother do so many times, and say, as my
mother would, “Don’t worrv. everuthina s fine.”

then ft was worimg R



And so she did nothing. She watched the girl she had tucked in every night for sixteen
years whither away, because 1 wanted to be ny mother, and not her. She took away my mother’s
fmage, and 1 was ﬁgﬁﬂng to preserve it.

Then one day, as 1 had moved forward into my grape phase, 1 felt as if 1 was going to
curl up and die from the pains in my stomach. 1 fell in agony to the floor, hunched over in a ball
My five foot four frame looked tiny as 1 cried and cried. My blonde hair, like my mother’s rendwils,
fiad Gegun to fall out, and locks of it lay wet against the floor. 1 couldn’t breathe.

All 1 could think was this fs how she did 1t this is how my mother died. This ts how she
left me. This is why 7 am lying here. Mary ran in, screaming, “Are you trying to be her? How
could you do this? 1 told you, 1 told you. Do you want to die (tke your iother did?”

And 1 softly whispered, “Yes, 1 want to be her.” That's all 1 remetmber from that day.

2 don't vemember hearing the sirens, or Mary screaming at my father to do something,
1 heard the story for years to come, but T niever saw the stretcher. Never felt the scale under my feet
read seventy- five pounds. 1 never saw a doctor, or felt my back against the board they carried me
in on, but they all told me again and again, in their fake voices, dabbing their eyes with the same
kerchiefs used at my mother’s funeral] that it was so, so scary. Rgain they cried, all of them. My
aunts and uncles whom 1 did not know flew into town, and for the first time for as long as anyone
could remember, the house remained dark through the night.

The clinking turned to an awkward silence and the (aughiter came to a halt. My world
watched on as everyone began to wonder fust how far someone could take the word presentable. And
they whispered, as 1 fiad desperately wanted to hear for so long, “She’s fust (ike her mother.

This brought me no foy, and oddly the same, no patn. It fust taught me how truly
unpresentable my mother must have been to torture herself.

When 1 woke up, 1 was shocked to see not Mary but my father sitting next to my bed.
His hand placed fightly against my arm, hts beautiful brown eyes burning into me, pleading with
me.

1 lay my hand fust then against his. 1 looked up, knowing that my brown eyes that had
once looked fike his had turned fiollow. That they Rad ascended deep tnto the crevices of my

forehead, now surrounded by dark black ctrcles that hid their beauty, and caused them to grow
hazy instead of their past glow.

9 slid my empty hand over my stomach, and my farﬁer did the same, as {f fe was
touching me for the first time in his entire life. “t dips tn,” 1 heard him whisper to no one. Then,
he counted the fingers on each of my fiands and, looking satisfied thar there were still ten, fie drew
up the bed sheets, causing them to wrinkle, and he began to count my toes. He let fifs pointed finger
touch each one as e moutfied the niumber. He touched them gently as if afraid he would break
them off. Then, my dad smiled at me, whispering, “Yow'll, get better, you will”



As his voice trailed off, 1 felt a reassurance. Mary awoke from her chair across the

room, and watched on with a smile.

Later that day 1 peered into a mirror, thinking how so many times before 1 had wished
myself to stmply disappear. 1 would fide from myself, from the rest of the world. Not admitting to
pain, nat admitting to imperfections.

My doctors say, “Anorexia Nervosa is a very complicated disease of the mind, in which
a person destroys their body,” and so on and so  forth. 9 think ft's simple, 1 fust
Didn't eat. 1 strove to be somebody who wasn't real to begin with. According to my therapist, “This
problem is rooted at the relationship you had with your mother.” When she says this to me 9 laugh.
;Nb shit, it was. 1 wanted to be my mather, my problem wasn't rooted there, it was the problem at
large.

My mother defined the word presentable. She always did with her big parties and
beautiful gowns, with her perfect husband, and wonderful house. And with her daughter who
aspired to win her affection. Though she will never be here ro say it, T'm pretty sure there is a potnt
in my (ife when my mother could have been my best friend.

