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W E L C O M E  M E S S A G E  
 

Dear Friend, 

Everyone I know wants to be successful in what they do and happy with their lives. We all 
aspire to have lives worth living.  To make a difference.  To be able to say when we die “that 
was my life and it was gooood”. 

The question is, what is success? What is happiness?  What is a “good life”? 

Each and every one of us has a different answer to these questions and that’s what makes us 
unique. 

Your journey to real recovery from bulimia will be yours to create, walk along, and commit to.  I 
cannot tell you what to do in order to create recovery for yourself. I can only share with you 
what recovery looks like, feels like and give you a taste of it so you will want it for yourself. 

In fact, I already know deep down you want it for yourself.  You would not be reading this if you 
were 100% happy with your life.  There is something terribly wrong with the way your life looks 
right now and you’re exploring whether you’re ready to create a different life for yourself. 

I commend you for choosing to make a change.  For choosing to be happy.  For choosing to 
read the stories in the book about what other women’s journey looked like. 

I hope they inspire you to create your own recovery story…and then share it with me. 

So let’s get started, shall  we? 
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P O L L Y ’ S  S T O R Y  
 
 

My Recovery Journal  

It all started when I was 14 and read in a magazine about Olympic athletes who binged/purged 
to eat whatever they wanted to, but stay in peak shape.  I was a very active volleyball player in 
junior high school and on to high school.  I practiced at every opportunity and the idea of being 
in the Olympics someday seemed like an incredible dream.  

What did my days in high school look like?  Generally during school I ate well.  Non-eventful 
breakfast, probably a snack at break, decent lunch, snack after lunch.  Once I left school – 
that’s when everything changed for the worse.  I would stop at the donut shop often because 
my binge foods were sweet foods – I won’t mention them all here because it’s not necessary to 
talk through the intimate, specifics of the food.  Let’s just say the calories would be double, 
triple or more what a normal person would eat in an average day.  

I would come home from school, sit on the couch in our den and eat and eat and eat. My Mom 
would come in every so often and I’d have hidden most of the food I was in the midst of 
consuming.  She’d occasionally ask what I was up to, but for the most part was unaware.  Once 
or twice she did come to the bathroom to find a toilet filled with food, so you might say she 
knew at some point.  Did anything really change after that?  Let me think.  She asked me to go 
to overeaters anonymous meetings with her on the weekends.  I guess she cared, but she was 
battling alcoholism and sat in the back of the room and never said a word herself.  Fear 
stricken and mute. 

All through high school I would repeat this cycle nearly every day.  Very fit, healthy looking and 
active on the outside even became team captain of my volleyball team and eventually Senior 
Class President.  It all seems somewhat surreal now when I look back upon it. 

Now we move to college.  Moving in with 
roommates was one of the best things for 
my bulimia.  Having to live with girls my 
own age that would actually ask pointed 
questions put the fear of not binging in me.  
Thus, I stopped whenever my roommates 
were around.  I gained some weight in third 
year in college, but that was from a lot of 
partying and drinking– probably not food.  I 
stopped drinking and the weight melted off 
within a few short months and I was back 
to my high school weight again. 

 

By: Polly Mertens 
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Graduation from college to the working world was a very tough transition for me.  I moved in 
with my great- great-uncle who was 93 and cared for him while living in his home.  Plus side, he 
was mostly bed ridden so I didn’t have to do much, but downside was he couldn’t hear so he 
didn’t know about my secret.  Living with him and mostly alone was probably the lowest point I 
came to in my addiction.  I was binging and purging while living alone more than I’d ever before 
because I had so much more time and access to whatever I wanted.  It was a really scary time 
for me.  Several things happened during this time. 

During the end of my college days a doctor noticed an enlarged thyroid in my neck.  Came to 
find out that I had hyperthyroidism, which causes your body to become over active.  I thought it 
was a great thing because I finally had a body that would allow me to eat whatever I wanted 
and not gain weight.  Looking back 20 years later I realize what a powerful manifester I was 
back then.  I can remember in high school praying to be able to eat whatever I wanted and not 
get fat.  Well, by college I had manifested a disease that allowed this. 

The sad part was hyperthyroidism could kill you if left untreated.  So, after college I had to deal 
with this disease or I’d lose my life.  What I decided to do for treatment was something called 
radioactive iodine.  The funny part of the story is when I went in after months of working with 
my doctor and preparing for the day of treatment he stood there and said “ok, you have to take 
this pill and keep it down for at least 8 hours” or something like that.  He also said “you can not 
allow anyone to use your toilet for a day or two” or something like that.  It’s a little fuzzy the 
specifics now, but I freaked out.  I told him I wasn’t sure I could keep a pill down for 8 hours.  I 
mean, not binge/purging for 8 hours was beyond something I’d done for many months.  He 
said I had to do it.  I remember going home that day and sitting there on the toilet and praying 
for the strength to keep the pill down and not binge/purge. 

Now I’m a pretty smart person so when a doctor tells you “patient, these are your instructions” 
I generally follow them to the letter.  But asking me not to purge for at least 8 hours was scary 
to me.  Needless to say, I was able to do it for 8 hours, but not much more than that.  I went 
back in to see him a few days later to test the results and everything worked out ok.  So, I 
would no longer have hyperthyroidism, but instead would live the rest of my life with a low 
thyroid (hypothyroidism) instead.  This means I take a pill every day to have a normal 
metabolism.  For a person absolutely obsessed with weight and their body having an 
abnormally low metabolism felt like the kiss of death.  That’s why I put off doing the radioactive 
iodine for two years after I was first diagnosed.  It was only after an outing with my Mom when 
we were shopping and I was sweating, and my heart was racing and I was nervous just being in 
the stores that she said I needed to deal with this and get the treatment.  Instinctively I knew 
she was right, but man it was hard giving up this great thing I had going – eating whatever I 
wanted and not gaining weight.  But, it was killing me and causing me a lot of really bad side 
effects (no need to belabor them here). 

So, after college I was a very compulsive overeater and binged/purged daily.  For over 10 years 
nearly every day, especially on the weekends when I had more free time.  Stress was definitely 
a trigger for me.  I can recall being at work and getting anxious for the end of the day to come 
so I could leave and go to the grocery store to buy my binge food and eat it all the way home.  I 
had about a 45 minute commute to work each way, but that didn’t bother me because I could 
eat all the way home.  And I mean all the way home. 
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I had relationships off and on and 
mostly the men in my life never 
new I had a problem.  I was really 
good at lying to people.  Man the 
guilt you can develop in your body 
from all the lying is so toxic. 

