WEDID IT

Recovery is more than just getting better. It's more than just ledvwing
bad times behind. Recovery can become a beautiful chance, a chanc
embrace life and be the best you can be. A chance to use your knowl
and past experience in a positive way. This chance might not have be
there without these experiences. Remember that you can see the ligh
if you have known the dark. Without the dark, light would be meaningl
Read about someone else’s beautiful chance in a lifetime and you will
discover how to recognise yours.

LEARNING TO DIVE, LEARNING TO LIVE

One night my best friend phoned me at my parents’ house wherevisitasy, browsing the internet and

found an advertisement for trial dives at a diving club forofeihg night. | had been attending

counselling for my long standing problem with eating distress, whichvieay much restricted and

controlled my life to date. | was coming around the concept ohbawilife! In the weeks running up to

this, we had decided that as single women in our late twentiesv¢haeeded a new hobby, as all our
friends were settling down and we needed to meet new people. Asfhattoved water sports, this trial

dive sound ideal. Little did we know how much that night would change our lives!i&§petne!

The next morning | looked out the window at my first car whichd baly two weeks. | contemplated
driving in the two hour journey to Dublin, for the first time. A jourrlest | had never done before, never
mind on my own! But | was exited about my new adventure and nothiagtwpping me! Much to my
mother’'s amusement and concern, | headed off! Needless to say | got thigte safe

That night Alma and | met the most wonderful group of people,
who later developed into most exciting, interesting and closest
friends we could never have the privilege of knowing. We learned
that we were born to dive, and they saw us coming! We did a trial
dive in the pool, with the help and encouragement of our new
fellow divers. We learned what to expect in the three month
diving course and the wonders and awe of a world unknown to us
under the sea. Each week we had lessons on the theory of diving,
the risks, and the changes in anatomy and the physics behind the
theories. We trained in the pool with the diving equipment. Theisdivers encouraged us and handed
down their knowledge and skills, the “Trainees” pulled togettrais@d each other for achievements and




laughed and joked at each others failures. Fears and anxietiediseresed and overcome together and
friendships were formed.

The big day came, our first dive in the sea. With a littigiety and a lot of excitement, we dived a
shallow dive, each of us with an experienced instructor. Althouglstdanuary and very cold, nobody
seemed to care, we were now real divers! Although there wamrch to see in Sandycove bay, the
feeling of weightlessness and freedom, the feeling of open spé#baso people, no cars, no limitations,
my mood lifted as this, a new world to be discovered and explored!

Shortly after that, we headed to Croatia with our new friendstfzeir friends from clubs around Ireland.
A little nervous about been very junior, diving with guys so expedd and “holding” them back, we
were reassured that this is not a problem but in fact ayskda§his was our first experience at real
diving, in blue, warm seas to depths we never thought that we woetdaichieve. The world known only
to mermaids was opened. The beautiful fish of all different celand shapes, some shy, some bold
enough to nearly look you in the eye; some didn't seem to notitg/dhawere even there. Some fish
were spectacular, others quite ugly, all interesting in theim way. The enjoyment of feeling free and
weightless, pottering around looking at the different plargh, taves, the movement of the waves and
the forces of nature. It captures all of our imagination andcemdfatching how fish interact with each
other and their environment, how they survive, feeding of theiognding and how they react to threats
in changing colours, shapes and taking refugee in their environment.

Sometimes you have to remind yourself that there is a world
there to which you must return. The peace and serenity,
appreciation for nature, to feel at one with yourself arndreais a
world that is rare to find on dry land, without great diffigudind
expense, to think that it is a mere twenty or thirty metwesyaTo
dive on an old wreck is a very special experience. To pictu
world that people lived and died, now all that history and t
stories are buried deep in the sea, the ultimate resting groun
peaceful and untouched. You wonder about God'’s bigger pictu

