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For all of you out there struggling.

You’re not alone.

Foreword

It’s about the only thing you see when it comes to eating disorders: the frail, dying women
on the covers of magazines, documentaries, books, and newspapers. The cover title may be
anything from “Dying to be Thin” to “Anorexia Targeting Girls Under the Age of 12”. Everyone
builds their idea when they hear the word ‘anorexia’ around the thought of a female with her
bones protruding and death in her eyes, starving herself for the ideal beauty.

I want you to know it’s not all true. This misconception about Anorexia Nervosa and eating
disorders in general has plagued the minds of many individuals; it has made them ignorant and
naive when it comes to the complexity of this deadly mental illness. But this fact is quite simple to
fathom: eating disorders do not discriminate. It doesn’t matter your age, your height, your weight,
your social status, your place of residence, your family situation, your beliefs, or even your gender.
Eating disorders come in different shapes and forms, and attack people in different shapes and
forms. What’s Anorexia Nervosa, Bulimia Nervosa, Binge Eating disorder, EDNOS, or Compulsive
Exercise disorder to one person is not the same to another person. School textbooks don’t tell you
this; nor do most articles, researches, or studies out there. Eating disorders have too many stems
and curves and long, dark paths to fully and truly comprehend.

I want to pour light onto a particular form of eating disorders. Eating disorders and men.
Yes; eating disorders in men is more common than most of us think. Even I am not aware of the
severity of men battling an eating disorder every day of their life. That male that’s bent over the
toilet, purging his food because his coach told him he had to be a certain weight for a
wrestling/track/any sport meet has an eating disorder. That male that’s outside running 7 days a
week, twice a day has an eating disorder. That male that stuffs his face until he can barely walk,
but he can’t stop stuffing his face because there’s a hole in his chest he must fill has an eating
disorder. That male that chugs protein shakes and spends his life in the gym trying to achieve this
unattainable body no matter what happens to him has an eating disorder.

They may seem fine; they may act fine, but inside they’re not. They’re dying, and nobody
knows—or even bothers to help—because men must be strong, right? They must be the knight in
shining armor that lifts the princess up from her feet and carries her to safety because men are the
emotionless and extremely strong people of our world, right? If a man shows any insecurities or
any negative emotions, he’s a wimp/gay/weak/needs to toughen up. But if a woman shows the
same insecurity of negative emotions, it’s justified since she’s a “dainty” and—well—a woman,
right?

No. No, no, no. I wish our society would fight those stereotypes. Men are also human; they can
suffer just as much and just as long as any female could. Eating disorders in men are hardly ever
treated because either they or other people insist that men can’t suffer from eating disorders. And
that’s why it’s so unheard of. We turn our backs on the men who are dying inside and we let them
fade until they’re a hollow shell. We need to stop this insanity. We need to let men know it’s alright
to get help. We need to reach out a hand and tell them, “You’re not alone.”

The characters and plot in Wrists may be fictional, but there are men that have to go through

similar issues everyday. Although this book may have a happy ending, not everybody’s story is as
happy. Not everybody is as encouraging and forgiving. Please read Wrists with an open mind.
Eating disorders in homosexual men are only a fraction of eating disorders in men out there. Be
aware.

Thank you.

Phase 1

1.
I get out of bed at exactly 6:30 A.M. every morning, pull myself into my tiny bathroom,
cleanse my body, dress it, whiten my teeth, shake off the memories of yesterday, and drag myself
down our wooden staircase. My black coffee has to be prepared at exactly 6:50 A.M., and I must
drink it once the clock hits 7:00 A.M. or else my whole day is ruined. I have to listen to the sound of
it pouring into my favorite coffee mug, and I have to see the steam float up and disappear into the
air—I have to watch it no matter what. If I get that done on time, I empty the contents of my
coffee mug into my stomach while reading a book on the couch and watch my parents get dressed
and leave for work. Once they’re gone, I wash my coffee mug, put it where it belongs—in the
cabinet—and wait for my sister to get downstairs so I can drive her to school.

While I’m waiting I normally boil five eggs, take off the egg shells in the sink, eat two egg
whites of the five eggs, and leave everything else for my sister. She likes her eggs sprinkled with
salt, and also a bowl of cheerios, the milk drowning the tiny pieces inside. I prepare this for her
every morning and I have it all laid out by 7:20 A.M. By now she is already heading down the stairs.
She always watches me while she eats her food; she just stares at me, studying me.