My working life and years 
following college went on like that 
for a long time.  I think I went to a 
few overeaters anonymous 
meetings here and there, but the 
Internet didn’t exist back then and 
I was never one for telling people 
about my problem or reaching out 
to other people for help.  Instead I 
preferred to suffer in silence.  Feeling all the guilt, shame and pain of living with an 
embarrassing secret I couldn’t tell anyone about.  I told no one.  My Mom was the only one who 
knew until I was about 32.  I then told a close girlfriend who turned out to be alcoholic.  She 
later went on to kill herself with alcohol only a few years later.   

So sad.  Tragic really. 

I still went on eating like a mad woman and purging my troubles away. 

So, after all this you’re probably wondering so what was the final straw?  When did you finally 
move towards your journey to recovery?  Well, that happened when I was 34 years old – 20 
years after I first started my addiction to food.  I had a girlfriend tell me about this weekend 
workshop she attended.  Something called The Landmark Forum.  As I heard her talk about 
what it was for her, what had changed in her life and how she felt about what was possible for 
her life I knew it was for me and I would attend.  I registered for The Forum a few days later 
without ever learning anything more about it than what she shared.  It was the most profound 
3 days of my life to that point.  I left the Forum not the same person as I walked in.  I went 
immediately into a 10-week follow up/support seminar after that.  I made a declaration to my 
group in that 10-week seminar that I would be a non-bulimic.  The space that people in the 
work of Landmark have for other people’s possibilities is like nothing you’ve ever seen.  I 
declared in that seminar I was non-bulimic and it was now time for me to start living a non-
bulimic life. 

Man was I scared of that!  I’d never considered myself a non-bulimic.  I just thought bulimia 
was something I would always do/have – a little more at some times of my life a little less at 
other times.  That was the best I had hoped for.  Being mildly bulimic was a good thing when I 
was binging/purging up to 10 times a day. 
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Within 2 months of leaving the seminar I was to meet a man and I was interested in very much 
and told him I was a non-bulimic 2 weeks dating him.  I was shocked.  I sat across from this guy 
over Thai food and told him I was a non-bulimic like it was the truth.  I walked away that night 
thinking, “What the hell have you done?!”  You like this guy and now he knows this big secret 
and he thinks you’re not a bulimic.  I guess you’ve really done it this time.  Now you have to 
keep that promise.  Oh, that was a big part of the work in Landmark – being your word.  Once I 
said something it was the law.  It was something that would most certainly happen.  So, I’d said 
this to him and now I had to be my word.  Ha!  We’ll see how that goes I thought. 

But, the more time went on the stronger I became in my resolve.  The stronger my commitment 
to my word and myself became.  I had decided to do this and was living into that reality. 

Five years later I was to marry that man and now I’m very happily married.  It was six years ago 
that I first attended the Landmark Forum and declared in the workshop that was to follow that I 
would be a non-bulimic. 

There is so much more I want to share with people who are still in the midst of their addiction 
to food, but I know time will allow me to share my story and be the light to uplift others.  I don’t 
know exactly why this food addiction was to be mine, but I know that it put me on the path to 
where I would eventually end up here telling you my story now.  I don’t regret being a bulimic, 
but there are times when I wish I could have made different choices.  I don’t regret. I just look 
forward.  I look to how much of my life I still have left to live and prosper and be an inspiration. 

One of my favorite phrases is from Ghandi who said something like “my life is my message”.  
That pretty much sums it up for me.  I once was a person horribly addicted to food and living in 
guilt, shame and pain. Now I am a confident, powerful, expressed being who loves her life and 
is so grateful for everything that happened and comes about in my life. 
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DEVON’S STORY 
 

 

Life as a “Yes Girl” 

Eating disorders come in a rainbow of colorful flavors – each with its own distinct recipe. Start 
with a big heap of self-hatred, add in a dash of perfectionism, and sprinkle with insecurity – 
and you've got the basic ingredients for self-destruction. And while these traits undoubtedly 
factored into my own struggles with bulimia, I think a much more deeply-seated issue was to 
blame: I was a "Yes Girl." 

Also known as “people pleasers,” Yes Girls are typically pleasant and agreeable– the type of 
girl that others describe as "sweet" or "nice." Thanks to their chameleon-like qualities and 
ability to switch personas on demand, they usually have many different friends in various social 
circles and typically make very few enemies. Yes Girls loath confrontation; they will do anything 
to avoid hurting another person’s feelings. Competition is not something that Yes Girls enjoy 
because it requires that one person win and one person lose, and to a Yes Girl, that’s mean. 
And Yes Girls are not supposed to be mean. Around competitive people, they may downplay 
their assets or submit for the sake of sparing peoples’ feelings, often at their own expense. 
They are painfully trusting of others and often crave authority since they do not trust their own 
judgment. Yes Girls are acutely aware of the way they are perceived, and therefore, are often 
highly attractive and have an impressive résumé of accomplishments. However, because their 
identity is created by the rules of society and the opinions of others, Yes Girls often have a very 
ill-defined sense of self. And this is where I got into trouble. 

The onset of my eating disorder began freshman year of college – a treacherous time of 
adolescence ridden with uncertainty and instability. “These are the best years of your life,” 
they’d say. “You will come into your own – find out who you really are.”  

Yawn. 

For me, and I presume for any Yes Girl, the idea of self-exploration seemed about as appealing 
as flossing. “Who am I?” was not the puzzle I sought to solve; it was “What do you want me to 
be?” I wanted to know the rules. I wanted to know what was expected of me. I wanted an 
outline – guidelines for behavior. I was not interested in discovering my own preferences, my 
likes and dislikes, my strengths and weaknesses. I was only interested in finding out how to 
play the game – how to earn the praise and acceptance of those around me. I only wanted to 
know what they wanted. I was convinced that the whole “self-awareness” mumbo jumbo was 
just a bunch of touchy-feely psycho-babble. And so, I continued on as the dutiful Yes Girl that I 
was. 

 

By: Devon Nespica 
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About halfway through my freshman year, I realized I had gained weight. A few too many 
sorority parties and late-night food runs had caught up with me. I had always been preoccupied 
with my weight from a very early age – beginning in elementary school – and had experimented 
with some unhealthy eating habits during my teenage years. I kept my weight under a very 
watchful eye and exercised regularly to keep the number on the scale down. So when I finally 
mustered up the courage to weigh myself my third quarter of college, I was shocked: I had 
gained 14 lbs.  

This was unacceptable. Cosmo magazine had once printed that the ideal weight for a woman 
was 125. I was now 17 lbs above this number. I was unacceptable. I was out of control. I was 
exceeding the limits. I was breaking the rules. I was being a bad Yes Girl. 

I was appalled.  

I was also 5ft. 7in. I was also athletic. I was also within a normal, healthy weight range. But this 
didn’t matter. I had surpassed the acceptable weight limit established by Cosmo magazine and 
I resolved to right my wrongs, no matter what it took. I would be good again. I would lose the 
weight – more weight, even – to redeem myself. And so, I began to diet.  