Of course the serious element of diving must be considéredact that you only have a certain amount
of air, you only stay there for so long, all of which is rekatte how deep you are. You have to take
responsibility for your own life and that of your buddies. It isponsibility that goes both ways and
respect for each other is paramount. Quick thinking and probdéring is fundamental to safe and good
diving. Arrogance nor heroism is not appreciated. A sharp eye on #aamis air contents and depths
must be kept along with other technical things. No matter howénveith the sea you are. Dangers, such
as decompression sickness, nitrogen narcotises, loss of buoyancy, oxyigéy, tgetting caught in
ropes, fishing lines, trapped in wreaks must always be observed.casirse the sharks! All this sounds
very frightening but not if you know what you are doing. It gives gauappreciation for life, how to
preserve it and protect it, you and your buddy. You become aware of youfuradions and how it
reacts. You learn what your limitations are, how far you can pushbgmlyr to the level of enjoyment a
sport without pushing it too far. You learn your limitations ard pathe powerful limitation of nature.
With every breath you are aware of your bodies functioning andlifjeuyou can feel it, you can hear it,
and you can see it. In a strange way it is comforting becasseed. On returning from a dive, you



ascend slowly to exhale the toxins (nitrogen) out of your bodg.\vitise to top for three minutes at three
metres to allow your body to detoxify (decompressing to us divers)!

As someone with recovering from eating distress, it alwamsinds me of caring for oneself.
Appreciating the good things and letting go of the mental toxigsum life. All it takes is a little time, a
little thought and a little caring, and maybe a little hand from someone witherperience at the start.

Along with the preparation for the sea and all its wonders, hégha great amount about human nature,
personalities and relationships. In the club that | am invohildthe social life is equally as good as the
diving. For the first time, | learned and was encouraged toyseln| was accepted for who | am, the
good, the bad, the success and the failures. | became friends with a group of people who knowéow to |
life. If they decide to do something, they do it no matter whéitdifies or obstacles. Difficulties can be
solved and obstacles can be removed! Young, old, single, married, edddivare accepted and loved,
once you are genuine and real, united with one common love. Everybolly a®ma team to ensure
smooth running of the club, fundraising events and social occasiensxpected to be attended. Of
course there are personality clashes and disagreementsatsitite and it wouldn’t be real or genuine if
there wasn't. At the end of the day everybody is a friend ang sha same outlook on life, you learn
about each other and how wonderful human nature is. In turn you learn how fubyderare, you can
be loved and accepted by other people who owe you nothing, eventually yodoldave and accept
yourself. Statements such as “You are the future,” “Everyslayschool day” are repeated regularly with
very positive effect.

As a wise man once quoted: Diving is more than a hobby; it is a way of life.

Eimear

WHAT DID | DO WRONG?

So many times | lay in bed at night and | asked myselfgihéstion. For so many years | felt | was the
worst mother in the world. When my daughter was diagnosed as havik@ting Distress | did not
realise just what was ahead for us. At firs;rl

thought it could be worse. She will start to eat and
put on weight; she will be cured and everything
will be like it used to be, | thought. How naive|l
was back them. Ann, my girl, was always a litfe
roundish, not too much, just nice. Everybody
loved the way she looked. She was a beaut|ful
child. Not because she was mine, but everybgdy
else said it too. She even won a beauty contedt in
our parish centre. Then when she was about I15|the
weight started to fall off. At first | thought that

there might be something wrong with her tummny.
She seemed to be forever in the toilet. | started-te




ask her what was wrong. But she just snapped at me, and shaitewv#s paranoid. She insisted that |
leave her in peace and not be following her all the time likewsdse a little child. Initially | thought
maybe itwasjust me being paranoid. Maybe it was nothing at all and | wasreacting. A couple of
times when | would go downstairs late at night Ann would be in tisbda making herself sandwiches. |
was delighted that she was starting to eat and my mind wasanegse. However, her behaviour was
getting worse. | found it very hard to talk to her. She had no timeé at all. Nothing | could say was
good enough. It was becoming impossible to live with her. Slowlystsetaking over the whole house
and we were all afraid to say anything. To make it worseweght was dropping more and One day
when | came home from work Ann was sitting on the sofa, cryisgt iown beside her and asked her to
talk to me. She poured out how unhappy and lonely she felt, how she hated herself and telytimagv
that was happening. | couldn’t believe that what | was hearingaehsit was like a nightmare. Not my
girl! It couldn’t be true. But it was. We decided to go to the alochnn protested but in the end she
decided she would go. She knew she needed help. Our family doctovewasympathetic and
recommended we see a specialist in the hospital. We made amtapti and it took three months
before they could see us. | cannot begin to describe the livihthaetime was for us, but somehow we
survived. | reminded myself constantly that as soon as we ggatet the specialist in the hospital, things
would be different. Little did | know what was waiting for us.

