Broken Inside
By Candace Loessin

* * * 

“Go see Sarah!”
* * *

Over the past month this has been my mom’s advice in every conversation I’ve had with her.  I talk to my mom every day.  Those three words are a constant in my life.  I told her I would go after finals.  Finals came and went.  “After May term,” I told her.  May term came and went.  It is now June; I haven’t gone.  Who is Sarah?  Dr. Sarah Walker is the psychologist at Southwestern and my mom thinks I should go talk to her.

* * * 

I am scared.  I fear the future.  I am terrified of not knowing what might happen if I stop dying inside.  I put on a good act though; I keep it all inside and smile.  Just get through the day; just make it through class so you can crawl back in bed.  Pretend… that’s all you have to do for six hours.  I tell myself this on my way to class.  I sit through Journalism pretending.  I sit through Biology pretending.  At four o’clock the pretending stops and I go home— welcoming the silence of my room, welcoming the loneliness.  I crawl in bed where I stay for the next four hours or so.  I hate leaving my room.  

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *

My head is pounding and my stomach is growling.  I am hungry.  All day I’ve survived off a soy protein shake and coffee.  I calculated that I’ve consumed around 400 calories.  Perfect, I think.  The clock reads 8:00 p.m.  I tell myself I can make it two more hours without eating.  Bed time is at 10:00 p.m.  Besides, I sarcastically remind myself, you can’t exercise until the doctor gives you permission.  “Come back in four weeks and then we’ll see how your injured knee is doing,” he had said, meaning no dancing, no kickboxing, no running twice a day every day.  Remembering his words I think, no exercise means you really can’t eat.  You don’t want to gain back those ten pounds you lost last semester now do you?  You’ve already lost muscle and your legs are starting to look fat.  You really won’t be fitting into a size 0 if you eat.  

* * *

“Go see Sarah!” 

* * *

My phone goes off.  It’s a text message from a different Sarah, my best friend, asking me if I’ve eaten dinner yet.  The words torment me.  The thought of eating teases my senses.  I reply, “No I haven’t.”  She wants me to go to Chipotle with her and she tells me she’s coming to pick me up.  I go downstairs.  My roommate Allie is coming too.  How can they eat and stay so skinny, I think.  Why must I always face this battle of starvation and purging?  Why am I so unhappy?  

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *


I take my burrito upstairs.  I eat half of it.  “I’ll eat the other half tomorrow,” I tell myself, knowing I’ll end up just throwing it away.  It’s bedtime, probably my least favorite part of the day.  It’s at night my worries haunt me.  Tonight looks like another sleepless night.  I lay in bed.  I look at the clock. It’s midnight.  I’ve been lying in bed for over an hour and sleep is yet to come.  My concerns about the future and my confusions over what I want to do with the rest of my life all resound in my head.  My unhappiness and my desire to be thin engulf me.  I rub my knee, feeling the torn meniscus that has deprived me of exercise for the past month.  I curse the injury.  I toss and turn for another hour.  I’m still hungry.

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *

I turn the light on and grab the Chipotle.  The other half of my burrito is there waiting to be eaten.  I inhale most of it and then suddenly stop.  What are you doing?  I think.  You’re ruining everything.  First of all, you never should have gone to Chipotle.  You can’t go throw up what you’ve just eaten because your roommates will hear.  You have no self-control.  How many calories does that burrito have anyway?  I instantly become obsessed with discovering how many calories I have just put into my body.  Bad idea, I think.  I may not have eaten the whole thing, but the burrito I have just consumed has over 1300 calories in it.  I lay in bed in shock and disgust at myself.  I look at the clock again, its 3:45.  The red numbers glare at me, almost daring me to fall asleep.  I need help, I think as I eventually sink into a restless slumber.

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *

My alarm clock goes off.  The beeping noise is annoyingly mocking me to wake up.  I’m exhausted, mentally and physically.  My head is pounding again.  I don’t know how I’m going to make it through the day.  I have no energy.  I go downstairs and make myself some coffee.  I contemplate what I should eat and even if I should eat.  Remember the 1300 calorie burrito you devoured last night, my thoughts taunt me.  I’ll eat now and then skip lunch.  My breakfast consists of low-carb yogurt, high protein cereal and a banana.  I take my food and coffee upstairs and crawl back into the haven of my bed shutting the door behind me.  I wish I could shut the world out, I think as begin my morning.  Today is not going to be a good day.  

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * * 

I go to Starbucks before class hoping that the essence of the place will brighten my mood.  Starbucks is my escape, something of which I will not deprive myself.  I go there every day, sometimes twice a day, sometime three times a day.  My friend Sarah once made a joke that I survive off of Starbucks.  In a way, I do.  Coffee is not my enemy.  Coffee makes me happy.

