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My Uncle Jim was a deer hunter and was always talking about hunting.  
One Saturday he gave me an old bow and some arrows. Of course, the  
arrows were blunt and just bounced off targets, but Mum didn’t really  
approve of Uncle Jim and his hunting ways. She certainly wouldn’t have 
been very happy about me firing arrows around the place, so I made sure 
she didn’t know about it. 
 
One day after school Michael came over to my place. Michael was my 
friend. Not my best friend, but he lived down the road so if I needed  
someone to play with he was handy. I got out my bow and arrows and we 
crept around the backyard hunting all sorts of wild animals. We pretended 
we were poachers, hunting illegal game, and Mum was the Park Ranger, to 
be avoided at all costs. We weren’t very good. It took seven shots before 
we finally hit the very obliging giraffe (the plum tree) and it took ages to 
sneak up downwind of a huge bull elephant (the garden shed), close 
enough to lodge an arrow into its tough hide (the rusting corrugated-iron 
walls). 
 
It was time for Michael to go home. As he headed down the driveway I rose 
from my hiding place, the last remaining poacher, fitted an arrow to my 
bow and took aim at the fleeing deer. This time the arrow flew straight and 
true towards the back of the target’s head. I panicked. 
“Michael! Look out!” I yelled. He turned and the arrow hit him in the face. 
He screamed and ran off down the street with his hands over his eye, blood 
pouring everywhere. 
 
I couldn’t move. I stood there for ages; my mind was a total blank. I  
couldn’t believe this had happened. If only I could take that moment back. 
I knew I should run inside and tell Mum but I couldn’t. What I had done 
was too awful.  
“Please God; let him be all right and I promise I’ll never do anything dumb 
like this again,” I kept saying to myself.  
 
Stupid bow and arrow! I went to the garage and sawed it in half but that 
didn’t make me feel any better. I couldn’t own up to what I had done. I hid 
away from the world in my tree hut until it was dark and I had convinced  
myself that it hadn’t actually happened. 
 
At 7 o’clock that night there was a knock at the door. Mum went to answer 
it and she was away for quite some time. Eventually she came into the 
kitchen looking very pale. She took my hand and led me down the hallway 
to the front door. There was Michael and his mum. His left eye was covered 
with a huge bandage that was wrapped around his head. 
 
“Mrs Hawke just wanted us to know that Michael is all right. He was very 
lucky that there was no damage to his eye. A little bit lower and it would 
have been very serious.” 
 
I was too embarrassed to speak. I couldn’t look at Michael or his mum. I 
just looked at the ground while my mother did the talking. 
 
I never went back to Michael’s place after that and he didn’t seem to  
want to come to my place anymore. My mum was furious, but mainly  
disappointed with me. She never said anything to anyone else about the 
incident. I think she was embarrassed too. 
 
About a month later we were visiting my uncle.  
“Come out to the garage. I’ve got something for you,” he said to me. There 
on his workbench was the most wicked-looking slingshot I had ever seen. 
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The door opens. A pleasant but condescending voice greets me.  
"Good morning Scarlett. I'm Doctor Brownley. Come on in."  
She is immaculate, flawless, with her cashmere smooth face and brushed 
bronze cheeks. Her hair falls past her shoulders, straight and sleek, not a 
strand out of place. How can she possibly give advice to me?  What would 
she know about the issues I'm supposedly going through? Clearly she has 
never had a problem with her weight.  
 
She directs me to a couch. I sink firmly into it. To help me feel at ease she 
begins the small talk, general questions about school and my well-being. It 
would be good if she quit the patronizing tone of voice and got straight to  
the point. My replies are thoughtless and blank. I have nothing to say. 
 
I have been here before to see the dietician. I was fine with being just a  
little chunky but mum made me feel insecure with those random little  
comments. She didn't know how much it upset me and I never could tell her. 
The meetings were successful. Counting daily fat points began to pay off.  
I loved the attention I was getting, especially from my mum. Finally she was 
proud of me.  
 
“How do you feel about your current weight and appearance?" Doctor 
Brownley asks. 
I sit in silence for a moment, sifting through my thoughts. Suddenly the 
words come tumbling out. 
"I guess I feel fine about the way I look ... sometimes I wish I could be  
a little thinner but doesn't everyone? I just have to accept the fact that I 
can't be perfect. I have good days and bad days like everyone. Usually I'm  
in control and hard on myself but then there are times when I just eat and 
eat and eat and then I ..." 
 
All of a sudden the room feels hotter; the temperature rises a few degrees.  
I pull back into my seat, burning, uncomfortable. What was that I just said? 
Have I said too much? Mum never had the time or patience to listen to me 
like this. For her sake I've always tried to be in control like her. I feel like  
I’ve gone too far. 
 
Hot, I unzip my baggy jersey. I notice Doctor Brownley staring. Her mouth 
droops in a sympathetic frown, blue eyes turning a cold dull grey. Is that  
disapproval? Self-consciousness sweeps over me. Panic-stricken I demand  
a mirror. Doctor Brownley suggests that it is not the right time for that, but, 
eventually, she gives in to my demand. She points to a full length mirror  
hanging on the wall. I walk slowly towards it, staring intensely at my  
reflection. No wonder she looks at me that way. Look at the state I am in.  
I  gather up the hem of my tee-shirt that hides my stomach. It relents, no 
longer concealing my body. 
"I feel so fat," I say to myself quietly. Doctor Brownley interrupts . . . 
 
Scarlett stands staring into the mirror, unaware. Her appearance is skeletal. 
Her body is emaciated, withered away, nothing more than skin and bone.  
All that is holding her upright is her bony fragile frame. She appears to  
teeter, close to collapse. Her haggard face is wrapped in a thin layer of  
pallid skin. She is ghostly and gaunt. Her cheekbones protrude, her cheeks 
swallowed into empty pits. She is dehydrated, sucked dry of any life; she 
smells stale, sickly. She is a shell, a husk, expressionless. Her stomach  
concaves in food deprived hollowness. Weedy lank hair, lacking nutrition  
and falling out, tangles limply around her face. With her tee-shirt pulled 
tightly over her pathetic frame, her ribs are deformed, jolting sharply,  
struggling not to pierce her skin. 
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