
Never again di Gaia Vergani

(based on my and my friend’s personal experience)

I’m not fat. Most of my schoolmates think I’m pretty. I’m not skinny because I go running almost every day,  

but I don’t do any sport. In few words, my body and my weight are normal for a girl of my age. I’m fit, not 

fat. 

I go to a very big high school in a big city, the kind of school everyone sees in films and realities. It’s a really 

good school and we all have a good preparation. I’ve never felt different from everyone else in my school.  

There were lots of people and I didn’t know most of them. I was happy because I didn’t have many friends  

but they were all ok. 

One day at school went a psychology, who spoke about obesity problems. One of my classmates, said that 

not only fat people have problems, but also too skinny people. In particular, she mentioned something that I 

have never heard: pro ANA and pro MIA. When the lesson finished we had other 2 hours before the end of  

the school, so we went in class for our History and Math lessons. Usually I take notes about the lessons, but 

that day I was not concentrated, I couldn’t stop thinking about what my classmate said. Once I got home, I  

ate and I went straight to my room and turn on the computer. I opened google and wrote ‘pro ANA and pro  

MIA’.  I  selected ‘images’  and a  world opened to me:  I  saw hundreds of  girls  wearing necklaces  with  

dragonflies, red bracelets and kneeled by the WC. In an imagine represented a skinny girl with a big thigh  

gap there was a link who said ‘thinspiration’. I clicked on it and saw skinny girls, only skin and bones. At  

first I thought they were really ugly, but then I looked closer,  and I had to admit that they were pretty.  

Beautiful. I stood up, took off my clothes and looked in the mirror. I set back down on my chair and scrolled  

the images. I saw a weight-table. On the top there was written ‘pro-ANA weight table’. I looked at my height 

and at the number of kilograms that I was supposed to weight. I need to know if I was on the way of those 

beautiful girls. I stepped on my scale and looked at the numbers. I was almost 10 kg more than the weight  

written on the table. I returned to my room and put on my running outfit and shoes. I downloaded some 

imagines of thinspiration (inspiration of being skinny) on my I-phone and told mum I was going out for a 

run. I ran for almost 2 hours. When I thought about stopping and going back, I looked at the images on the  

phone and ran harder. When I went back, I had a shower and started doing my homework ‘till dinner. When I 

went to the kitchen to eat, I ate only some salad. Before going to bed I looked at my body in the mirror: it  

was so different to the girls I saw on the internet. I didn’t weighted myself because I didn’t want to see how  

much I had lost because I knew the weight I would see was still too high. 

Weeks were passing fast, but I only cared of my body and my school results were very bed. 

But then, while I was surfing the internet, I saw something really interesting: the ABC diet. There was a table 

with a number of calories I had to eat every day. I had to eat less and less calories every week. I printed it  

and put it on the wall, over my bed near thinspiration pictures. In few day with this diet I started do see some  



results: my thigh gap was 3 cm wide, my back and my stomach were flat. I also found some interesting tricks 

to throw up after eating too much (bulimia) 

This went on for about 3 or 4 months. At this point my school uniform was enormous for me. I was a 

skeleton, I knew it, but ANA, the monster as I called it, a little voice inside my head, saying I was still fat,  

my body wasn’t enough thin. It was horrible. I looked in the mirror but I didn’t see how much my tight gap 

was wide, how much my bones resulted on my body. I was always too big, too fat, I was always eating too  

much. 

I was also wearing a red bracelet and a necklace with  a dragonfly, the symbols of pro ANA. I was feeling  

part of something, accepted for what I was. 

But at this point I didn’t know if I could ever stop that voice, and if I wanted to.  

Then something changed. I was checking my ask.fm profile when I saw an Italian girl who had a lot of 

questions. She was 17 and passed 4 years in anorexia. Now she was completely healed and helped a lot of  

girls who wanted to heal too. She said she was helping these girls because “one day they could watch their  

hands crying and say I’m here, I’m alive! And be happy because they have understood that the number of 

calories they eat doesn’t define them at all”. I was almost crying. I watched me in the mirror and asked 

myself “Am I alive? Am I reallyalive? Is this the life that I want to live?”. I asked me it for days, and then I 

found an answer. No. No, I didn’t want to live like this, this was not living. I tried to eat normally but my 

body didn’t agree with my mind and I continued to throw up every time I tried to eat. I hated my body  

because it didn’t do what my mind said. I was exhausted of this, exhausted of me, of what I was doing, how I  

was (not) living.  I contacted her by ask, anonymously, and the answer moved something in me: she said that  

the first thing I had to do was hiding or throwing away the. The second thing was stopping counting calories.  

This was more difficult because I knew some tables by heart. She said the next step was trying to stop 

throwing up. To do this I have to start trying to eat normally by doing 5 meals a day. She gave me 2 weeks to  

do so. I think the hell looks like what I passed in the next two weeks because I tried to eat five meals a day  

and not to throw up after eating. First, eating so much was difficult to me and so to don’t vomit. 

I did it. I called my friend, telling her I did it, I passed 2 days eating normally and not vomiting! It was  

amazing, but I felt fat and I told her. She said I wasn’t and she told me to don’t look at the mirror, absolutely  

not! The next step was carry on with this “diet” and trying to be confident with my new body. 

At that moment I was quite happy with my recovery: my hair was growing fast, my skin was brighter and I 

was going to the dentist every week to repair the teeth damaged by the acids I vomited every day. There was  

still that voice in my head but I tried not to listen to it. Sometimes I skipped meals but then I ate more the 

next one, because I really wanted to heal.

I learnt to feel beautiful; I went back to my school friends, to Becky and Jake. We met at school and we left  

together: we exit from the class, in the middle of the lesson, but the teacher didn’t say anything. We went to  



a bar; we set down and ordered a coffee with triple cream, nutella and cacao on the top of the cream. It was  

what we used to drink during our afternoons together.

In a few weeks all was like at the beginning of the year: I had my two bestfriends, my school results were  

normal, I was totally reborn. 

Whenever I see a too skinny girl I think about how I was, the photos I took, and I think never, never again.