I started heavily restricting my food and upping my exercise routine. Slowly, I lost weight. I also 
started bingeing. The connection between dieting and bingeing has been researched and 
proven over and over again: severely limiting your food intake almost always precipitates a 
binge. At the time, I did not know this. I had never been a binger. I was terrified by the lack of 
control, the rush, the release. So, to cure myself, I decided to tighten the reins, lower my calorie 
consumption even further, and exercise even harder. But, I kept bingeing. 
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The binges became more and more frequent. I knew what bulimia was, and it disgusted me. If I 
was going to develop an eating disorder, I thought, it would be anorexia. Anorexia is 
acceptable, admirable even. Our society is fascinated by the disease and glamorizes 
emaciation as “chic.” For a Yes Girl, it’s the perfect solution: If I can just have that – that body, 
that control, that discipline – then I’ll be OK. Then everyone will leave me alone. Then I will 
have something that everyone agrees is good – thinness – then I’ll finally be able to quit the 
race. I will finally be able to relax rather than constantly pushing myself to meet the 
expectations of others.  

I was convinced that I could “learn” anorexia. That summer, I began researching pro-ana 
websites to find out the tips and tricks of my role models. “Eat celery with mustard all day. It 
fills you up and has only 5 calories per stick!” “If you are craving something sweet, dip a 
toothpick in sugar free jam.” I took notes and created my very own anorexia diet. And although 
I followed my regimen flawlessly for a day or two, by the third day, I was shoveling spoonfuls of 
peanut butter into my mouth at midnight. Anorexia wasn’t curing my binges, and so, I decided I 
had to take my weight loss efforts one step further and began researching diet pills. 

The first pills I bought were relatively harmless: $6.99 Green Tea diet pills from Wal-Mart. 
Because tea was healthy, I convinced myself that the pills were too. I wasn’t doing anything 
wrong; I was taking care of myself. After all, I thought, I’m fat. I’m doing something good for my 
body. It’s bad to be overweight.  

The pills were uneventful, and after finishing the box, I hadn’t lost another pound. I decided to 
move on to something stronger. From reading the pro-ana websites, I knew that Ephedrine was 
the popular diet drug of choice among anorexics. I also knew that Ephedrine had been recently 
banned after reports surfaced that the herb caused heart problems and was responsible for 
the deaths of several users. But at this point, I didn’t care. My weight loss had come to a 
standstill and I wasn’t happy with the number on the scale. Plus, I wanted to make the bingeing 
stop. So, I went back into the pro-ana chat room and found links to black-market ephedrine 
products. 

I bought three bottles of Metabolife, and then three more. I liked the energy it gave me. I felt 
shaky, wiry, on-edge. I felt thin. And I had more energy during my workouts. Suddenly, I could 
run four, five, six miles without a problem. I started to lose more weight, but I kept bingeing. 
When I binged, I took more pills. I liked the self-punishment. I liked the idea that I could hurt my 
body for being bad; that I could punish my body for its lack of restraint. I felt like I had control 
again, and I wanted more of it.  

Eventually, I graduated from Ephedrine to Phentermine – a prescription-only diet medication 
for people who are very overweight. Phentermine was the first half of the popular diet pill Phen-
fen, and was sold individually after Phen-fen was taken of the market due to safety concerns. I 
got the idea from a friend at work whose body I coveted, and who was also anorexic. I was 
hooked. Phentermine was even more thrilling than Ephedrine. It was less jittery – more of an 
excitable energy. I felt confident and self-assured. I felt beautiful. I felt like I could take on the 
world. But what I loved most was what I didn’t feel: hunger. Phentermine is an amphetamine 
sends your nervous system into high gear and suppresses the appetite. Essentially, it’s speed. 
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Phentermine transformed me into a different person, a person that I wanted to become: thin, 
beautiful, confident, assertive. I could go all day without eating. I began losing more weight and 
dipped below my 125 lb goal. I was ethereal. I was untouchable. 

But I kept bingeing. 

I tried laxatives, ipecac syrup, and eventually vomiting – anything to reverse the binge. I 
refused to believe that this was my disease: this disgusting, shameful, secret. I hated bulimia, 
and I hated myself. And I began to hate the pills, too. I wanted to be anorexic. I wanted to have 
as much self-control as the girls who starved themselves day after day. They didn’t need 
appetite suppressants, so why did I? Why couldn’t I be as selfless as they are? I read books by 
former anorexics, trying my best to develop their mentality and brainwash myself with their 
disease. I followed all the rules, but the binges wouldn’t stop. I covered up my body in big baggy 
sweatshirts and sweatpants. I was embarrassed – I worked so hard to be thin and this, this, 
was how I looked? In my distorted mind, my normal body weight was a big red flag with 
“BULIMIC” spelled out in bold letters, and I was humiliated.  

This went on for four years: fasting, binging, purging, exercising. Then, during the summer after 
my college graduation, I finally broke down and told my mom about my eating disorder. There 
was no momentous event that caused me to finally get help. Very simply, I was tired. I was 
taking between anywhere from 5 to 10 different diet pills a day, exercising, bingeing, and 
purging, and I was miserable. I also wasn’t getting anywhere. My lowest weight reached about 
115, and my goal was about 40 pounds less than that. The remaining sanity I had told me that 
I couldn’t do this forever; that I would have to give it up. And in all honesty, another part of me 
secretly hoped that if I could give up bulimia, I might lose weight (research has shown that 
bulimics are often much more accepting of treatment than anorexics, and I suspect this may 
be partly why). So, I told my mom and enrolled into an intensive outpatient eating disorder 
treatment center in Thousand Oaks, CA. 

Recovery was not what I expected. As a Yes Girl, I came to my first few sessions with the 
intention of being the Perfect Patient. I would do as I was told and follow my meal plan without 
complaining. In group therapy, I immediately took the role of the therapist and offered words of 
encouragement to girls as they broke down and confessed their most recent bingeing 
escapades. I, however, never admitted to such behavior – even though I was still bingeing. I 
spoke only of the positive steps I was taking, of my progress, of my hope for the future and the 
faith I had in my “recovery.” Looking back, I must have been extremely annoying.  

But at 5 hours a day, 5 days a week, eventually, I started to settle in. I began developing 
relationships with some of the other girls – relationships which I maintain to this day. And as I 
became more comfortable, I started to open up. I let my guard down and I started to, finally, 
get real. For the first time, I saw myself, and I was absolutely terrified. My entire life seemed 
like a lie – I had no idea who I was. My taste in music, movies, food – was all a mystery. One of 
my first assignments from my therapist was to go to the store and pick out a candle that I liked. 
I failed miserably. For starters, I brought mom for a “second opinion,” just in case I picked the 
wrong one. I searched aimlessly through the rows of candles, picking them up, examining the 
color, the shape of the bottle, the fragrance. I read into every choice: “What if I bring this one 
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back? What will they think of me? Is this one right?” The entire process took over an hour, at 
which point my mom finally exclaimed, “Devon, just pick one!” 