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * * 

My coffee high does not last though, and as I sit in Journalism the depression looms over my head.  I feel like I am sitting under a thunder cloud, alone, and cold.  Pretend, I remind myself of my agenda to make it through the day.  I’m so sick of pretending.  I don’t know who I am anymore.  Was I ever happy?  I start to wonder.  Am I ever going to be the fun, social girl who loved to laugh anymore?  Am I ever going to stop being depressed?  Am I ever going to be happy with the reflection I see in the mirror?  Am I ever going to sleep peacefully again?  My classes seem to drag on and my day doesn’t get any better.  Pretend, just a couple more hours.

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *

Class is dismissed.  Instead of going home to bed, I seek refuge in the mall.  “My happy place,” I tell my friend Bobby.  However today, it’s not my happy place.  Where has my love for fashion gone?  Along with my other passions it has been buried.  I am shopping today to fill a void, but with each purchase I am left emptier and unsatisfied.  I am tired.  I go home escaping to my room.  Allie asks what’s wrong.  “I’m just tired,” I tell her.  “And I need to call my mom.”  Like always, she tells me to talk to her if I need anything.  She knows I won’t.  I keep everything inside.

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *

I can hear it already; those three words are a constant whisper residing in the back of my mind.  My mom answers and immediately the anxiety and stress take over.  I don’t know what to say.  All I can do is be sarcastic, crude, and short tempered.  I start crying.  I feel so hopeless.  I feel so alone.  No one understands.  I get off the phone realizing the extent of my unhappiness.  I’m supposed to go downtown tonight in Austin, but the effort to pretend and get dressed is overwhelming.  I tell Sarah that I’m not going.  She demands to know why.  “I’m too tired,” I tell her.  My excuse for everything, I think.  She won’t give up, though she tells me to take a nap and that I should go.  Finally, the truth comes out.  “I’m depressed,” I tell her.  “My mom wants me to go to a psychologist.”  Thinking she wouldn’t agree, I am surprised to discover her opinion is the same.  She too tells me I need to go.  I talk to Allie.  She also tells me I need to go.  Maybe I should…

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *

I have been convinced to go downtown.  I don’t need to hide in my room tonight, I think.  I need to go out and be around people.  Have fun, I tell myself.  I call my mom again and this time our conversation is better.  We speak of what my friends said and how they agree I should go talk to a psychologist.  She sounds almost in tears telling me, “You need to do something.  You’ve got to get your life under control. Go see Sarah.”  For once in a long time, I agree.  I can’t go through life playing pretend forever, I think, as I get ready to go out with my friends.  I smile into the mirror and I almost see a hint of shine behind my sad eyes.

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”

* * *

I am surfing the net.  I can’t sleep.  This time not because I am hungry, but because of the struggle I am feeling of whether or not to expose myself; make myself vulnerable to the consequences of surrendering.  Do I want to release my thoughts, struggles, and ultimately, my control?  I am looking at quotes.  Words have power, I think.  I fall asleep thinking about these words…

“People don’t want their lives fixed. Nobody wants their problems solved. Their dramas. Their distractions. Their stories resolved. Their messes cleaned up. Because what would they have left? Just the big scary unknown.”

--Chuck Palahniuk

* * *

It’s been days since I have truly been happy.  By myself, inwardly, I’ve fought against the tribulations soaring inside of me.  I can’t do it alone anymore.  I’m tired of fighting, stressing, and worrying.  I’m tired of the pain and the tears.  I want my life fixed and my problems solved.  I may be left with “the big scary unknown,” but that’s better than the big scary emptiness I am feeling right now.  I surrender, I think to myself.  ”I surrender,” I say to the empty room.  

* * *

“Go see Sarah!”  I tell myself as I head out the door.

* * *

Author’s Afterwards

I must note that Dr. Sarah Walker is no longer a psychologist at Southwestern.  She has started her own practice.  However while my “Sarah” in the story is gone, my desire to heal is not.  This article was written this as a healing process.  This is my testimony of admittance; admitting that I have problems and admitting that I need help.  It was a struggle to write because it is an experience that I am in right now.  Writing this article makes me vulnerable.  It shows a piece of me that most would never know exists.

I wanted this story to end with a sense of hope that I am going to be okay.  I realized that I could not keep living my life in the state of depression I am in and I tried to develop my realization throughout.  My struggles with depression and the battles I experience with an eating disorder in this story are meant to convey an inward cry for help that I outwardly could not put into words.  

When I first started writing I wasn’t sure if this was a story I wanted to tell or could tell.  I was scared of the judgment that may come out of it.  It took courage to write this and it may take courage to deal with the consequences. However, as I ended the story I felt a huge relief.  Telling the story of my inward fight has made that much stronger my desire to let it go.  Gradually, I am getting better.  I am a happier person than I was in May.  It is now July and I am continually pushing those negative thoughts and feelings away; replacing them with positive ones.

Writing the other two articles for this class was difficult.  Not having as much experience and not knowing, as intimately, the people I was investing my writing in made the process more trying.  Each article had a story though and each had a story I had to convey with the knowledge I possessed.  Like this one, the story the other articles centered around had to unfold and take on its own identity.  Also, with all three articles, though trying as they were to piece together, I enjoyed the process of writing each one.  They all taught me something about my writing and myself.