My father is now; e given fitm permission to crack me, T'm no longer living (ife for

the show.

No one knows for sure what causes anorexia nen
experts agree that there is not one single cause, t
the society we live in, the family we come from, ar

For instance, the images we see in magazines, of
if the only way to be beautiful and happy is to be t
think (incorrectly, of course) that losing weight will

Anorexia can also be related to family problems. (
other family members who have unrealistically hi¢
about their body, or who may even have their owr
feel that starving themselves is the best way to re
members. They may feel that their family controls
Girls with anorexia often feel misunderstood by th

Some people are born with personalities that mak
instance, girls with anorexia tend to be high achie
grades and are popular. On the outside, it may lo
from feeling bad about themselves. They may als

Certain life experiences can also lead to anorexia
think that they are fat and begin to diet excessivel
when they were very young and use their weight
over their lives. Girls who participate in gymnastic
and shape may also develop anorexia.

Recently, scientists have been learning about hov
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B Fint Tne ® PANL Wiy DETNCe0OVT peanony

Kick back and relax, and please read away, as I tell you of one very
glorious day. The month was December of seventy- nine. At home with my wife, T
said, "Audrey, let's dine."” When asked if we should eat at home or eat out, I
sensed that her cooking might fill me with doubt. For tonight, if she'd cook, it'd
be bean sprouts and trout, so I said, "Let's go out, Audrey, please, lets go outl"

But Audrey said, " Where should we dine this fine night?" I said, "Any
place that might meet my appetite.” She gave me some highly persuasive reasons
to drive to the restaurant called the four seasons. We departed to enjoy this
lovely affair, as Audrey and I hoped into my Corvair. As she drove, I complained
that I wanted a dish of some chicken or lobster or simply some fish, because I
was engaged in a state of famish.

When we finally got to the restaurdnt at eight, I was unable to await my
first plate. So I picked up the bowl of butter and bread, while beautiful thoughts
of steak filled my head. As I chewed my food I watched others dine, making small
talk, and drinking glasses of wine. In a restaurant with quite an old fashioned
design, the lights were dim, how they ever did shinel (As did my wife Audrey, for
she was all minel) And my life with my wife was wonderful and fine,

As I delighted in this lovely venue, I took a look at my enormous menu.
Dozens of choices of pasta were listed. Many an option of seafood existed,
Cowboy steaks and Thai stir- fry, and gourmet pie all pleased my eye. But my wife
said, "No, no if you get that you'll die. Your cholesterol level will raise to the skyl"
So much to my absolute utter dismay, Audrey ordered me vegetarian that day.

“No, no, nol" I yelled. "I can'tl I just can'tl What good can I find in a
plate of eggplant?” But Audrey insisted on making the cook fix me what in my
mind was gobety- gook. So I returned to eating the bread in the bowl. It upset
me that this was how I must become full. She angered me, she was not very nice.
I'd much rather be g




But just as I sat there awaiting my crap, there quickly arose a horrid
mishap. Form across the room, I heard a mighty yell. And this yell was not a good
thing, I could tell, I could tell. It seemed that a woman's dear husband was
choking, and incomprehensible words he was croaking. She was crying while he was
flailing about, for anyone to come help this poor man out. She cried, “Someone
please save my dying spouse! Is there perhaps a doctor in the house?"

I looked all around, but not one hand was raised, and the lady was
becoming quickly more crazed. There was nothing to do, it was looking severe.
Four Seasons became a hostile atmosphere. But then it became remarkable clear

that I, a doctor, should now volunteer. I raised my hand way, way up in the air.
"I'm a doctor," I said, “Here to cure your nightmare.”

"And what kind of doctor are you?" screamed the wife.

"Don't ask questions,” I said, "Let me just save his life.”

Time was running out fast, so I ran to the man. And unfortunately I
was without a plan. But I had to do something. All eyes were on me. To these
people, I was their worthy trustee. But what could T do? Was I just a fool who
never showed up at medical school?