I was so frustrated with myself for not being perfect. I was even more frustrated by the fact that 
the personality I had worked so hard to cultivate was not bulletproof– that not everyone would 
like me. I was angry because I had played by the rules my whole life, and I lost the game. Being 
a Yes Girl had enabled me to dodge conflict or confrontation for so long that I didn’t know how 
to deal with it. My eating disorder was, largely, an attempt to avoid these types of 
uncomfortable situations and protect myself from rejection and criticism. I built a cocoon of 
self-protection to shelter me from the harsh judgments of others. All I wanted was to be OK. 
And after a lifetime of looking to others for affirmation, I was finally forced to look inside myself. 

I’m now in my 5th year of recovery. My path has been far from perfect, and I have stumbled 
many times along the road to a healthier body image. But I no longer take pills or exercise 
compulsively. I do not diet (although I often fantasize about dieting, but that’s about as far as it 
gets). I eat what I want, when I want, and (miraculously) have maintained a stable weight for 
four years. It is not my lowest weight, nor is it my highest. It is somewhere in the middle, and I 
am just now starting to be comfortable with it. I very rarely binge, and if I do, I do not punish 
myself with laxatives or vomiting. On occasion, I do take a trip down the diet aisle at the grocery 
store just to see what’s new. It’s like stopping by an old friend’s house just to say hello; but I 
don’t stay there. I have a clearer idea of who I am and what I like and don’t like, and I am 
having fun learning more about myself. I am still working on being more assertive, believing in 
myself, and relying less on the opinions of others. I am still in therapy and attend eating 
disorder support groups. I have learned that eliminating one self-destructive behavior usually 
results in the formation of another, and I am still struggling to be accepting of myself and of my 
imperfections.  

The Yes Girl still lingers. She pops up from time to time during my weaker moments. But 
through my recovery I have learned that she is part of me, and that’s okay. In fact, I actually 
kind of like her; she is part of the reason that I am a good friend. She teaches me about 
compassion and forgiveness, and reminds me to be empathic and kind. But when she 
suggests that I change myself to accommodate others, I have learned to very politely reply, 
“No.”  
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TIFFANY’S STORY 
 

 

My journey made me stronger 

When I was ten years old I remember feeling bigger than the other girls.  I was developing 
faster and I didn't understand what was happening.  Then one day in sixth grade we all were 
weighed together and I remember one boy yelling out that I was over 100 pounds. That was 
the first time I went on a diet.  I was sixteen years old and midway through a very stressful 
junior year of high school when I first discovered Bulimia. I weighed approximately 125 pounds 
and I stood 4 feet 10 inches. I had a Wendy's Cheeseburger plain with a large fry and a Diet 
Coke and I remember looking in the mirror and being so unhappy with my looks. I would 
squeeze the fat on my sides and my arms.  I hated everything about myself.   

Purging was the most painful thing I have ever done and I hated it. Then I overheard someone 
talking about how easy it was at work and tried again.  At some point it became habit.  I always 
felt in control because I knew I could stop at any time. I hated it after all. Who could ever get 
addicted to such a terrible habit? I just needed something to take the edge off my panic 
attacks from all my schoolwork and the stress of applying to college next year.  It was also 
getting me more noticed and I didn't hate what I saw in the mirror as much.  What I didn't 
notice that while I didn't hate the outside as much I really hated my inside.   

All I am doing is purging to lose a few pounds. "I totally have this under control" I would say to 
myself every time. At some point it became less about my body and more about being an outlet 
for all my hatred, anxiety and depression.  Increasingly, it became more frequent and I began 
restricting my food intake as well and it became evident to my friends something was wrong. 
My parents found out in August going into my senior year of my high school year. My best friend 
Casey told them. 

This chapter should also be noted that I always said I would never ever have an eating disorder 
when we had to watch those videos in 
health class. I thought that I could never 
purge or starve myself because I love food 
way too much. It just happens. 

There is not a point at which I know where 
the eating disorder took over and Tiffany 
lost control. Maybe I never really had any 
control? In the beginning, when my parents 
found out they sent me to a team of 
doctors. I had a therapist, a nutritionist and 
a doctor all monitoring my health. I was 
sullen and very angry about the entire 
process.  

 

By: Tiffany Anne Quirk 
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I was finally losing weight, getting noticed and I felt in control and I wanted no part in my 
treatment for several years. I remember one time bouncing into my therapist’s office because I 
fit into a size 12 in kids jeans and for the first time in my life my thighs didn't rub together. 
Needless to say she was not as happy as I was.   

By the time I actually wanted help I was so lost in my eating disorder I forgot what a real meal 
looked like. At my lowest point, my freshman year of college, I weighed 88 pounds and wore a 
size 10 in kids clothes. At the time when I was losing weight so rapidly I was only eating one 
bagel a day with butter on it and only very rarely was I allowed to keep it down. Usually I was 
required to purge it. Not only was my physical health in shambles but my emotional health was 
failing as well. I was slowly killing myself and I was crying myself to sleep every night. I had 
even started to write goodbye letters to my family in case anything had happened to me. 

While in Boston, I started going to Children's Hospital for outpatient treatment and moved my 
team of doctors up to school with me.  

The moment that treatment hit me was in my junior year of college. Children's Hospital had 
suggested that I go to an outpatient group program. Treatment consisted of 4-5 nights a week 
of eating dinner with a group of women who were 20-30 years old and then doing some type of 
therapy afterwards such as art therapy, poetry therapy, nutritional therapy, etc. We prepared 
our dinner at home and it had to be a well-balanced meal and you had to eat it all in 30 
minutes or less. To most people this was no big deal. To me it was as though you were asking 
me to participate in a pie eating contest or a hot dog eating contest! 

One day, after dinner we being let up to the attic where the art room was located and all of a 
sudden a group of girls not much older then ten years old filtered out of the room. One of my 
friends explained to me this was the younger group of girls that were going home for the night 
and they also struggled with eating disorders and some were as young as seven years old. I 
was completely unaware there was another group let alone that anyone younger than us would 
even struggle with these issues. I wanted to grab up these young girls and hug them or shake 
them or do something to stop them and it was in that moment that it hit me. 

It was like my whole world came crashing down. This is how people must feel about me. They 
must want to shake me really hard and say NO! Often in my own group therapy I had this 
feeling about the other girls in my group. I always thought, "these ladies are so talented why 
are they even here?" I would even find myself worrying about them. One time I overheard a girl 
talking about her food chart and how she basically hadn't eaten in a week. She was such a 
beautiful girl and I just didn't get it. 

