“Starvation Diet” by Michael J. Boerman


“Mommy, look at that fat lady!!!”  Sammy’s voice carried across the supermarket aisle as heads turned to look at the young boy and his mother shopping on a pleasant Saturday afternoon.  The many faces which just a second ago registered a combination of curiousity and amusement quickly turned away from the object of the boy’s declaration in embarassment.  


Myra Evans was indeed weighty; after their bathroom scale had broken last September, she had lost count of how much body mass she was actually carrying.  That fateful night--September 19, the day after her nephew Greg’s wedding receiption--was burned in Myra’s memory.  Since then she had gone from upwards of 350 lbs to almost half a ton.  


Five year old Sammy Jenson was, therefore, correct in his proclamation; however, one look on his mother’s face told him that she was not at all happy with the sight to which her son had directed her attention.  


“I am so very sorry...”  Mrs. Jenson began, her face already reddening from embarassment.  Myra, who had been not more than ten feet away from the mother and son when the shrill comment seemed to silence the store, managed to stammer a strained “that’s alright” and give the pair a forced smile as she immediately turned away from them to advance down the next grocery store aisle.  


Myra cringed in humiliation and was torn in trying to decide whether to slink away, attracting as little attention as possible, or to hold her head high and continue shopping as if the incident had never occured.  It was during the midst of this inner conflict that the tremendous bulk of Myra’s continents proved to be her downfall, as her meaty elbow slammed into an intricitely stacked display of sale-priced applesauce.  


Whatever silence had befell the store following Sammy’s clamorous announcement was immediately shattered, as literally hundreds of glass jars of regular and cinamon-flavored applesauce crashed to the floor, startling Myra, who took a step backward, slipping in the spilled product and falling to the hard floor with a massive thud.


The dust settled and Mrs. Jenson looked around frantically for a store manager or someone who could take control of the situation--take it out of her hands (after all, it was her son who had embarassed the poor woman, causing her to move suddenly away).  A baby somewhere in the store began to cry at the abrupt commotion, and through the open windows of the store front, a dog started to bark infuriatingly.  


Sammy watched his own tears fall onto the face of the Mickey Mouse watch his mom had given him for his birthday as his innocent mind tried to rationalize what had just happened; all he had wanted to do was to make his mother happy and have her praise him for his well-developed powers of observation, but for reasons that wouldn’t come for another few years, the results were not at all what he expected.  

__________________________________


Mrs. Jenson was comparing similar brands of tartar sauce when she felt someone tap her on the shoulder.  Turning to the attractive looking woman in tight jeans and a halter top who was standing behind her in the supermarket aisle, Mrs. Jenson was suddenly struck by a peculiar sense of deja vu, and felt somehow that this was not the first time meeting this woman.  


The awkward silence was broken by a timid voice:  “Excuse me, ma’am...?  I don’t know if you remember me or not, but there was an incident about six months ago in this very same grocery aisle involving your son and a comment he made to me.”  Even before the sentance was out of the woman’s mouth, Mrs. Jenson suddenly remembered where she had seen this woman before, and gasped in amazement in spite of herself.  


Smiling and lowering her eyes at the unspoken compliment, the very svelte and very beautiful Myra Evans ran a finger through her hi-lighted blonde hair and said “Yes, I have changed quite a bit in the last half year, and I had to come up to you and say thank-you.”


Puzzled by this statement, Mrs. Jenson searched for the words to voice her question in a tactful manner.  After all, this kind of a transformation couldn’t possibly be brought about by anything less than a complete starvation diet.  Hurrying on, Myra blurted out “You see, it was your son’s crude, thoughtless comment which finally made me sit back and take a good long look at myself and what I’d become.  And he was right:  I was fat.”  Myra’s eyes glistened over as she remembered the past, when even going to the store for a loaf of bread brought about unwanted attention.  “From that very day, I’ve taken a lot of steps in changing my lifestyle and eating habits to lose weight as fast as I could.  It was just about a starvation diet, but I managed to move down to 150 lbs, and I’ve never felt better about myself.”


Mrs. Jenson didn’t quite know what to say after all this, so Myra continued:  “Your son’s remark was a badly needed wake-up call for me, and for that he deserves a thank-you!  Now where is he?”


Stuttering and stammering, Mrs. Jenson endeavored to keep her voice even and conversational as she related the events to Myra which had torn apart their family.  “It was just about five months ago when Sammy--well, he...”  Hating herself for losing control even after going through the same explanation so many times before, to so many different people, Mrs. Jenson began to cry as the story came out between hitched sobs.  Sammy had disappeared after walking to the park one Saturday afternoon, and even a police manhunt had failed to turn up any clues as to his whereabouts.  “I can’t even grieve for him , because we don’t know that he’s dead, so all we can do is keep on looking and praying that he’s still alive somewhere.”  


Mrs. Jenson blew her nose on a handkerchief she always carried around with her these days, and started to move away from Myra towards the check-out area.  “I’m sorry...” she finished awkwardly, struggling to regain her composure.  Feeling this attempt failing, she turned and practically ran towards the door, leaving her purchases behind.  
With a somewhat puzzled look on her face, Myra called after her “No, wait...I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to...”  But it was too late, for Mrs. Jenson was already gone.  Smiling satisfaction replaced the look of bewilderment on Myra’s face as she turned to continue her shopping, glancing tenderly at the small Mickey Mouse watch on her left wrist.  Passing the aisle in which was found the Ultra Slim Fast and Dexitrim, the now slender and voluptuous Myra murmured to herself: “oh yes...almost a starvation diet.”