I’m used to her stares. She does it every morning. While filling her mouth with food, she
studies me. I’m like an animal to her; a creature so odd and frightening that it’s difficult not to
stare. Everyone in my immediate family looks at me the same way—never speaking, just looking. I
would ask what was wrong, but I was deathly afraid of the answer. I didn’t want to know. Let them
stare; let them watch. I’m their caged animal; the horror only they can see.

She eats for a long time—she always chews her food carefully, very carefully, so I tend to
make myself a cup of hot green tea. I pour a very small bit of honey into the green tea after it’s
done, and I drink it slowly, leaning back against the counter tops, even though it hurts. She still
watches me as she finishes up, and then places the bowl in the sink, and the trash in the garbage
bin. She’s then ready to go. So I drive her.

We drive in silence. She tends to put in a CD from her favorite artist of the month, and I

quietly listen to it, whether I was enjoying it or not. She likes the kind of music with low beats, and
fast-paced singing. I finally get to her school around 7:35 A.M. She gathers her things, opens the
car door, and jumps out. By this time, she turns on the heels of her shoes, looks up at me with
those innocent, sea-blue eyes, and says, “Be careful.”

And then she’s gone.

I never understood what she meant by that. But, then again, maybe I did, but I just didn’t
want to. Because facing the truth is something I never wanted to do.

Before I drive off, I glance down at my wrists.

2.
College normally only took up ⅓ of my day. I buy myself a tall cup of black coffee before
class starts—it helps keep my mind sharp and focused. If that alone doesn’t help, I buy a monster
from a store down the walkway from the coffee shop, hoping that it’ll at least keep me sane until
classes are over for the day. The same blond girl from across the row from me would come up and
ask me simple questions, sometimes only give me a lovely smile, but most of the time just tell me
to have a good day and that she’d see me tomorrow.

When the sun was out, I would buy another cup of steaming black coffee, walk along the
college buildings, and lose myself in my mind. But then I would realize at the last minute that my
mind is the last place I’d ever send someone to, so I would pull myself back together and watch the
boys play soccer on the green lawns. The wind through the trees, the sun in my eyes, and the
delicate tweeting of the birds couldn’t hold me back from getting lost inside myself again, though,
so I would end up finding something to busy myself—whether it be studying, reading my favorite
novel for the 12th time (the cover was beginning to rip at the back, and the pages were worn from
so many dog-ears I’ve made in them), calling a friend just to go on about nothing, or walk up to
someone I knew.

But soon not even that was enough to save me from myself; I could feel the frustration
and jittery-sensation creeping throughout my body. I had to keep myself sane—I had no other
choice—I had to find something else to occupy my body, my mind. But I could still feel it coming,
no matter what I did. It was overwhelming. I had to drive home then. As soon as I would get home,
I’d kick off my shoes, let my backpack fall, and rush to the comforts of my room. I had built my own
world in there; a world full of stacks and stacks of books, magazines, portable games and gaming
systems, and forgotten cups that were once full of coffee or tea.

My bed was my true haven. Sometimes I would wrap myself in my baby blue duvet and fall right
asleep; other times it would take me almost four hours, which I would try and speed up by
popping some sleeping pills. But bed could also be my worst enemy—what does one do while
they’re trying to force their body into a deep slumber? Think. Get lost in their heads. I didn’t want
to get lost in my head; I wanted to instantly fall unconscious, not caring if I opened my eyes again
in the morning, because then I would be saved.

I hated the moments when my head made me grow insane. No one liked me then—no one
probably liked me now. It was difficult for my family to control me at times like those; I couldn’t
even control myself. My mother, father, and sister didn’t deserve to deal with me; I was nuisance,
staining the image of their perfect family. I wanted to change that. I didn’t want to be the stain—I
wanted to perfect my mind, my soul, my body. But I couldn’t with a mind like that; I could pretend,
but I, deep inside, knew the truth. They all knew the truth, whether they wanted to admit it or not.

I was scared for me. I didn’t pity myself at all—I was just scared for me. What had I become? What
will become of me? Will life return to its normal state; a state I only hear stories about, but never
remember? Was I ever in a normal state? The thought of being like this from birth only brought
depression. And depression only brought out the worst in me.