I always found it ironic that I cared so much about these other people with the same exact 
problem but couldn't care less about myself. Someone very important to me said, "I worry 
about you and I don't want to go through life without you" and I realized I don't want to shorten 
my life and be without my family and all the people in my life. I will never be cured. I don't even 
think I will ever be able to call myself recovered because unlike alcohol or drugs you cannot 
give up food. You have to learn to manage it. I think it's the hardest addiction of all for that 
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reason. I will always struggle and I have relapsed more times than I can count. To this day you 
will see me checking my wrists to make sure they are small enough or looking in the mirror 
grabbing my fat.  However, each time I relapse I come back stronger and better every time. 

To be honest, I don't think there is any big secret to recovery. Similar to AA, I believe in a higher 
power and I keep a prayer that my father gave me (Footprints) next to my bed. I also believe 
that sometimes you need to think of the people you affect around you. You are never just 
hurting you. Definitely quit for yourself. Empower yourself. But don't forget about everyone else 
as well.   

Recovery is something that is dependent on the person.  What works for one may not work for 
another.  For me, it was necessary to accept my body.  While I still look in the mirror to grab my 
fat I also now say to myself that I accept my body and I accept the features that have been 
given to me.  I still grab my wrists to make sure they are little enough.  But I remind myself that 
I am healthy.  I've had several years of darkness but there is light at the end and your recovery 
doesn't have to take as long as mine did.  

I will always struggle. 

My eating disorder does not define me. 

It makes me stronger. 
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JAYCEE’S STORY 
 

My name is Jaycee, I’m a 21 year old woman, 5ft 4, 8.5 stone, size 8 -10. I have big smiles and 
people often say I’m funny, enthusiastic and kind. I’m athletic, academically minded, and 
creative. However few are aware of my very own shameful and ever consuming affliction that 
seems to have me in chains. 

It ruins me from within.  

Bulimia developed when I was 17 years old. It came about due to a mixture of things really. My 
mum always had her own issues with appearance and weight and I grew up with that, she 
valued herself on not just weight but appearance and often indulged in self-depreciating talk.  

This conditioned me to believe, subconsciously, that appearance was a big determinant of self-
worth. This had effect when I hit puberty and had less control over the changes my body was 
making (including weight gain). 

My personality is of a perfectionist nature and I often aim to ‘people please’ I care (admittedly 
too much) what people think of me. I want the best from myself and if I aim to do anything, I 
follow it through with full conviction until I reach my target. So when my goals became oriented 
on improving personal appearance you can see why I would go to extremes to do so. Not only a 
perfectionist, I am notoriously impatient. Back then I wanted to be perfect and I wanted it now, 
I didn’t have the patience for slow (healthy) weight loss. 

There was turmoil within my family as I became a teenager, and this I feel had a large impact 
on the development of bulimia. My parents both split and remarried. As a child I was very 
secure, supported in my sporting activities and loved by my family.  It was a big change to 
suddenly have that fall apart with no warning.  

There was animosity between my mum, her new partner and my dad and his wife, of which I 
was right in the middle. Constant mind games were played and I felt I was manipulated often.  I 
was given the cold shoulder after visiting my cad, and I would always hear nasty remarks about 
the people I loved the most.  

Why could I no longer have guilt-free love for each of them?  

My mum and step dad had a baby and when they then also divorced I spent a lot of time 
looking after him and feeling responsible for my younger siblings. I saw my mother struggle 
with her divorce to my step dad, that was really hard, I had never seen her that vulnerable 
before.  

 

By: Jaycee Fraser 
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I think I felt a lot of pressure to hold things 
together. I wanted to be strong for my sisters 
because I figured if I was struggling with the 
situation they really must have been. I loved 
them so much and spent a lot of time worrying 
about how they were coping. 

As much as I enjoyed bathing, changing, 
feeding and looking after my little brother, with 
school studies piling up I really was stressed. I 
was failing at keeping everything together 
because the more I tried the worse it got. 

Everything was spiraling out of control in my 
life. I turned to my body as method of control.  I 
began by starving myself for weeks at a time 
and then being so uncontrollably hungry the 
weekend that I would binge and regain the 
weight.  It was so frustrating. I would then 
starve myself again, and the same cycle 
happened. I hated myself for having no control, 
for always giving by the weekend. 

I loved food but I hated  it at the same time. I just wished I could keep weight loss off. It was 
my only focus. Then I remembered a girl had told me how she stayed thin by purging and I 
began to purge whenever I couldn't starve any longer. It then progressed and I was binging and 
purging up to 8 times a day. 

Excessive laxative abuse became necessary to me, vomiting was not enough to keep the 
weight off.  I remember feeling so sick after abusing laxatives; I would take 20 at a time. I once 
had a seizure following laxative abuse, but you see I was completely blind to the health risks. 

I hid from it.  I blocked it out. It was just me and my secret. 

I think I was aiming for some form of attention. I longed for one of my school teachers to voice 
their concerns.  To ask me if I was okay, at which point I would burst into tears and tell them 
everything.  I would often feel close to tears but always fob it off with a huge smile. I guess part 
of me didn’t want anyone to suspect in case I had to give up my secret. Also I didn’t want 
people to be disgusted with me.   

Self-harm was something I turned to in frustration because my weight loss was not extreme 
enough to represent how I felt inside, bulimia causes havoc on the inside of a seemingly 
together and happy exterior, you see. This frustration I felt was so intense that cutting was an 
immediate relief. I could see and feel the pain that was inside with the pressure building.  I was 
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also frustrated and hateful towards myself for this dirty disgusting habit, cutting was another 
form of punishing myself. 

The blood. The sting. It served some purpose. 

At one point I felt severely depressed, and I can't say I even wanted to kill myself but thoughts 
of suicide or “It would be better for everyone if I wasn't here” floated around in my head.  

I had lost all self-worth.  

When my family first found out about my bulimia there was very little understanding amongst 
them. They thought I was being wasteful and silly, perhaps conceited. They would tell me how 
gorgeous I was before bulimia and become quite frustrated. This fell on deaf ears because it 
was so much more than weight, although that’s what it seems on the outside. But loss (or 
continued attempts at loss) of weight was merely the focus of control and a coping mechanism 
for the turmoil inside.  

It’s so much deeper and complicated that it appears.  I knew that my family struggled with my 
bulimia; I was stealing food and spending all my money on binge food.  I got myself into debt at 
university. I maxed out my overdrafts on binge food, spent my rent money on binge food.  I was 
completely out of control. One time when I was at home the drains got blocked due to my 
purging and my vomit crept up the garden. I was so ashamed.   

My mum began to learn about bulimia’s causes, what impact she may have had and developed 
a good level of understanding. She really has been so brilliant through it all and dealt with the 
drains quietly. She kept the relationship as normal as possible and enabled me to speak about 
it in depth with her. So that it wasn’t such a dirty secret. 