The hospital specialist saw Ann for about twenty minutes. Hehel to stop this behaviour, not to be
destroying her life and to pull herself together. Nobody spokeet@r advised me what to do. We were
back in the dark, even deeper than before. Things were getirsg W started to read about this illness,
but that made me even worse, especially when | discoveregdbpte who suffer from bulimia are
usually from dysfunctional families. Naturally, | started tolgse our family. | was angry with myself. |
was also getting angry with my husband. The guilt was unbelievairlecontinued to get worse. |
reached a stage where | couldn’t sleep at all. Each tinmésAloor was closed | worried whether she was
getting sick. | was watching everything she ate. | wallyr®ecoming paranoid. In the end | had to go to
the doctor myself as | couldn’t eat or sleep. | felt so desparad | wondered if | could cope anymore. |
couldn’t tell anybody what was going on. | felt so ashamed. | feld faiéed as a mother, failed as a wife
and failed as a person. | just had no strength to go on. | started to hate everybody, elrem¥xmind |
was blaming her for ruining my life too. Our doctor was niwet too busy to talk to me. | was given
some antidepressants, which | took even though | am very agdiletstd was simply so delighted to
have something to give me the will to go on.

Now, | am not a person who believes in miracles, but | thinkyl change my mind. One day Ann came
to me and showed me an article in the Sunday paper. ‘Mum, realedtsaid. It was the story of a girl
who had had an Eating Distress and was now fully recovered. Thsra helpline number! Ann started
to cry. We had a good talk and she asked me if | would help lyet wut of it. We both felt as guilty as
each other and we both felt we finally had to do something. Yespwadfhelp and Ann is really
progressing in her recovery. We had a few family sessions toevaféetold what to do and how to cope,
living with someone with an Eating Distress. | was put in touith wather parents, which | must say
helped me a lot. | realised that | wasn’'t on my own and that there is no need to fgel\gugt happened
to Ann was not my fault. Now | am no longer taking antidepressard | am helping Ann to get through
the recovery. It is actually helping me too. | feel | camabsupport to her when she needs me. It is a
wonderful feeling to be needed. Today | know we will pull througHsd &now it will take time and
patience. It has to be done at Ann’s pace. But she is trying.tiBoesd still feel confused. What is it all



about? But the more | learn about it, and learn to accept the gitv@éon, the easier it is to cope. It's all
getting easier as time goes by. And if the question ‘What dil Wrong?’ comes to my mind, at least
now | know the answer. Absolutely nothing, because | did my best.

I don’t know if reading this is going to help anybody else, but whensl atany worst | felt all on my
own. Had | known anyone else who felt the same or understood, it would have been a lelparertts
of food sufferers | would like to say: Please, do not give upoom children if you find out they have an
Eating Distress. Very often | found | could not understand what Ann was doing and it viadifrgisBut

it always helped to remind myself that this is not Ann, hithe ED. Ann is the lovely person | know,
and who will pull through. | believed in her and I still do and her friendship is mgrdew

Mother

DON'T ASK ME WHY

Why does she worry, why does she cry?
Why is there always a tear in her eye?
Why is she lonely, why is she blue?
Why does she long to be just like you?
Why does she fear, why does she hide?

Why does she feel so empty inside?

Why is there now just a bottomless pit?
Where once, long ago, her heart did sit?
Why do they tease her,

You're ugly, you're fat, and that's how you'll
stay?

Why does the hurt cut so deep like a knife?
Maybe it’s time to give up on life.

Why you may ask, why you may say,

Why won’t her hunger and pain go away?
Why is the question; the answer you'll find,
When you stop asking why and open your mind.

Maria



BLESSING

| have been given the opportunity to tell the story of Eatirggr&s (ED) from the point of view of a
sufferer. | am delighted to be able to share my story at lasth€gast thirteen years ED has ravaged my
personality, destroyed my life and sabotaged my happiness. | atveimgt a drama queen. ED is a
devastatingly soul-destroying condition, which gradually comes toindten everything in one’s life.
Eventually the condition itself; the obsessive self-medicatiitly food and numbing with behaviours is
all that is left. As a sufferer | feel this destruetidisease is very often degraded to a condition of vanity,
weak-will, gluttony, self-obsession/absorption and self-pity. Comututhat this disease is solely defined
by any of the above is to come from a position of ignorance, fuisiehvand naivety. These are the
views of a simple and uneducated mind.

