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To Kimberly and every other young

person who wanders through the

scary maze of an eating disorder.

Your journey may seem confusing,

complicated, sometimes even sinister.

But you can find your way out!

You are not alone.
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Begin Reading

March 1

Wow! Today Melanie and I were checking out things we couldn’t afford in the mall, when she spotted a little table stacked with journals. Neither of us had had one since we were little kids. Then they were called diaries and they were a third the size of these journals and a third as thick. It will be fun next year, when I am in college, to read about my last year in high school. Going from a diary to a journal is like exploding into adulthood. SCARY.

March 2

Nothing much happens in my dull life in Arizona…SAME OLD SAME OLD…Except next month we should be getting our college acceptances. IF we are accepted! I’m not absolutely, positively sure I WANT to go away from my family and friends and…everything in the world I know. Imagine seventeen-year-old me at a huge university.

March 6, Tuesday

I hurt my wrist on a floor exercise today. I don’t know how or when it happened…which is weird…it didn’t really start hurting bad till I’d finished my routine. Gymnasts are used to living with pain but wow. I’m home now using hot and cold compresses. Lucky it’s my left wrist so I can write. Melanie and I had planned on going to the library, but she insisted I stay home and take care of my wrist. We girls on the team really try to encourage and work with each other. Our coach, Miss Muskinko, insists on that, and we trust her.

5:35 P.M.

Melanie probably called Cam as soon as I hung up and now they are at the library looking for guys. And I’m not. It’s amazing how many guys there are that WE would like to be magnets for, and how few…like practically none…seem attracted to us. Melanie and I can talk to each other about almost anything, like really wanting…almost physically longing for…some nice, handsome, smart, male person to hold our hand…put his arm around our shoulders or…just to let us know we are…human female creatures that need human male creatures. I don’t mean needing us just as sexual objects, like the gross guys that make you want to throw up when they touch you. We can’t figure out how about five percent of the girls get about ninety-five percent of the guys. I read in a magazine that that is what happens! It’s not fair and IT’S NOT RIGHT! BUT THAT’S THE WAY IT IS! GUYS GET ALL THE BREAKS! Or do they? Maybe I’m just a dumb naive kid who wants to be a princess.


6:45 P.M.

Is it normal to be jealous of girls who have boyfriends? I don’t mean friends like Tad and Josh and Will, who treat us like we’re…a sister or cousin or something. I don’t want to be a sister or cousin!

7:32 P.M.

Just as I was thinking…and feeling myself dancing in Tad’s arms…with him looking deep into my eyes like I WAS someone very close and special, the stupid phone rang. So much for that! Wrong number!

Once when I was about thirteen, when we were still living in North Carolina, my friend Katie and I went to the Magic Shop on Fourth Street and bought some perfume that was supposed to draw guys like flies. It didn’t work, nor did the candles and the other dumb stuff we got. Were we desperate? I still am!

It was really hard for me when we moved here. Dad had been offered a job on the hospital staff, with all kinds of perks, and Mom had been given a not-too-demanding job in accounting (which she loved). Dara and Lara, my twin sisters, had each other! Dara and Lara were eleven when I was born so they had always had each other. I envied them! Mom and Dad were like one entity they had been married so long…AND ME? Nada as usual! I wish the twins were teaching here instead of halfway across the nation. I miss them like part of me is gone. Sometimes I think I’m the only one in the world who doesn’t have somebody.

That’s dumb!

9:46 P.M.

I’ve been thinking of asking Mom to let me stop taking piano lessons, but when I walked by the piano with my left arm wrapped in its bulky cold compress, I realized how much I’d miss playing. I really love music and gymnastics and all the other stuff I sometimes think I don’t like. SOOOOOOO…I’m a…Sometimes I don’t know who…or what…I am.

March 15, Thursday

My arm is getting better but Miss Muskinko told me to take a little more time off. I had to watch everyone else doing the things I wanted to be doing on floor and bars and beams. Miss Muskinko suggested I scrutinize each person carefully and try to sense, as well as see, what they were doing right and wrong. She said I could learn a lot that way. It worked! In fact, I felt kind of like a COACH myself. I’m dedicated to gymnastics. I have been since the first day I was introduced to it in seventh grade. Even then it gave me a thrill and a boost that I can’t get any other way! It’s like defying gravity or something.

I WONDER…If I were lighter…could I fly higher? Ummmmmmm, what’s to lose? A pound or two—or ten? No! Not ten!


March 16

A small group of us have been working our hearts out getting ready for the “SPRING THING.” That’s a crazy name for a dance, but we all went along with the idea. Tonight it finally came!

The gym was decorated like a great garden, with hundreds of paper flowers, and the music was sometimes sweet, sometimes hectic. Usually hectic because the teachers don’t want the couples to get, well, too together.

I danced a lot and I think had more fun than I’ve ever had. I probably even sweated off a few totally grotesque pounds…ummmmm, wouldn’t that be nice.

