
MY ESSAY IN EAT PRAY LOVE MADE ME DO IT

Eat Pray Love Made Me Do It: Life Journeys Inspired by the Bestselling Memoir . Full disclosure: I am biased reader
because my essay is part of this collection.

Reading the first few chapters was like scrolling through a long, personal fortune cookie. One Saturday in June
of , I woke up in my bed, alone and hungover yet again. After that, every girl looked like a liar. I loved the
idea of therapy, but with a new school only a couple months away, I decided to wait until I could see someone
regularly on campus. Walking to my eight a. Our relationship had been a catalyst for my own growth and
self-esteem in such profound ways and now it was as though I had propelled too far forward. You've signed up
successfully! Eventually he did in a dream, right around the time I started to forgive myself. I hid in the
attention of other men and alcohol and work. She currently teaches English courses at various community
colleges and facilitates a writing workshop in the Kelly Writers House at the University of Pennsylvania. We
are experiencing an error, please try again. Crippling anxiety. The flight from Boston to Washington D. All I
wanted were answers; I wanted the misery to be chemical. It had just come out and seemed to be everywhere.
The truth was totally impossible. The book is a celebration for ten years have passed since it was originally
published, it's about real women and men who were deeply affected by this book t A few days ago, while
going out for iced tea and some air, I entered one of my favorite bookstores to find this book. Here, in this
candid and captivating collection, nearly fifty of those readersâ€”people as diverse in their experiences as they
are in age and backgroundâ€”share their stories. Gilbert sought help in a number of different places and
expressed her belief that medication should always be paired with therapy. His steadfast love for me was an
antidote to the fickle version I grew up with. No version of the truth was acceptable. The sickness infected my
words, left me sounding wounded and numb. In , I made that commute once or twice a month for work. But
there was no writing down depression. But seriously, ALL the stories were amazing and very human. She
resides in Philadelphia with her partner, Tom, and their puppy, Rue. I sat on my kitchen floor and cried as
notifications of encouragement pinged through my phone like popcorn. Total lack of control. It was
monotone; a sad little crumple of dirty laundry with a face made out of denim pockets. I would write whatever
served my purpose at the time: a letter, a journal entry, a short story, a prayer. I have hemmed and hawed
about posting it here but decided that even though it wasn't right for the anthology, I'm proud of the work I put
into it. That morning I padded to my kitchen, took out a sheet of paper and pen from the drawer and with my
shaking hand wrote myself the same letter. I barely noticed. I flipped the first pages and read the introduction
by Elizabeth Gilbert. I often thought of Richard from Texas as I was struggling to get sober. All I could do
was limp along. I hid in the corners of the life we built, never veering too close to the center where all my
shame and guilt and my connection to him lived. My life had been sunshine and barbecues, two little sisters
who followed me everywhere. Shelves: own , favorites A few days ago, while going out for iced tea and some
air, I entered one of my favorite bookstores to find this book. Also, I loved that the author wasn't telling us
how to live, but only sharing her story, simply honest whether you like it or not. Elizabeth was wondering why
her book was this popular though there was many other books dealing with self discovery, to me, the book
captured my attention for two reasons the first time I saw it, the title and the design of the cover struck me, it
was so attractive. Another line, beginning in the third year, steady as stone: our love for our daughter.