From the many years | have spent dissecting and examining
the condition; | can say from my experience that ED cannot be
easily summarised. Although the symptoms may be similar
from person to person; the backdrop to these behaviours is
extremely individualistic. | have lived through thirteen years
of pure hell. | am amazed that anyone with ED is capable of
living a “normal” life. | developed ED in response to several
extremely distressing experiences. At the time | was
experiencing profound feelings of devastation and turmoil that
I could not cope with. | starved myself as a means of
communicating with those around me that | was not ok. | was
so desperate for people to see how much pain | was in, so
desperate for help that | went to extreme measures to lose
weight. | wanted to look as sick as | felt. Everyone was
dismissing my feelings and my problems and | felt so
hopeless and so desperate. | quickly became hooked on the weigindosyg the time people began to
tell me | looked “terrible,” | just didn't care about def help anymore. | didn’t care because | didn't
feel. There was nothing inside me; with the starvationyévelg shut down. | longed to laugh, to even
smile, to cry, to have a conversation with anyone at all —tlvjasited to feel anything. | began to eat
again, it wasn't long before | began to medicate myself with féogtime stress or feelings | couldn’t
deal with arose | turned to food. Food was my escape, my comfonngrahaesthetic. | was tied to
bulimia because of the feelings inside. | realise there®@mplex bombardment of issues that bind me to
the behaviour. Recovery cannot come about until these issuesalreede Dealing with and resolving
the underlying issues is what severs the link to ED in my opirlio say it is about willpower is a drastic
over-simplification. | have lots of willpower when it comes tdtigg every morcel of food out of my
stomach — when it comes to that there is no pain | can’t endurelidereinderlying my condition are
implicit feelings of worthlessness, loneliness and fearangely a fear of happiness and success. In a
very ingrained and subconscious way | fear participation inlldien’t feel | deserve a rich life. ED may
be hell and | can't believe the pain | have endured — but it idamyliar hell-it's not nice but it's
comfortable. At one point the condition was so all-consuming thatltdaot have a conversation, read a
book or take in a word said at a lecture because my mind was alwayswiéhitigoughts of food.




| realise recovery is in my hands. It was not the traumasyirlifen that caused this but the way |

processed them. My thoughts and feelings created this hell (howswétingly) and | have the power to

change it. However this knowledge is not like a magic wantwiiaheal me. | did not choose this

suffering but | do have a choice. Recovery is harder than anythiagel ever went through but | realise
now that every agony has been a blessing. This journey has taggitt many invaluable lessons and |
am confident that | was given this experience to make me stronger.

Recovered

THE BOXER

The boxer went into the ring

tied his hands behind his back

put a blindfold around his head.

His opponent hit him again and again

‘Why did you do that?’ he said

but he still smiled as he bled.

The second time he stepped in to fight

he had his hands free

but he still couldn’t see.

He thrashed around madly with all his might
‘cos he knew he didn't like the pain

but his opponent gave him more of the same.

The fold was removed

and all was clear.

‘I've shown what to do, there’s no need to fear,
There’s a much better place for me to be.’

He jumped out of the ropes and then he was free.

