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The Photograph


	 I stared down the line of perfectly identical girls dressed uniformly in black and pink.  When I got to my reflection my reflection my face fell.  The body in the mirror was mine, but I didn't recognize it.  The leotard was stretched tightly over my curves.  I wished to be as flat chested as the others, as tall long, and skinny.  There leotards seemed to hang off of them.  I hated myself, I hated my body.  


	I remember the first time I skipped a meal.  I was eight.  My mother promised to take me to McDonald's, but she had forgotten.  We got home form the dance studio, and I threw a tantrum to rival all tantrums.  I beat my fists in to the floor and bawled at the top of my lungs, not appreciating the fact that my mother had just spend several hours of her day lunging me back and forth to the dance studio.  She wouldn't back down, and neither would I.  It was a battle of the wills.  I promised I wouldn't eat a bite unless she took me to McDonald's.  


	For the rest of the night I stayed awake.  My stomach aching from hunger.  It was the worst feeling I had ever experienced.  In the morning, I trotted downstairs and refused to eat a bite.  It took fifteen minutes before my mother drove me to McDonald's.  That was the first time I realized how powerful I was.  


	I dreaded costume day.  My ballet teacher measured us in front of the entire room.  Taking exacted notes so that she could be sure our tutus would fit us perfectly.  I dreaded it, feeling sick to my stomach.  When she announced my measurements to the room I blushed.  I was healthy. I wasn't even the biggest girl in the room, but I felt huge.  That night I skipped dinner. 


	At first skipping meals felt great.  My life was  a mess.  Just as when I was little, my relationship with my mother was a battle of the wills, and we were constantly at each other.  I was literally failing school because I spent every waking moment at the dance studio.  I couldn't seem to keep friends at school.  No one seemed to have anything nice to say.  I was a mess.  I was sick, and who can eat when they are sick? Skipping meals was something I could control.


	I didn't think it was wrong.  I wasn't hungry.  My stomach was too full of emotion, to tied into knots.  I didn't even think it was unusual until the girls at my lunch table started asking me where my lunch was.  I could only say I had forgot my money so many times, so I took to walking around the halls, skipping lunch hour all together.  Added bonus, I would remind myself, I was burning calories.  


	The day when my tutu arrived I had never been more thrilled.  I put on the beautiful white and feathered costume, and it nearly slipped off my shoulders.  “Oh my, Allie, you are going to have to have that taken in some.  You must be working really hard” My ballet teacher smiled at me and my heart leapt! I felt great.  


	When I got home a began a journal, recording everything I ate.  For Wednesday, March 4th I wrote: a handful of Wheaties and a diet coke. I was so proud.  I felt so strong when in reality my body was weakening.


	It was the weak before the recital.  I was halfway through preforming my Swan Lake solo.  I felt tired, weak but I wouldn't stop.  The next thing I  remember is the uncomfortable spiderlike  IV in my arm, pumping me full of liquid and nutrition.  I tried to sit up, but it was not without a struggle.  I looked down and my swollen wrist and ankles.  I burst into tears thinking of all the water weight I was gaining.    


	It was a long road out of the hole a dug for myself.   I promised my mom I hated her when she sat at the dinner table with me until I finished every bite on my plate.  I swore my life would end when she made me quit dance.  It was a year before I ever wanted to eat.


	I am sitting at my kitchen table staring at the old photo of twelve uniformed ballet dancers standing in front of the mirror.  I know which on is me but I don't recognized myself.  I am so tiny, so skinny, I can count my ribs through my leotard.  Today, of course, I'm better  but I can't honestly say I don't wish I still looked like that.  I can't seem to break the habit of tearing my food into tiny pieces so it looks like I ate more than I did.   And No one knows about the days when my stomach feels too full and I am kneeling with two fingers down my throat.  But I promise, its nothing to worry about because today, I am better.  