Bulimia however became very severe; with the laxative abuse and over exercise, my lowest 
weight was 7 stone (99 lbs), which from 11 stone (154 lbs) before bulimia was quite a 
dramatic change. However doctors did not consider me underweight (I think perhaps because 
I’m quite lean and was into gymnastics, karate and dance as I grew up).  My hair would come a 
lot; my skin was terrible, I was irritable, lethargic and suffered insomnia. 

I would sit up until 3 am binging sometimes. I was out of control. My potassium levels were 
really low and I had an irregular heart rhythm and would often wake up in the night with a 
racing heart rate, sometimes I would spontaneously start breathing deeply. My bones would 
click quite loud as I walked and people would have a look of shock in their eyes.  I didn’t think 
much of it. Perhaps I didn't allow myself to acknowledge the effects. 

Interestingly (possibly another contribution to the onset of bulimia) I was in a relationship. I had 
been confused about my sexuality for a while and entered a two year relationship with my best 
friend Kate. I remember thinking that I didn't want to look like the typical stereotype lesbian; I 
wanted to appear feminine and slim. Leading up to the eating disorder, my teacher at sixth 
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form also would comment on my weight referred to me as ‘big one’ and to my slim friend as 
‘little one’ frequently. 

We also did a BMI (body mass index) at school and I came out as overweight. Well this was the 
last straw, the final trigger in the onset of bulimia. It was sheer frustration with my inability to 
restrict food intake for any length of time. The relationship with Kate lasted for two years, but it 
was full of secrecy about my bulimia.  It was so hard to conceal and I think because I wasn't 
myself, I didn't at that time understand my behavior or actually know who I was. This put great 
strain on the relationship and that’s partly what caused the break up. 

The turning point for me was realizing that I want to achieve great things in my life and my 
ambition for academic success outweighs my drive for thinness and inner control. I struggled 
to receive NHS help because my weight was not low enough to be considered ‘urgent’. This at 
first reaffirmed my preoccupation with weight because I was not thin enough to be accepted 
socially and I was still not thin enough to receive inpatient treatment. Receiving out-patient 
treatment seemed to be a bit of a ‘post code lottery draw’, a draw I did not win.  

I decided that I would aim to improve by myself.  By being reflective and learning about myself 
and bulimia.  

Creating my own bulimia website has helped me so much. It enabled me to post video logs of 
which me to watch them back and I think about what advice I would give if it were someone 
else. Receiving and giving support from people who really understand has taken away a lot of 
the shame and it’s refreshing to be able to open up about it.  

My recovery is still a working progress but a battle that I’m determined to win, just one step at 
a time! I think that life is precious and I never want to find myself in that low place ever again; 
not knowing myself and who I was, having no perceived importance or self-worth.  I feel there is 
nothing worse. 

I had bulimia for four years and still struggle with some symptoms. I think it’s now something 
that I have to use as my barometer. If my symptoms increase I know that there are aspects of 
my life I need to deal with more appropriately. I find mostly I’m able to put bulimia in a corner 
so that it only appears when I give it attention or respond to it. 

 I hope that the truth about bulimia comes out here rather than just the shocking and grim 
aspects that tend to grab attention. There are other difficult aspects such as the struggle to be 
heard by the NHS and the lack of understanding about bulimia and the coping mechanism 
behind it. 

Binging is due to hunger, frustration and to fill an emotional void.  When feeling out of control, 
full, shamed, sick purging follows in order to ‘regain control’. The eating disorder very quickly 
manifests itself and a cycle is entered that it very difficult to get out of.  After purging, hunger 
again develops within a few hours, this can trigger another binge. Emotional difficulty can 
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trigger a binge; at one point because binging and purging had become part of my lifestyle even 
boredom would trigger a binge.  

There is so much shame involved in bulimia.  I always wished I were anorexic because then I 
wouldn't feel greedy and that people would respect my control more. 

But as I said, I’m on the right path now, continuously working on self-discovery. It’s nice to be 
able to look back in hindsight and know that even though I put myself through complete hell 
I’m able to say that I have learned a hell of a lot about who I am. I now place self-worth on 
attributes such as my creativity, academic successes, and my relationships with people. My 
inner traits, what defines me, makes me unique and special. 

Thank you for reading my story! 
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KRISTIN’S STORY 
 

 

BACKGROUND 

Well, here I am writing a story that I never thought I would be writing: My Recovery Process 
from Bulimia Nervosa. Who would have thought? Certainly not me. 

It’s hard to believe that in August of this year I will be passing my ten-year recovery anniversary. 
I have remained quiet and out of the loop this entire time but I promised myself many years 
ago that if I ever reached this milestone that I would only then consider myself to be in a solid 
state of recovery and could begin to share what I have learned. My experiences are specifically 
directed to those with Bulimia, since that was my disorder of choice, but many issues cross 
over into Anorexia Nervosa and into obese overeating. 

Let me begin by stating the obvious. Variation exists in everything in life and that includes 
Bulimia. I believe that those with this disorder can place themselves on a Bulimia continuum, if 
you will. On the left side of the continuum are those who dabble in the behavior briefly and 
then are able to quickly get themselves back out. On the right side of the continuum are those 
who allow the behavior to completely envelop their lives to the point of not knowing how else to 
live. And, of course, there are all of those who fall in between the two extremes.  

I think it is important for those reading this story to know that I was as far out on the right hand 
side of that continuum as one could possibly get. I am not saying that to be melodramatic. I am 
saying it because it is true. I was absolutely addicted to food and exhibited the textbook signs 
of addiction. I lost friends because of this behavior, I lost jobs because of this behavior, and, 
yes, I even stole to support my habit. Once I started stealing I knew that I had a SERIOUS 
problem and I also recognized for the first time that Bulimia is most definitely a form of 
addiction and must be recognized as such. 

Allow me to offer further proof that I was 
indeed on the far right wing of this 
continuum. I was in the behavior pattern 
for a solid ten years of my life. Yes, an 
entire decade. The first time that I 
remember engaging in the binge / purge 
pattern was when I was fifteen years old 
and I continued in it until I was twenty-five. 
Think about that – at that point in time I 
had been Bulimic for almost one half of my 
entire lifetime! 

I was hospitalized three times for bulimia 
and had been in and out of therapy for the 
majority of those ten years. Towards the  
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end of that time frame even my counselor had given up on me. How sad is that? She said that 
she had done all that she could do for me and she thought that perhaps a different counselor 
might be able to help me more. If this does not prove my point that I was a "professional" when 
it came to this disorder then I do not know what will. 

I am writing this story to chronicle my efforts and to offer hope to all of those reading it that 
recovery is possible. Absolutely no one reading this story can be any worse than I was and if I 
can kick and scratch my way out of that behavior pattern then anyone can.  

What follows is the process that I went through in order to get to where I am today. There are 
many lessons that I have learned that I want to share and I hope at least one person out there 
can benefit from my mistakes. Please take to heart anything that you find helpful and disregard 
anything with which you may not agree or find offensive. No two people are alike and, 
therefore, no two recovery stories can be identical but I do believe that common threads do 
exist. 