Recovered



A HAM SANDWICH

Why at 16 years of age do | feel so guilty and fat and so annayeysalf for eating a ham sandwich? To
the logical mind this sounds ridiculous, almost absurd, unthink#bteo so many people this is normal.
And it is only the tip of the iceberg. There is much worsbdaxperienced like the anger and disgust
when you look in the mirror and grab the rolls of flesh on your bdwyfdéeling of confusion you get
right before you binge, the painful bloated feeling of your stomach
expanded and packed with food, the embarrassment of returning t[o the
shop again and again for more and more food, the pain of your throdt and
belly as you vomit up your sins and the starvation and frailtyour
bones. The killing hunger pains that you endure at any cost just o be
skinny. Please don't think that you are alone. You are not. There arg tons
of people out there waiting to help you. Don'’t think that you don’t haye a
big enough problem to get help. You don’t have to make yourselbsick
or 6 times a day or be 6 stone and fading away to hakebéem. Others
too feel confused and annoyed and trapped, almost hysterical with the
pain and the self-hatred and self-disgust. | don’t know what to sayutq
to make it better. |1 don't know what to say tomyself. If thews some
miracle cure | would have taken it by now, but there isn’t. Butdbas
not mean there is no cure, that there is no help, because thlemrt i® matter how bad you think your
problem is you can get better. Please don’t waste any more oprgmious life. | started off just wanting
to be thin and dieting and counting calories at the age of 11hgrbgressed to more diet books,
different methods, excessive exercise, bingeing, dieting, bingeininodiexercising, losing weight,
putting on weight and then starving, bingeing, vomiting, starving, iiggpanic, thin, fat, thin, fat, thin.
When | started to diet little did | know that this wast a symptom, that something else was wrong. In
fact there was a lot wrong, but all | thought was that | was fat. Dieting w&s &aoccupy my mind with
than what was actually happening at the time to me. | find hama how trying to shut out the real
reason. Don't diet, don't starve. Find the real reason you wantdoneight. Maybe the real reason is
that you don't like yourself and don’t know who you are!!!

Recovered

HOPE

| went to bed with it, and that allowed me to look forward to tomorrow.
| built up my life with it, and waited for it to happen.

It helped me to get over everything, tTo do it, to survive, to succeed.
It kept the smile on my lips aAnd the glow in my heatrt,

When times were tough.



Something which | could not touch, but | knew it would never die.

It helped me to see the way, that the world can be beautiful and wonderful.
It helped me to forget the past and start again.

It was my drug, | could not do without it, and even now | am still full of it.

It was my hope.

Recovered

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL CHANCE

Over the span of our life, each one of our hearts is given not oreeberal chances ... to open, even
more graciously and permanently than the most radiant and precgass Eating Distress was for me, as
it can be for everyone, the most beautiful chance of my lifenEluring my crises, my tortures, my
darkest hours, my greatest isolation, my total incomprehensiaas fighting against myself for myself.
My tears had no destination and no source, they were the expresshia winer conflict, this huge
contradiction, this eternal imbalance. But | could feel theimath slowly healing my cheeks and | know
this tiny moment of well-being came from inside of me, not faartside. | did not consciously accept it
then, but it was like a ray of light caressing me, justeaderly as the soft hand of a mother. Still, my
mystery lived for nearly five years. Life at the timemsed experimental, my mind attempting so many
different escapes, tasting so many different lives and palises, accommodating so many different
environments. And inside of me kept being full of emptiness, thougllew emptiness. Under the
layers of pain, plasticity, dependence, fears, coldness, trawangser, pride, humanity, | knew the
existence of an unknown but true me. | simply and naturally knetiputi any convincing effort, that
there was a flower lying there, waiting to flourish.

Only when | understood that this self-destructive behavior woulgusbfade away one miraculous day,
only when | understood this condition was not dependent on my environmentyloaty|l understood



that the eating distress, which was in me had to be facktireklly begin the journey of my awareness.
And very simply, the more | progressed on this path, the mote rhiself flourishing to the beauty of
life. The smallest details of our existence, that we so ¢dtem for granted, just like the wonderful action
of breathing, became the basics of my recovery, of my rebstla natural human being. The light
penetrating slowly but intensely in myself was made of love,tiire one which has all powers and
certainly the one to destroy the transparent walls | had luithe. Love made itself so present, so
boundless, so unique, so beautiful, and so much for me! It did not come sudderitpwing to the
white throne had not ended, but the importance of the ceremony hstdrdiastly decreased. My guilty
self-destruction was slowly vanishing, simply by accepting it. &mel day, | surprised myself feeling my
own heart entirely full of love. With this awareness of lovejas then able to live and love myself. |
finally began to feel my own balance within my own self, betwagrbody ,my mind and my spirit. As a
result, | developed love for my body as it was, learning to sénseeds of expression, listening to its
own words. As a result, the confusions and the conflicts withinmimgl, which used to bring physical
pain, slowly gave way to clarity and peace, learning to acap@twelcome every foolish thought,
expanding the boundless world of my imagination and creativijysirit saw the light of life, taking its
first steps towards an endless growth, opening my heart telfiralarays a little more with each new
second, each new beat, listening to the voices within meytguides and angels, embracing my past
with all my smiles, cherishing the beauty of my eternal present happiness.