I danced with Tad a lot. We’d worked together on the Spring Thing committee. Then dorky Dick Miller asked me to dance. I really didn’t want to—no way! no how! But I said yes anyway. Mom would be proud if I told her, because it was NOT easy!

March 22

Wonderful, wonderful day! Tad called and asked if I wanted to go with him to a movie tonight. Did I want to go? I wanted to so badly I’d have climbed through the telephone lines to get to him.

Tad said he liked my shoulder-length hair pulled up in tight curls and my pink pants and tank top, which I had thought looked kind of babyish and made me look fat. He said they looked like spring, or maybe an early, early sunrise or a late, late sunset. Then he gently touched the tank top fabric and said it felt as soft and ethereal as it looked. I felt SPECIAL! It was a feeling too grandiose and tender for words.

We saw All the Pretty Horses. It was lame, but it gave us lots to laugh about at the Burger Bin and on the way home. I’ve never had many real dates in my life…two, to be exact…and they were both kind of, well…uncomfortable. Being with Tad tonight was like…warm and fuzzy, not kissy, but not sister or cousinish either. I hope we have lots more time together!!!

I thought I looked fat and frumpy but he thought I looked cool. I hope he wasn’t just saying that!

I have to go with my parents this weekend to visit Dad’s cousin, who is sick. I hope Tad doesn’t lose interest in me while I’m gone. That is, if he ever was really interested, and not just asking me out because there was nothing else to do.

March 23

It’s spooky waiting to see if I’ll be accepted at UCLA, my first choice! I’m barely seventeen…well, seventeen and one-half. My parents let me skip a grade—actually, almost a grade and a half—when I was nine. I asked Mom about it once when I was in middle school, and most all the girls were getting boobs except me. I stuffed cotton in my training bra every day. Mom said my teacher had insisted that I was completely bored and mentally beyond what she was teaching. She felt I was an extremely bright child, and I might begin to resent school. I remember I didn’t like school too much for a while, but now I love it…well, most of the time.

March 24

Dumb, dull day visiting Dad’s cousin.

March 28

Tad is a brain and he wants to go to Harvard. But he’s not positively sure he will be accepted even though his dad went there.

This sounds terrible, I know…but I don’t want him to be accepted at Harvard! He’s applied to a number of schools and UCLA IS ONE OF THEM! That is where my heart tells me he should go. If only wishes really came true like in fairy tales!!!

9:43 P.M.

College acceptance letters are supposed to come in APRIL. What if I don’t get one? What if I do?

April 4, Wednesday

Happiest day of all HAPPY DAYS IN THE WORLD! I received my acceptance letter from UCLA! I found it when I got home from school. I called Mom’s office but she was in a meeting. Dad was in surgery. I tried my sisters’ cell phones but couldn’t reach either of them, guess they were teaching classes. Desperate, I tried to call both Melanie and Cam and couldn’t get either of them.

6:57 P.M.

I felt like I was about to explode with anticipation when I heard Mom’s key in the door. I held up the letter and she bounced around like a teenager, happy as I was—happier, if possible! When Dad came in he was wilder than both Mom and me put together.

Mom graduated from UCLA, as did Lara and Dara, and all my life I’d heard fantastic stories about it: sororities and parties and games and all the exciting and marvelous intellectual things that go on in college. And now it’s going to be MY turn! Mom had to reassure me that it WAS my name on the letter and that they hadn’t made a mistake.

We went out to dinner at Cowboy Jack’s Steak House to celebrate and I ate my part of the cow, and then some! Mom and Dad laughed at me, and with me, and it was like they were, for a while, my friends instead of my parents. I can diet…on regular days!

SUPER FUN TIME!!!!

11:42 P.M.

After dinner I called Dara and Lara and FINALLY got them on the line. We joked and bawled at the same time, me scared of going away and them trying to say Mom and Dad would be glad to get rid of me. They said what I really needed was to come live with them and go to the school where they teach. “Fat chance,” I said. “Then I’d have two extra moms to nag at me!” We talked for ever and ever!

I tremendously appreciate the telephone. I don’t know what I’d do without it. I just close my eyes and it’s like whoever is talking is right there with me.

April 5
 12:41 A.M.

Now that the time is really getting close for me to go away to college (September 28) I’m not positively sure I should go. I’m young, and more than that I suspect I’m kind of immature. Will I be able to cut it? If I can’t, then what? And what about Tad? Maybe I should wait until next year or go to junior college here. I’ll talk to Mom and Dad about it in the morning. I KNOW I WON’T…BUT MAYBE…I WILL…NO!!! Positively I won’t!

Instead…

I’ll go check out the refrigerator

and

the cookie jar.

FOOD IS MY FRIEND!

6:42 P.M.

After school Cam and Melanie and I met Tad and Jake at the mall. We hung out for a while, then Jake looked at his watch and jumped up, saying he had his mom’s car and had to bring it home. Tad patted my shoulder as he passed and it was like an electric shock going through my body. I know that sounds dumb but…it did feel like that. It really did!