THE PROCESS 

Again allow me to state the obvious (I’m good at that) and say that everything in life is a 
process. That includes recovery from Bulimia or any eating disorder for that matter. Some are 
able to breeze through the process while others, like myself, prefer the long, hard, dragged out 
version. I have always been a hard head after all. In the words of John Mellencamp, "I do things 
my way and I pay a high price." I certainly paid a high price when it came to bulimia. 

I think the first step to my recovery (this probably holds true for many others) was to blame 
everybody else for my problem.  

I mean, why not? 

It’s certainly the easiest thing to do. Why not do the easiest thing first? So I did. You bet. 

I blamed everybody. My controlling mom, my dad that I had only met once and who didn’t want 
anything to do with me, my step dad, my brother, my dog, bird, whoever. I wasn’t particular 
about whom to blame – as long as it wasn’t myself. But one day it dawned on me that while 
taking a look at my various relationships allowed me to understand how I allowed myself to fall 
into the behavior pattern, blaming those relationships didn’t help me at all in getting out. Alas! I 
was forced into blaming no one but myself for continuing in it. 

Although I am presenting this realization with a hint of comic relief, I cannot stress its 
importance as the very first turning point in my recovery. However, it would be many, many 
years from this realization to the first day of my recovery. It was a long road indeed. 

Unfortunately, while I am able to identify the first step in my recovery, I am unable to neatly and 
chronologically lay out all of the other steps that were involved. I believe that what "the 
process" truly boiled down to for me was a literal reprogramming of many ways in which I 
thought and of every single way that I dealt with my feelings and emotions. Because of this 
fact, the rest of the steps all happened so slowly and with so much unbelievable trial and error 
that I cannot honestly say which one happened next. Therefore, I have decided to discuss the 
larger issues in what I believe to be their order of importance. 
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As I mentioned above, the first and most important 
step of my recovery was accepting full responsibility 
for my behavior. I learned early on that I was unable 
to depend on anyone other than myself to take care 
of my problems and to see me through to recovery. 
Although I tried the "Give Your Problems to God" 
route, that road just wasn’t getting me anywhere. I 
needed to be in full control of my own life and not 
allow anyone or anything else, which included 
deities, to have a hand in it. In that way I ensured 
that all blame was placed on myself and not on 
anyone or anything else. I had to learn to trust and 
depend on myself first and everyone else second. I 
realize that this is not a path that works for all but it 
was the one that worked for me. 

The next issue that I want to discuss is the concept 
of eating only when one is hungry and stopping when full. This was such a difficult concept for 
me to learn (or rather re-learn) and continues to remain such a cornerstone to my recovery that 
I am unable to find words with which to express its importance. I will go out on a limb and 
state, for the record, that I believe this issue to be a common thread to anyone who is 
recovering from an eating disorder.  

Those that abuse their bodies with eating disorders for long periods of time, such as I did, lose 
all understanding of what hungry and full feel like. It is the very first thing learned as an infant 
but once lost, it is very, very difficult to relearn.  

After I quit the bulimic behavior, I did gain approximately ten pounds while I desperately sought 
to figure out what those two biological concepts meant. Since then my weight has leveled off at 
what I believe to be my body’s set weight and as long as I follow that basic rule of recovery, not 
to mention biology, my body takes care of itself and my weight no longer fluctuates. 

Another big reprogramming process that I had to go through was to, first, be able to figure out 
what I was feeling and, second, to be able to express those feelings in respectful and 
productive ways. You have to understand that my mother, who was my only parent, was a self-
proclaimed bigot. She was the "Archie Bunker of the neighborhood." I do not like to speak 
poorly of her since she is no longer alive to defend herself but I think it is important to 
understand how certain feelings and manners in which they are handled are learned 
responses.  

Once learned, it takes a virtual reprogramming to learn to handle them differently. That is what 
happened with me. I did not want to be a bigot. 

I am pleased to say that putting myself through college provided me with the tools I needed to 
be able to think for myself and to get myself out of that pattern of thinking. However, learning 
to figure out other feelings that I had other than those of bigotry and how to handle those 
feelings took many, many years of counseling and much trial and error.  
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Of course, stuffing one’s feelings down with food isn’t helpful in this area. Because of this, I 
think the majority of my progress that I made with regard to identifying my feelings came after I 
stopped the binge/purge behavior.  

It was pivotal for me to be completely honest with myself as to what I was feeling and, more 
importantly, to establish why I was feeling that way. I had to learn to trace my feelings back to 
those circumstances or events that caused them. Once I learned how to do that it made acting, 
or sometimes not acting, on them much easier. The ability to trace my feelings also made 
expressing them much easier. It then became a matter of cause and effect:  

I feel this way because this occurred or because this was said. 

With respect to feelings, I need to share one more important lesson that I have learned. 
Feelings are neither right nor wrong - they just are. This was a tough lesson for me. I had to 
learn that I feel what I feel and to stop beating myself over the head if those feelings were 
inappropriate or negative. Learning to trace my feelings back to their source allows me to 
either validate them or to alter them depending, of course, upon the situation. This 
continues to be one of the most powerful  tools in my recovery. 

One final important aspect to my recovery was the development of a respect for my body. One 
of the best classes that I took in college was a human biology class. I found it fascinating and 
developed a whole new respect for the human body. It is a remarkable piece of machinery with 

tens of thousands of processes 
occurring every day. It needs nutrition 
to run properly. 

I know that this fact goes without 
saying but those of us who abuse 
ourselves have a tendency to disregard 
it. There is something to be said in the 
phrase "ignorance is bliss". Once I 
learned more about how my body 
functioned it made me more aware of 
the damage that I was doing to it. 
That’s not to say that I immediately 
turned to recovery. Again, it would be 
many, many years before I took that 
final step. But it was another turning 
point.  That’s what it’s all about – 
turning points. 
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THE EVENT 

Here it is – here’s what you’ve been waiting to 
read: My Epiphany! 

What was it about that one day in August 1992 
that allowed me to take that final step? I’m sure 
this is quite a let down but I have no idea. Honestly 
– I do not know.  

For many, it takes a "bottoming out" of some sort 
but for me, I truly believe that there was no 
bottoming out. I could have continued in the 
Bulimic behavior pattern until my little heart finally 
said, "no more, I’ve had enough" and quit working 
before I would have ever bottomed out.  

As the years have passed I’ve spent many hours 
thinking about that eventful day but I am no closer 
to an answer now than I was then. Like many of 
you reading this story, I had made the commitment 
to stop the behavior many times in the past but 
had been unable to follow through. Why did I follow through that particular day? I just don’t 
know. 