Love, life, God became synonymous. The inner understanding | reactiexs mme feel every second
more intensely, makes me eternally thankful to every pesgancrossed my destiny for a moment or a
lifetime, makes me full of myself and eager to live my dreams.

Recovered

NOT EASY, BUT WORTH IT

For so long | wanted to go for help and to recover. When it actuathg ¢o the crunch of picking up the
phone and dialling, now that was another story. | lost my nerveegtaced the receiver. Instead | ran to
the supermarket and shopped and shopped until there was no room leftaskeyyand no money either.
I went home overflowing with treats. | allowed myself to do thetaise | knew that once | went for help
that would all have to stop. Deep down | was so afraid to recover. @nealy wanted it, the other part
did not know what to expect and was very scared and frighteneadteé8onany unsuccessful attempts at
making appointments the treats followed, and | was more and more aaritodl. | was so afraid of them
being taken away from me and that all that would be left would be the easpting loneliness.

How wrong | was. Yes, recovery was one step forward and ten backwards, but my argywedto live
with this monster forever or to make more of my life.dswso tired of fighting, constantly battling, that |
decided that it did not matter how much it took. | was going tothis time. My courage often failed,
and | often felt there was no point of trying. But today | sesrygking differently. My recovery really
started when | made it to that first session. Even from therd not go as easily as | would have wished.
But for the first time | felt understood, and because | could not afford to golldidkgo forward.



In recovery | learned that | had a condition called Eating &istrBut Wwasnot an Eating Distress. | was
a person. The condition was not my identity. There was more t¢ st&ted to understand more about
my behaviour, why | was overeating, starving, drinking heavilwas just a crutch for me. | needed to
learn from scratch about my body, about my emotions, about myself,rahdui for myself who | was
and who | wanted to be. The hardest was to learn to listen tummy body Eadn to respect my body.
For so many years | had treated my body as a garbage bin, ethisgnh hated, something | did not want
to be part of me. But that is not reality.

It was not a smooth journey. When | was disappointed with mysgill bressed on. | divided the day
into minutes and survived each minute. | had to learn to do thamgsyfself, to find out what | really
enjoy. | had to allow myself to feel good and believe thatydéaim a good person. | had to learn to be
more confident in order to beat this condition, to learn too that | dalachave talent, that | am actually
a caring person.

Today, | am so glad | never gave up, even though | hit rock bottamy tiraes. But now | feel like
living, | understand myself much more, because | understand whaating elisorder was all about. |
would like to tell everybody about my recovery, but | cannot yetadme only a few people know about
my condition and | do feel that the world is still not enough awésghat it is all about. | hope the day
will soon come when everybody with an Eating Distress will be nstoled and will feel free to be open
about it. I call myself fully recovered. | finished my therapiepwa years ago and none of my physical or
emotional symptoms has come back. | now feel free to go for damtkeenjoy not only the people but
even the food.

For everybody out there | would just like to say: Recoverys possible, recovery is for you as well.
Please do not give up. You can do it!

Recovered

| WOULD LIKE TO SING IT

About six years ago my mother noticed that | was losing morenane weight. Of course when she first
mentioned it | told her she was worried about nothing, as usual s&ed her to give me a break. Then
other things slowly crept up, but | still did not accept tHaéd a problem. | did not even realise that my
weight was going down so fast. It is hard to describe. | cantgetally differently today compared to
how | saw it that time. | was a slave to routine, controldfaad negativity, but | still did not have a



problem. | thought the problem was the people around me, the people Wwheanasee now, loved me
and did not give up on me. But at that time | thought my whole fawele paranoid. As far as | was
concerned there was nothing wrong with me. Oh yes, | did exéaciisie’, but | needed to be fit. | did
watch the fat content, but everybody was doing it. | did study too hard, but | felt tlibtd. hdnsisted on
eating at certain times only and on my own in the kitchen.

Today | can see everything totally differently and findérd to understand how | could be so blind.
When my parents and my older sister had enough of my tantrums acdntnglling of the household,
we had a family meeting. It finished disastrously and | left édnat night. | felt the whole world was
against me. | walked and walked cross the city, nearly hopingdnaething bad was going to happen,
that I'd finish up in hospital and people would notice that | did exist.

