
Annalyse 

Hanna Telander 

 

I was always ashamed to admit that I never had that 

Tell all your secrets to type of bond with you 

We had a different type of friendship, a friendship that consisted of 

Obligated letters and white lighters 

And tangled voicemails 

 

No, while everyone else had nightly phone calls to their best friends 

We had silent lunches, sitting across from an armless phantom 

I picked out my words like picking out the purple beads in the bucket of my childhood 

As to not interrupt your mental calorie counter 

But I always shrugged it off like, we didn’t need to talk things out 

To understand what each other was going through 

 

But it was midway through October when I noticed that your tears detoured the curves of your cheeks 

As your face sunk into itself, sipping your lemon water 

Befriending the bowl of your throne 

 

I watched you from a distance as you succumbed to your porcelain sanctuary 

And agreed to give up everything you stand for in exchange for a sideways glance on the streets 

You call it couture, the way your collarbone protrudes from your glass chest 

 

I rubbed your hips with gray body glitter that Halloween 

And the bones underneath your flavorless skin 

Left clear slashes across both of my palms 

 

I stayed over at your house that night and you left the bathroom door inched open 

I, pretending to be asleep, peered in to watch as gastric juices 

Caked the corners of your eyelids 

And filled the mosaic lining of your marble toilet seat 

 

The ballerina that lives inside my cuticles forced my finger beds to dance upward 

Counting the 33 pencil tips of your broken vertebrae 

 

I fetched you a glass of water and set it on your nightstand 

Teen Vogue like cadaverous coffee table coasters 

I set the glass on top of the image stopping the undernourished 13 year old girl on the cover 

From ordering my best friend around 

 

As your ribcage becomes wrapped tighter in paper-like skin, 

You rapidly replace me with your new pro-ana BFF web friends 

Proclaiming thin is the new black 

 

And I close my eyes and I see you each week take a red bead off your bracelet 

As you decay into nothing 

But the compliments of the water closet wallpaper 



 

Anna, I never realized how much I missed you 

Until the day I realized that the only time I really got to talk to you is when I allowed you 

To use my addiction to coffee as an excuse to feed your own 

 

I woke up in the middle of the night and walked down to the kitchen 

Hoping to see you there 

I walked into your bedroom and looked at your mirrors 

Draped each with a different quote written in elegant cursive 

 

An imperfect body reflects an imperfect person  

Eating is conforming 

Hunger hurts but starving works 

 

And I look at the friendship with your middle and index finger 

Grow stronger than our own and I know nobody is really supposed to say this out loud 

But I just have to ask, Anna… 

 

Do you hate curves more than you love your family? 

Do you like the idea of dying more than the idea of seeing your loved ones happy? 

 

Have you ever considered grabbing one of the hands that is reached out to you, my Anna 

 

I want to tell you that you are beautiful and that you’ve been beautiful since birth 

And you look for something to fix what isn’t broken 

We weld you down into bendable copper 

Because you are a breathtaking sculpture all your own, my Anna 

 

Bend back into the colorful clay vase you were made to be and hold the beauty of a radiant yellow sunlit 

studio apartment high in the apple of your cheeks 

 

Be able to laugh without the idea of burning calories entering your mind 

 

Join me for my birthday dinner. 

Anna, tell me all your secrets. 
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