I make a cup of green tea when I’m depressed. And when I’m doing lifting the cup to my lips, I
lower it slightly, and stare down at my wrists.

3.
My room has the best view of the outdoors; I could see almost the whole world from
there. It was simple to open the windows and let the cooling air blow my translucent curtains up
into the air, allowing it to float. My window had a perfect scenery painted: the field of green grass
and tall trees blooming with flowers around the side of my family’s house; our delicate, elderly
neighbor trimming the ends of her hedges that were lining up against the fence separating our
lawn from hers; the rolling hills in the distance, holding some of the nicest homes I’d ever seen in
our town. If nothing else relaxed me, this view normally did the trick.

Nothing different ever happened on the afternoons I didn’t have college, my sister didn’t
have school, my parents didn’t have work. I’d lock myself up in my room, open my windows, sit on
my king-sized bed, covered in my baby blue duvet, and open up a random book I picked up from
the tall stacks sitting on my carpet. A cup of black coffee or green tea would always be cupped in
one hand, while my book of choice was held in the other.

In the mornings I could smell my mother cooking breakfast—she commonly cooked
scrambled eggs with a side of waffles or buttermilk pancakes—she would call my sister and my

father down to eat it. I could hear the scraping of their silverware against my mother’s favorite
china plates, which would briefly die out and morph into the joyful sounds of their laughter. The
thought of joining them scared the demon in my mind so terribly that I wouldn’t go down there at
all, at least until they were all cleaned up and gone to do their own tasks.

Only then would I creep downstairs, boil 5 eggs, 2 of which I eat (only the egg whites—I
hated the yolk), and then throw out the rest. I would make myself another cup of green tea, sip it,
wander the kitchen, opening the cabinets and gazing at all of the choices, only to close the cabinet
door and creep back upstairs into the world I’d built head to toe: my room.

My sister, if she was in the mood, would enter my room, ask me a couple of questions
(normally consisting of, “You doing okay in here?” “Reading books again, you bookworm?” “Gonna
ever leave your room?”), stare at me for a good while as if she was watching a close friend
disappear into the ocean, never to be seen again, and then leave my room, quietly closing the door
behind her. She could be respectable at times; quite a nuisance at others.

Life was the same as always; nothing ever changed. Sometimes I wondered if one day the
normal, everyday life would snap in half, and something spontaneous—and most likely
unwanted—would happen. Half of myself wanted it; my other half was shaking me roughly by my
shoulders and insisting I liked things this way. And maybe I did—no one bothered me, I didn’t
bother anyone. I was just here, a friendly ghost, trying to stay on everyone’s good side. I didn’t
want to cause any trouble, I just wanted to faint into the background, where no one would notice
me, wrong-doings or not.

It seemed the un-aggressive side of my got its wish. It was a normal day when I walked down to
my college’s coffee shop to buy myself a tall cup of black coffee. The cashier gave me that long
stare, a polite smile, and watched me go as always. But then he came to me, suddenly, and I
couldn’t get back on my feet properly before he shoved me back down.

4.

I was fitting to go insane again when he came to me—almost like a gift, yet also my worst
enemy. An enemy for the demon inside, which, nowadays, seemed to just be myself. I couldn’t
even tell the difference between my own thoughts and the other thoughts. I was one with it at that
point—and I couldn’t control myself.

“You’re in my sister’s business class, aren’t you?” Said he, voice so close to the back of my
neck that I couldn’t stand it. He was quick to invade my space, and I hadn’t even seen his face yet. I
turned myself around, slowly, feeling the black coffee churning painfully inside of me, and my

vision blurring around the edges before focusing again.

He was tall. His leather jacket stunk of that fishy smell real leather jackets always had. I didn’t
answer; I didn’t even bother to look up. My skin was crawling with a familiar feeling I didn’t want
to welcome, and my insides were protesting, screaming, screaming. I turned my heavy body back
around and forced my feet to take steps in the other direction. But the journey didn’t last
long—the guy was soon on my tail, and gripped my shoulder so hard I let out a small cry in
protest.

“I was talking to you, sir,” His voice was dripping with an attitude I didn’t appreciate all too much
at that moment. I tried to shrug him off, tried to escape, but he was still holding me (what felt like)
so tightly. And I was feeling so out of it that I couldn’t get away successfully.