But nothing happened and in the hour of dawn | returned home. My motheraiasgvior me. | will
never forget her worried face. She was not giving out to me. 8benat shouting. She just said: “You
can think that | am the worst mother in the world, but | will dgthing to save your life. | will even
bring you to hospital. Think twice.” That was different to whaad expected. The thought of that
hospital scared me. And knowing my mother | knew that she would. My i a very loving, very
patient person, but if she decides to do something, nothing will stopdiémot go to college that day. |
was devastated. | felt so trapped. But today | am grateful that sheoiias. | think she saved my life.

For a few days we did not talk. Neither of us would make tisermove. Finally Mum asked me if | had
thought about the matter and we had a great chat. | stilalidee that there was much wrong with me,
but | agreed that Mum make an appointment with a practitionemt feehelp. My recovery took a long
time. It was very challenging and cancellation of appointmeats aften on my mind. Sometimes | felt
so silly at the sessions, talking about myself. |1 would have npeefféot to be there. At first | went for
Mum, just to keep the peace in the family, and to stay away lfiemhospital, where | definitely did not
belong. But slowly | built up a relationship with my practitioner awdntually | looked forward to my
therapy. | learned even to use the help-line every couple of Heégsbecomes easier when there is
someone with whom you can discuss certain things. Not that | coutdlkdd my mother about it, but |
wanted to know what other people do in my situation. Or often | didn’t teaell Mum that | had a bad
day because | knew she would become upset, but the practitioner would not.

Looking back | realise how sick | was and how lucky | was tchgh. | can only say to you: Recovery is
possible. It is extremely tempting to give up. It is a long pead discovery, a test of your strength. You
fear what you will discover about yourself, but when you lose #as you know you are there and the
treasure is just in front of you. It is the rgal.

Anon




THE RIVER OF LIFE

What was the crime that | committed that impelled metamds as judge and jury on myself and to
continuously inflict punishment after punishment on my body and my soh# gvime could make me
feel so guilty that | reduced myself to feeling undeservintifef respect or love? Feeling unworthy of
love, | set about destroying my confidence and self-image, fimrgi@gsurance only in the disappearance
of my body tissue. And what was my body tissue? It was me!

| set about becoming smaller and smaller, refusing myself fad,when | did allow myself to eat |
increased the guilt of living. | could no longer think about anytiingy life. Food became my life, my
obsession, an obsession which | allowed to control me, to contrdloughits and to control my feelings.
Because | did not accept myself or my body, | felt at flrat iy relationship with food allowed me to
control my body, to deny the signals which my body was giving mehdt stage, this was a very
exciting power and | could see the results. Other people could sedifférence. Their anxiety both
distressed and delighted me. Eating Distress was merelinitteé stage. | began to lose my natural
feelings of sexuality and to feel abstracted from myaertf from the world. After several months the
suppression of the desire to eat led me to bulimia. | don't think anymmainderstand the immense
psychological distress of the condition unless he or she hadgemqaal it. | remember two years before
the condition started, reading an article on this illnegsund the idea unbelievable. | did not believe that
people could do this. The idea was alien to me. But what weaslzcame part of me. It was like being
caught in the spin cycle of a washing machine, in a conststadtturmoil which began slowly, but day
by day gathered speed until | felt that | had completely lgstmmd. | felt so crazy and mixed up, an
alien trapped within my own body and with which | could no longer communicate.

In time, little by little, | have begun to relearn the fuaotng of my body to take back the power which |
had given over to my food compulsion. It was not an easy road to folibwat least the future now is
bright and new. | know that | do not deserve to live a life fubealf-torture and guilt. It is my life and |

will decide how | live it. After experiencing the destructionawf eating disorder, | realise how well
people can hide their inner turmoil. I've learned that what we maest is compassion for and
understanding of our imperfections and those of others.

Life is too short to wear tight shoes, or tight jeans. Yousiare is not a measure of your worth or the
love you carry around in you. There is a little well inside us seane call the soul. | like to think it
comes from the river of life. This little well is full @ure crystal water, but in an imperfect world it gets
muddied. It needs to be replenished and cleaned with love, respeetughter. My little well became
very dry. | felt then there was nothing left. But my souédrout. It did not want to die. It held me until
today. Trickle by trickle, drop by drop, the little well isifily up. A happy soul is writing these lines. |
am free.

Everybody deserves to be free!

Fiona




