                                                NUMBERS GAME
Against my therapist's suggestions, I continued my dance with the scale until recently. Mr. Noise kept telling me that he still needed control of the situation, or the illusion of control. In reality, it was not control, it was utter domination. I continued to step on the scale several times a day when I could have been waking up from my body image nightmare and getting some sleep. Before coffee, after coffee, after working out, after going to the bathroom, with clothes, without clothes or just for the hell of it. And it wasn't just one or two of these offensive machines, I was getting on whichever ones were available at the time, just like what they call a 'garbage head' type of drug addict who will ingest any drug available to get their high. I'd never before looked at my eating disorder as a hardcore addiction before this. Reality was harder and harder to deny.

Mr. Noise just got louder in my head to keep having his way.  At that time he countered with, 'Giving up the scale is for just anorexics. You don't need to do that.'   People looked at me in the grocery store when I would get on the scale twice to make sure the weight was correct. I'd go use the restroom and come out and weigh myself publicly again. They would furtively glance towards me, then quickly away to avoid eye contact. They thought I was nuts. I was. 
After three months of my out-patient recovery, I decided to try something new.  I got rid of the scale.  Even after giving up the device, it wasn't easy. I would walk past it, with Mr. Noise shouting that if I stopped measuring myself, I just wouldn't 'count' anymore, and that the ability keep my weight down and take pride in my appearance was some sort of heavenly nirvana, certainly not one for mere mortals. 'Face it,' he said, 'Everyone out there gets fat. Except you, my girl, you're the special one'  The problem with his illogic is that the heaven and nirvana that he promised never showed up in my life. My life continued to be hellish, no matter how much my weight went down. And I did some pretty mean things to my body at times in order to achieve that. Overexcercise, diet pills, cocaine, the works.  Then I would just consume more, injure myself more.  I knew that that my behavior would ultimately render me needlessly crippled, and totally unable to work, maybe even function without pain medication. It was in my best interest to turn a deaf ear to Mr. Noise, and his machinations in my brain. I knew by this time that he was a stone cold liar! 

There were times I felt like crying. I was not strong enough to walk past the scale at the gym yet, so some days, I could not go to the gym, but opted for a walk, or no exercise at all. I didn't die from lack of exercise. Not knowing a number in my head, I often forgot about what Mr. Noise was trying to say. I found that giving him a cold hard number adds ammo to his gunfire, and giving him anything to crow about made no sense at all.  (It still doesn't) So I continued to avoid  the scale.   Days went by. He shouted at me. I returned to the gym and was able to walk right past the scale. It popped out a little at the market, but I refocused on healthy meal planning and went straight to the produce aisle, where the scales posed no danger to me.  
One day in my therapist's waiting room, I was reading a self-help book that made reference to a famous eating disorder clinic that speaks to their client with terms of endearment, affectionisms such as ‘darling,’ ‘honey,’ and ‘dear.’ They serve client's meals on individually personalized dishes from home.  The book went on to say that the utmost love and care is shown to every one of their residents to plant and reinforce a new idea to them; that they are unique and special people who deserve their bed in the clinic and worthy of a chance to feel love and get well. At this clinic (The clinic is the Montreux clinic in Canada), the work hard never to impart to their patients of feeling of being 'just a number' in a medical setting. Most of them, if they've been struggling with the disease long enough, have come to see themselves that way anyway. 
This resonated with me. Suddenly, I was in tears.   I was crying silently and could not stop. I was in front of other people; feeling unexplainable grief and joy at the same time. I was not sure why. Luckily, the door to the waiting room opened and I was ushered into the office. I reached for Kleenex and plopped myself down, determined to process these feelings. I explained what I was reading, and what had just happened to me.  
"What about this touched you so deeply?" she asked me. 

The answer flooded my mind.  This is the 'reward' part of what it means to be in recovery; to suddenly explode awareness from time to time, a new revelation every day have a new one. This is what it means to be alive and well. 

Here's what the revelation was: 

For most of my life, I have never been tender with myself, or cut myself any slack for any shortcomings. Most hurtful of all, I have allowed our society and its morbid obsession with statistics to measure my worth. I've even taken it a step further into this obsession/control thing with Mr. Noise at my side, urging me to always work on and think about my body image. 'He's got to go,' I thought. 'I'm not helping him do his thing anymore, and I'm so glad I gave up the scale a month ago.' This is why.  

As a former world class athlete, high school 'A' student headed for Stanford, commercial actor in LA, model, alternative radio disc jockey with ratings to make and advertising salesperson, I have been marginalized and further reduced myself into every measurable dimension and rating available: Speed of 440 yard relay; percent body fat vs lean muscle; Height; inches of vertical jump; waist size; Cup size; money earned; money saved; weight; test scores; endorsements and commercial jobs booked annually; money earned annually measured against the success of my father; grade point average; clothes size…  The list goes on.  

As the eldest of four bright, high achieving sisters, I might have gotten perfectionistic messages from my family, because every parent wants the best for their children and have different ways of expressing this, some parents doing it differently than others. It was more how about what I saw and interpreted from those messages that drove the final bullet home and caused me to go south. And I did. 
I went through a 20-year a rebellion, railing against self and reveling in self imposed perfectionism. I resorted to drugs and lived a fast life with older, moneyed men. I always had the drugs to keep myself thin, because with the men that I chose and who chose me, if you weren't physically perfect, they'd find someone who was. I had to keep myself that way to appeal to my choice of companions. Or so I thought. I never questioned it. 

I stayed in rebellion, until my eating disorder pinned my back to the wall, and I was forced to change. Everything. Especially the way I think. 

No more numbers.  One of the things about being measured numerically is that numbers are very black and white. They are unforgiving that way.  You are either first or last, best or the worst, the other or 'the one' because numbers do pile up that way.  With numbers, you either count or you don't.  Numbers are the cruelest way we humans keep track of ourselves. But I guess in a certain type of society, statistics are inevitable, so we pull out those 'scales.' 

From now on, I'm going to matter to myself. To myself, I'm going to count. But I'm not going to count using numbers, not ever again. 