“I don’t know,” I said, my voice sounding so far away. Was that really me? Was that low,
empty voice mine? All mine? No. No—it didn’t belong to me. I was different, strange, trapped. I
never felt so lost in my life before until that very moment came. I didn’t know what did it, but
scorching hot tears burned my rosy cheeks. I felt so numb and confused and scared. What was I
doing to myself? No—better yet: what was my mind doing to me? Tearing me in half, ruining my
insides, destroying my body? I wanted out; I wanted out so bad.

The hopelessness overwhelmed me, and soon my nostrils were engulfed with that fishy
smell of the man’s leather jacket; my body had finally toppled over and met him. He was still—very
still—and I wondered for an instant if I had frightened him so badly that he didn’t know what to
do. “Graham?” He asked. “Y’okay?”

The sound my name coming from the unfamiliar man’s mouth brought shock to my
body. I forced myself off of him and stumbled back, dropping my cup of coffee onto the pavement
as I regained my composure. Wide, sky-blue eyes were staring back at me; I quickly turned from
them (they felt too real; too real and harsh to handle) and took deep breaths.

My mind was returning to me. I claimed it again and wrapped it tightly in my arms
before I made myself address the strange man that knew my name. “I have to go. Say hi to your...
sister for me.” I heard myself say before I picked up the now-empty cup of black coffee and rushed
off, as fast as my wobbling legs could take me.

I knew he was watching me. He watched me until I completely turned the corner and
sped to my car. I felt as if he was still watching me as I drove home; he was still watching me when
I went upstairs to my room; and he was still watching me when I forced my heart to calm down
and my body to take an afternoon nap.

He was still watching me. He was the only person to see so bad of a slip-up (—aside from
myself).

I wrapped my long, cold fingers around my wrist before I turned over and told my mind to
shut off.

5.
I was so afraid of seeing that leather jacket man again that I missed a day of classes. I spent my
whole day on my bed, reading a book, and checking to see if any of my small friends tried to
contact me because I was missing; I was never absent from class, unless I had a serious problem I
needed to stay home for. I was on my fourth cup of black coffee, so anyone would know I was
feeling a little jittery. Too jittery to just sit around and read the same books I’ve always read.

I pulled on an oversized gray T-shirt, some loose sweatpants, snatched up my old phone, and left
the house to go for a walk. I had already driven my sister to her school, and my mother and father
were already gone, off to work. I had the whole afternoon to myself; I wanted to take advantage of
it. I wanted to get lost somewhere; somewhere where I could, hopefully, be alone, with only
myself. If only I could rip out my brain and walk around like a zombie—that would be eternal
peace.

It was particularly nice outside. A little too windy, but the bright sun made up for that.
Our elderly neighbor was back out in her garden, a nice floor-sweeping floral dress on her aged
body, hands shaking slightly as they worked to pull out weeds. She turned her head to look at me,
lips curling up into a polite smile. “Good afternoon, Graham. Not going anywhere today?”

I tucked some browning, golden curls from my freckled face, returning the benevolent
smile to her. Her voice was so gentle and delicate; It was impossible to resist speaking to her every
time I went for a walk. “No, ma’am. I just wanted to feel the breeze today. And you?”

She let out a soft laugh, her snow white tresses flying around her wrinkling, porcelain
face. “Oh, no, Graham—you know it’s just me nd’my garden!” It sounded so lovely. Just her and
her garden to keep her company on lonely days. I wished that was all there was to my life—me
and a garden. Or me and a book. Nothing to disturb me, no demons to invade me, nothing to
destroy, rebuild, and destroy again. No mind, no thoughts, just me and a book. I was so envious of
her; so, so envious. She seemed to have nothing, but she had everything. I was the one with
nothing.

“Have a nice day, then, Ms. Summer,” I said kindly, and then went on my way as she said her
goodbyes also. The walk was nice, I enjoyed it very much. It was calming; I didn’t have to worry
about anything but what I was going to prepare for my family for dinner when they all returned.
Some stir fry, maybe? And a cup of green tea for me. Green tea sounded so good.

No one was watching me then but the demons. It was a frightening thought, but maybe
it was true. Maybe all my problems were just inside my mind; I was imagining things.

fall.

That’s what I always told myself. Before I felt myself falling backwards, nothing to break my

I pulled down my sleeves to hide my wrists.