At first I thought I should invoke a taste of my wit- I'd tell him a joke.
“Say, what could be lodged up your diaphragm, could it possibly be some green
eggs and ham?" I looked around the room, and it was silent, so I tried another
silly comment. "What is it sir that you started to eat? Did you possibly see it on
Mulberry Street?" Again- silence, this plan did not work. By of fering help, I was
merely a jerk. He moved through the room, and continued to cough. My theory
was that I was simple off.

‘The Heimlich maneuver!” I heard someone yell.

"Very well,’ I said, "Very, very well:"

But I did not know the Heimlich maneuver, so instead I performed the
i Dibblety- Doover. I then placed my hands around the mans knees, and I squeezed
§ and I squeezed, and I squeezed and I squeezed. I kept on squeezing. I just could
W not stop. And then I heard a terrible, “Pop!" This poor mans condition was just
getting worse, so his wife looked at me and she started to curse. The Dibbletty-
Doover did not help at all. I looked at this man, and he began to fall.

He was on the ground. He fell to the floor. So his wife started kicking
and punching me more. But in the midst of this uncalled- for attack, this lovely
man's wife slipped and fell on his back. When she hit his back, the food fell out,
and the man was no longer flailing about. His wife grabbed and hugged me, and
kept thanking me, "I know I owe you a big apology.”

“Don't be sorry,” I said. "I know how you feel. It would be fine if you
hand over his meal.”

The Chicken Marsala that night was supreme, and so was desert-
cheesecake with whipped cream. And luckily this did not bother my wife. For she
knew that I had just helped save a life. As we.drove home, I was feeling grand. In

some sort of way, T had lent him @ hand. » mﬁ%’modnhigg Seuss




Four Great Minds

When I was six years old I went on my first African Safari. My father took me, he felt bad
because he was always gone and we hardly knew each other. It never really bothered me, but at
any rate, on my sixteenth birthday there he was, standing outside my door and ready to go.

“Son,” I remember him saying, it’s time we got to know each other.” We left a
week later to Africa, at the time [ don’t even think I knew Where Africa was, but I’'d
soon find out.

After the longest flight of my life we landed at a dusty airport
in the middle of “god knows where.” That's right next to “East Jablb,”
and right down the street from “where god lost his sandals!” Anyway,

my father, looking rather proud of himself Ran off to pick up the luggage and
use some of those self taught luggage skills that he got from those teaching cassettes he brought
with him. I walked to a little pathetic stand of brochures and pamphlets set up by a window.

I wondered out loud, “Why did we come here? My voice sounded like I was six
years old and about to throw a tantrum, and maybe I was, I wanted to go to Hawaii!

My mother sighed, fust as she had in the earlier flight. We were in some unknown

country with a totally different language.

This time 1 sighed. Maybe this interesting destination isn't so bad at all. New
Place, new language, new guy maybe?

1 went snooping around for some hot international guys. I would hide behind
bushes and then jump out at the boys I thought were cute. To my dismay,
though, once I got up close they all turned out to be gross. The, I saw him. His
nametag read, “Brache.” For a moment [ wasn't sure if what I was seeing was
real, but there he was. Brache. So I jumped flercely from the bushes, tackling
him to the ground. The two of us looked at each other, and looked and looked, for
what seemed like an eternity.

‘ Finally one of us got the guts to speak up, “Oh Brache, what are you
doing here?”

“What am I doing here? You jumped on me!” Damn, I was hoping he
wouldn’t notice.

Meanwhile, I’m still pinning him to the ground enjoying my moment of bliss.

““Are you done yet?” Brache asked sarcastically.

“Okay, okay,” and I forced myself off of the god I like to call Brache.

‘Look, is there something you want to talk about now? We can’t
keep meeting like this. I looked away, staring off into the
sun. “Would you like to go on a date with me?” I wistfully
asked him,

“No,” he sarcastically said, “Your too weird.” His
response was so sudden, calm, rehearsed. A tear came to my eye,
maybe from the sun. I had been staring at it for a long time.
Ad so, I got up, and I moved into the shade.