Cam had to dash home to baby-sit, and so Melanie and I had some quiet time to ourselves. We walked down to the White Rock Well and sat on a bench in the shade. I DIDN’T want to talk about Tad but words started spouting out of my mouth anyway. Why hadn’t he telephoned? Why hadn’t he asked me out again? Why?????

Melanie started on a chain of answers.

Probably he was working hard on his college entry stuff…

Maybe his car was in the garage…

His mom wouldn’t let him use her car…

He was saving his money…etc., etc., etc.

I hope those things are right! I know Tad is totally dedicated to everything he does and probably he is overwhelmingly busy helping his mom—since his dad left—and, on top of that, getting things put together to go to college. He also works with troubled middle school kids. I can’t remember what the group is called. I’M PROUD OF TAD! He’s out spending his time doing good while I’m just feeling sorry for myself. I’ve got to be more patient and understanding. I know he likes me!!!!! That is enough for now…not really…but…

I feel a little better now.

11:21 P.M.

I just had the most wonderful dream about Tad and me. We were both at Harvard and completely depending upon each other. I know Tad applied there; I don’t know why I didn’t. I guess because Mom and the twins had me so psyched up about UCLA. I wonder what would have happened if…

Good night, sweet Tad. I’m going to try to go back to sleep and dream about you some more.

April 7, Saturday

Melanie, Cam, Susan (Cam’s cousin), and I worked at a nursing home most of the day. We sang, played games with them, listened to some people’s absolutely astounding stories as well as some of their dry, dull, went-on-forever meanderings.

It was an interesting and completely different kind of experience.

—STILL—

WE’VE ALL DECIDED WE DON’T WANT TO GET OLD!!!! EVER!!!!!

We’re going to start eating more nourishing food, exercising, being less uptight and worried, etc. We’ve also got our own motto: HAVE I DONE ANY GOOD IN THE WORLD TODAY?

April 9

I guess by now its pretty obvious that Tad didn’t feel as much for me as I felt for him. I hope we’re still friends, but beyond that, I guess…nada, zero, zilch. Maybe if I was prettier, or brighter, or nicer, or THINNER…probably thinner!


I’m always looking for Tad in the halls…but he’s become invisible.

I’ve talked to my friends, at least Cam and Melanie, but they are as stupidly naive about how to handle things like…young male entities!…as I am.

Sometimes life seems like…not worth the effort! And I certainly don’t want to make a fool of myself by chasing him.

April 12
 9:17 P.M.

NEW TIME!

NEW LIFE!

I’m trying to be more mature…that’s a laugh! We’re all going in different directions. Cam will be going to junior college here in town and Melanie will be going to…I’ve forgotten the name of the school but it’s back east and not very well known, but it’s supposed to be good and it’s cheaper than most. Her folks don’t have very much money. Sometimes I don’t appreciate that my dad is a doctor.

10:39 P.M.

It seems that fall will be here tomorrow. I wish I could hold it back for a long, long time. Or do I? I want to get out of my house this minute! I’m tired of being treated like I don’t know which way is up! Still, sometimes I have nightmares of being a complete loner in a crummy sorority house—a fat, boyfriendless loner, shunned by every breathing creature. I’m like a stupid yo-yo.

I hope someday I can find a strong man like my dad to keep me on an even keel. What if I fall for some gorgeous hunk with not a brain in his head? THAT won’t happen because I’m more attracted to interiors than exteriors…I think…I hope…

April 13, Good Friday

It is really a GOOD FRIDAY—IN FACT, A FABULOUS FRIDAY! I’ve pinched myself until I’m going to have black-and-blue marks all over my body! Can this really be true? Oh, I hope, hope, hope I’m not dreaming!

Miss Muskinko, our coach, called me into her office, and she was more excited than I’ve ever seen her before. She told me that a few weeks ago she sent some tapes of me to a gymnastic coach at UCLA. The UCLA coach called to say I appeared to have a lot of natural ability and she would be looking forward to seeing me in person.

THIS IS SCARY! WONDERFUL BUT SCARY!

I’m wondering if I’m dedicated enough to be on a really great team. I know SOMETIMES I amaze myself, but…most of the time I’m…lazy?…Maybe not devoted? Would I be willing, or able, to give my all?

I was soooooo excited I had to cut Social Studies class to call Mom and Dad. They weren’t even mad at me and Dad turned the patient he was seeing over to another doctor so he could hear every detail. And Mom said she almost jumped on top of her desk to dance.


If I do make the team it won’t be for some time because they will want to judge me in person! Alone! That’s terrifying!

April 14, Saturday

Mom and Dad took off this afternoon and we drove up to Indian Waters. It was almost like I was going to leave for UCLA tomorrow, instead of in five months. Dad rented a sailboat and we flipped around the little lake almost as if we owned it. Mom got scared a few times because Dad did get a little show-offish. But I loved it! It was an invigorating and dangerous feeling! I didn’t want it to ever end. Something inside me doesn’t want to ever go away from my family, while another part of me can’t wait to get away. I know that’s stupid, but that
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