6.
Tea, tea, I was hoping this tea will numb this hollow pain inside of me. There wasn’t enough tea in
the world to numb this, but at least I could try. Everything was burning—so hot, so hot—I couldn’t
stand this sensation. I tried to sleep, but I just lied there, not able to do anything with all of that
pain. I took three more sleeping pills than usual; I needed my rest to go to college the next day. I
needed to be released from this horrid body.

How long will this pain last? Two hours? Three hours? Maybe four? I wasn’t sure, but I wanted it to
end. Ineedtogotobed,bodyIneedtogotobed,bodypleaseIneedtogotobed. I could hear the footsteps
of my sister rushing up the stairs, back from soccer practice, most likely going into the bathroom to
take a long, hot shower. A shower sounded so good. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to stand in the
shower long enough before my legs gave in. I was so weak, so tired, so sore. My heartbeat was
uneasy, my mind was uneasy, I was so uneasy.

I had to get up. I forced myself out of bed. I was shaking. I felt so weird, so strange; I
never felt such an intense sensation before. I leaned against my bedroom door, waiting until my
sister closed the bathroom door, and then left my room. I almost tripped on my way down the
stairs, but I finally made it. No matter how much sleeping pills I popped, no matter how much cups
of green tea I drank, I couldn’t shake this off.

Getoutgetoutgetoutgetoutpleasegetoutgetoutgetout. I opened the kitchen cabinet and
scanned everything inside, breathing deeply through my nose to calm my tense body down. I
grabbed a box of cereal, snatched a glass bowl, and poured it high up. After scavenging through
the fridge, I found a half empty carton of 2% milk and also poured it inside the bowl. I watched it
fill up, stood there as the cereal grew soggy in the milk, grabbed the smallest spoon I could find in

our silverware drawer, and sat down at the dining table with the bowl of cereal.

I managed to take one, big bite before I heard heavy footsteps coming down the stairs.
My whole body froze. I hadn’t realized anyone else was at home, aside from my sister and I. It was
my mother; she was wearing a bathrobe—she always did right after a long bath—and an empty
mug, probably once filled with coffee. She turned her brown eyes to look at me. I looked back at
her. She eyed the bowl of cereal, looked back at me with an unreadable expression on her face,
and entered the kitchen.

My body was still frozen; It wouldn’t move, no matter how hard I tried to make it. I
watched my mother place the mug in the sink, pour some water into it, and turn to glance at me
again with her brown eyes. I opened my mouth, trying to speak, but she turned her head away
from me again before I could. “I didn’t know you were home.”

I said nothing. Getoutgetoutgetoutgetoutgetout,pleasegetoutgetoutgetout.

“Ms. Summer told me she saw you taking a walk,” she said, opening the fridge and
eyeing its contents. She pulled out a small box of fat free ice cream; the kind of ice cream that she
bought only for herself, for evening snacks. “You didn’t go to college today?”

I said nothing.

She opened the cabinet, pulled out a plastic spoon, and closed the cabinet again. I
watched her pry open the top of the ice cream box, and scoop out a hearty scoop of it. She
crammed it into her mouth and swallowed it whole before she spoke again. “You push yourself too
much, you know, Graham. Go to bed earlier and relax; your first year of college is easier than the
rest.”

I said nothing.

She turned to stare at me again. I tore my eyes away from her; it was much easier
looking at her when she wasn’t looking at me. She stood there, eating her ice cream, watching me
intently for a long time. I still sat there in silence. She finally walked by me, eating her ice cream,
and walked up the stairs.

I continued to sit there until I heard her bedroom door open and close. As soon as I was certain
she was gone, I jumped up from my seat, tossed the cereal in the trash, hid it under a bunch of
balled up tissue, and went upstairs, body not nearly as shaky and dying as it was before.

I guess my mother made the feeling go away.

I went into my room, closed the door slowly behind me, and fell into my bed.

I didn’t have time to look at my wrists before I fell asleep.

7.
I woke up in the middle of the night, frightened from a nightmare I couldn’t even
remember. Only small fragments of it came to me, and I shivered, willing it away. I was
sore—really sore. My muscles were screaming, begging me to just lie down and rest.

I willed the pain away; it wasn’t as nearly as bad as the torture I felt that afternoon. I
could deal with it—the pain was just another horrid reminder that I was still living a nightmare,
even when conscious. I may have left one, but I’m now in another.

It scared me.

I was scared.