I think there is a part of me that does believe in a higher power of some sort. I don’t know if I 
would call it "God" necessarily. I find myself wondering if it’s more planetary than anything else. 
Certain stars and planets that are aligned just right to create such change as to render them 
"unexplainable."  I believe that August 1992 was one such period of time, at least for me. I 
have no explanation for it. 

Perhaps part of my recovery was the fact that I had worked on all the other parts of my 
recovery that I could over that ten-year period and the only thing left was to finally leave the 
behavior behind. To let myself fly so to speak. 

 I just made the decision that I was finished and it was time to move on. 

It sounds trite but it’s as close to an explanation as I can offer. I wish I had more insight into 
that day but I just don’t. 
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MILESTONES 

Again – more of the obvious - all processes have milestones that serve as benchmarks to 
success. This holds true to the process of bulimic recovery as well.  

I have not kept up on the literature but, in my day, there were two benchmarks used in order to 
gauge one’s achievement. One such milestone was to pass a two-year consecutive period of 
binge free behavior and the other was to experience a traumatic event.  

Well, I can say that I definitely have both of those covered. I passed my two-year mark almost 
eight years ago, and my traumatic event I passed approximately seven years ago when my 
mother died of breast cancer. She had been diagnosed with it five years previously and had 
undergone a radical mastectomy in addition to taking an experimental type of medication. 
Unfortunately, the cancer reappeared in her lungs five years later at which time she refused all 
other treatment and allowed the cancer to consume her. It took eight months for her to die and 
it was, to date, the second most difficult thing that I have had to live through (my recovery, of 
course, remains the hardest). 

Although I can’t say as though I ever had thoughts at that time of returning to my old ways of 
dealing with stress, I can say that my eating patterns did change, which I believe to be a 
normal reaction given this type of situation. I was working full-time, finishing my last year of 
college full-time, and watching someone that I love die a long, slow, and extremely painful 
death. I was physically sick to my stomach more often than not, which made eating an 
unpleasant affair. I ended up losing approximately fifteen pounds during that time frame. After 
she died and things returned to a quasi-normal state, I put five pounds back on and have 
remained at that weight ever since. 

Of course, as one might guess, I have my own opinion concerning benchmarks that can be 
used to gauge just how solid one is on his/her path to Bulimic recovery. I completely agree with 
the traumatic event milestone. What I do not agree with is the two-year consecutive period of 
binge free behavior. I think this period of 
time needs to be more flexible and case 
specific.  

In my opinion, I believe that one must be 
out of the behavior for as many 
consecutive years as one was in it. For 
me, I was in it for ten years. To be out of it 
for two years wasn’t nearly long enough.  

Now that I am approaching year ten I will 
allow myself to believe that I am on a solid 
road to recovery but I will never  allow 
myself to say that I am recovered (past 
tense). I think that stating my recovery in 
the past tense is extremely dangerous.  
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To exemplify my point, let me say that approximately three years ago my husband and I started 
having marital problems. We ended up separating a couple of times. I had been in my seventh 
year of recovery at that point and I cannot tell you how perilously close I came to slipping. It 
was the closest I have ever come and I had already been in recovery for seven years!  

As I have stated previously, because I believe that bulimia is an addiction, I know that I can 
never  use the binge/purge cycle again to handle my feelings and emotions. 

Never.  Not once. Not ever. 

I will do whatever else I have to do (as long as it’s productive) but I absolutely cannot use that 
as my outlet. This is the thinking process that I have acquired that has allowed me to stay out 
of the behavior and in recovery for as long as I have. I believe this to be another commonality 
to recovery. 

So there are my most important lessons learned neatly laid out and appearing so easy. I wish I 
could have learned them sooner and without all the damage. But that is a "What If" scenario 
and not the reality of my life. 

 

THE HERE AND NOW 

Today, I believe that I am one of the most normal eaters that I know. I eat approximately four 
meals a day and I eat real food. I do not eat food that is diet, low fat, low calorie, or low sugar. I 
go out to eat at restaurants and no longer worry about the holidays and all of the food 
associated with them. I eat anything I want and I never  allow myself to be hungry.  

The funny thing is I no longer want all that junk food that I used to eat as a practicing bulimic. 
That’s not to say that I do not eat any junk food because I certainly do but my body craves 
foods with substance such as meat and potatoes. I can do all of this because of my basic rule 
of recovery, which again, is to only eat when I am hungry and to stop when I am full. 

I am five feet six inches tall and weigh 125 pounds. That is the weight that my body settled at 
after my mom died. It remains a constant with a normal variation of two to three pounds.  

I am a female and whether I like it or not, female body weight fluctuates. I deal with it and no 
longer worry about it. I still do occasionally weigh myself perhaps three times a year but it just 
isn’t necessary. There are many bigger issues to deal with while in recovery other than normal 
weight variation. Ten years ago I never thought that I would get to this point so I will say this 
again for emphasis. 

I f  I  can get here then anyone can. I t  is  possible.  I  am l iv ing proof. 

Looking back I wish I could have found a more productive and healthier way to learn all of 
these things about myself other than falling into the food obsession cesspit. But, to be honest, 
if that was the only way for me to get to where I am today then I would do it all again. I am not 
ashamed of the path that I took and I will not remain anonymous.  
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The person that I am today, with all of my good qualities and with just as many bad qualities, is 
a direct product of my bulimic recovery experiences. I have evolved from a person who had 
absolutely no self-esteem and no self-respect into a person who now emits those two qualities 
in the air that I carry around me. As a matter of fact the major non-food related motto by which 
I live today is that I no longer care if people like me but I demand respect. I will respect others 
as long as they do the same and if returning that respect isn’t possible then I expect them to 
stay away from me. It’s that simple. This is a far cry from the person who I used to be. 

I am certainly not finished recovering nor am I finished becoming the person that I want to be. I 
remain a process of continual improvement. What I do believe is that I have finally reached the 
point of self-acceptance. It has been a very long hard road but I do believe that the trip was 
well worth it.  

For those of you reading this who think you can’t reach this point - think again.  

Keep trying and don’t  ever give up  (even if your therapist gives up on you)!  

I know  that you can  do it.  

Remember, that statement comes from someone who has been there – and I mean who has 
real ly  been there. Who better to offer proof?  

WANT MORE? 
Remember to check back with us at www.help-with-bulimia.com.  We are committed to 
providing valuable resources and information for women who are beginning their journey.    

Join Our Community 

Have you ever noticed that road trips are a lot more fun and time seems to fly by when 
you’ve got a few fr iends with you?  We do, too.  

Join our community and be the first to learn about new, excit ing features as they are 
launched including:  

• Conference Calls 
• News Updates  
• Social Networking 

Sign up today at 

www.inspiring-bulimia-recovery.com to join 
our community and follow our blog where 
you can read even more recovery stories, 
tell your story, and share your experience 
with others. 

See you there! 
 