8.
I’d like to say depression started this whole mess so many years ago, but I didn’t know
for sure. My mother’s sister—and my best friend and hero—died of cancer when she was merely
34 years old. She never had any children, never married a man long enough to say she loved him,
and had a pretty unstable life financially. But my aunt was a strong, self-assured woman; when she
was left with nothing, she still gave me her beautiful smile, and sent me gifts with the little income
she had. When she suddenly came to our house with a black eye and only one suitcase of luggage,
she still sat me on her wide lap and told me stories about her hometown of Atlanta, Georgia.

I could’ve never been as strong as my aunt was. She suffered with her disease for so long

in silence, fearing the thought of telling me she had an expiration date stamped to her forehead. I
never saw it coming: one moment she was petting my hair and kissing my pale cheeks and taking
me out for walks, and the next she was in the hospital, my mother rushing me to pull on my
two-sizes-too-small coat and go see her.

My aunt’s death was the first strike. My mother’s reaction to it all was the second. She
grew distant from the rest of us when my aunt died; I could hear her crying hard in her room, my
father trying his best to comfort her. My sister was also upset that my aunt died, but she never
really understood how much my mother’s sister meant to her. It seemed only I truly knew how
close they were with one another. My mother helped my aunt with everything; throughout my
aunt’s constant struggles with money, living situations, abusive partners, and divorce, my mother
held her hand through it all.

And then she was gone.

What started out as isolation and depression and tears turned to anger and bitterness
and livid eyes. My mother dealt with pain in other ways; she snapped at people and blamed others
for little things. I don’t think she ever realized all of the hurtful things she said to me stuck tight in
the back of my little head. She was blunt (“Graham—I know you’re retarded, but not this
retarded!” “Graham—I can’t buy any food in this house without you sucking it all up like a
vacuum!” “Graham—you’re being pathetic; stop crying!”), cranky (“I don’t have time for this,
Graham; you’re always bothering me.” “Stop being such a nuisance, Graham; I’ll get to you in a
minute!”), and, worst of all, vicious.

I was only 13 when my aunt died and my mother grew to this monster. Naturally, I cried
every time she shouted at me and ran to my father, but my father only shrugged me off and
agreed with my mother. He thought I wasn’t being considerate of her feelings and what she was
going through at all, and that I needed to “blend into the background a bit”. I didn’t know—I
thought I was being considerate of my mother’s feelings and position, I really thought I was. I was
only trying to make things seem normal again so my mother would realize life could move on, but
it only backfired in my face.

Strike three was having to hold in all of my emotions—at my house and at
school—because no one cared to listen. During my mother’s two to three years of crankiness and
recovery, I grew more and more depressed. I had no one to confide in at home because they were
all so concentrated of my mother and their own problems that they had no time to hear mine. And,
I was always an odd kid at school; never had much friends, and the close friends I did have I
thought would only call me a “whiny baby” when I spilled my guts out to them.

No one understood how difficult it was to hold everything in. As my father told me to, I
blended into the background—not only in my own home, but also at school. This depression grew

into the painful thought of feeling yourself spiraling out of control. I had my angsty moments of
coming undone, and bursting out into unnecessary shouting, crying, complaining, arguing. My
mother, father, and sister didn’t understand that this was the result of holding everything in, so
they rewarded me with more scolds, forcing me back into my silence. *

Graham's mind isn't a place you'd want to venture. Elijah is ready to go that extra
mile.
I was a beast; the beast they tried to hide. The beast who was better off left in a cage
for all to stop and stare. They prodded, poked, examined, but never dared to open the
cage and let me out. They liked me better silenced&#x2014;inside&#x2014;so that
they wouldn&#x2019;t have to deal with taming me. The cage tamed me effortlessly.
So forever they&#x2019;d keep me there.
This book challenges the stereotypes of eating disorders and shines a light on a
&#x22;rare&#x22; strain of this mental illness: Anorexia Nervosa in men.
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wrist, you will notice a break or angle and not a flat of bowed left wrist. Repeat the

How to Improve Your Grip Strength Quickly (6 Best Exercises - Direct evaluation of
the wrist should always begin with inspection. Any visible swelling or asymmetry when
compared with the other wrist is a very important clue Wrist Pain Treatment - Geelong
Osteopaths - Write down copies and tie them to your wrists and foreheads to help you
obey them.. Hist. of Aleppo;' Thomson,Land and the Book,' 1:216), and the latter of
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