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This booklet was made for SupportED's Eating
Disorder Awareness Week event 2023. We wanted to
share our community's stories; People's experiences of
eating disorders, whether personal or as a carer, are
unique. The aim of this booklet is to provide an outlet
for people who use our services, our volunteers, our
staff and others we work with to be able to share their
individual, powerful stories in whatever format they
liked. Storytelling helps us learn, improve our
understanding and emphasise with each other and
ultimately strengthen community connectedness. 

Introduction

The stories you will read, including
personal essays, poems and stories are
not representative of the views of
SupportED. We wanted people to be
able to tell their stories unfiltered, how
they wanted. We have taken steps to
ensure that content is not excessively
triggering, but it may still be difficult to
read for some people. In the contents,
there will be content warnings for
each piece. Please take care of yourself
when and after reading.

We want to thank everyone who contributed to
this booklet and our event. We are so grateful to
be able to play a part in sharing their stories. It is
never an easy feat to speak about your personal
experiences, therefore we are so proud of every
single person who wrote for this booklet.  

1



2



Walking onwards. Gentle tiptoes into darkness,

Knowing in my head, the sunrise is in front of me, 

The beauty, the landscape, the warmth of the sun, feeling in my heart,

The rawness of despair, the ugliness, the darkness of my day, 

fighting light and shade,

Hating noise. Desiring silence,

Feeling movement, praying for stillness,

The waves crashing on the shore, 

the vastness of the ocean, the smallness of me, 

shrinking slowly, painfully dying, getting smaller,

The turmoil, the fighting for life, 

the pain of wishing for death, the guilt, 

the weight of my guilt, the heaviness I feel,

The voices and the waves that land on the shore,

The hope, the sunrise coming up every day, every brand new day,

Another opportunity for hope, 

for holding on, for tiptoes in the sand, 

for footsteps left behind, 

for memories of those you love, of whom you love and love you.

 Every day, a new day for hope, 

A new hope, a clinging on, a moving on towards the sunset, 

towards an ending, towards a stillness, a silence towards God. 

And back to where I come from. 

Back, back, back. 

Two roads, one life, one death, 

one. A new beginning another day, 

one, an end, a final chapter. 

All God Ever Wanted Me To Be
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Two roads, a chance given to turn,

But can I ever really choose a direction,

 choose love, I choose life,

I choose you,

I choose God,

I choose the voice that says, you are strong, you belong here. 

Yes, I choose life,

I fight the voice that says otherwise, the feelings of the despair,

I choose love because love chooses me and I am good enough, 

and that is all God ever wanted me to be,

And I am not ever what has happened to me or what illnesses I have, 

I am much more than that. I am part of a family,

I am a child of God,

I am good enough, and that is all God ever wanted me to be. 

All God ever wanted me to be.

Joyce Davies
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'My Mother's Favourite Flowers'
by Anonymous 
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Eilidh's Story
I’ve spent the past week pondering how best to start this, to the point I
considered not writing anything at all, but I thought I’d start by expressing
what anorexia has taught me about myself, particularly throughout the
Covid pandemic in isolation. I’m 29 years old and for the past 15 years I have
beaten myself up for allowing this illness to control my life, and have
convinced myself I am weak for not being able to overcome it. However, just
recently, I have had a breakthrough realisation that I’m actually incredibly
strong and resilient for continuing to fight, even on the most difficult days.
Battling with the thoughts and demons in my head for over half of my life
and not giving up does not make me weak, in fact quite the opposite.

Prior to the Covid Pandemic I spent many years floating through life as what
I would call a ‘functioning anorexic’. I held down a full time job, went to the
gym daily, had a good relationship with my family and socialised with friends
(not because I wanted to but because I felt pressurised to; anorexia will do
that to you). My busy daily routine distracted me from dealing with my deep
issues surrounding self worth, sexuality, body image and food control. When
this was all taken away during Covid it led me on a downward spiral where I
finally hit rock bottom. 

Anorexia is such a complex illness, and I often describe my thoughts as a
constant tug of war – one minute I’m fully committed to recovery and
believe I deserve to live a full life, but just as soon as that thought comes it is
replaced by the demonic belief that staying small and having extreme
control over my daily intake and expenditure is the safer option that will
ultimately bring me the most happiness (the logical part of my brain knows
this is entirely false). 

Although the pandemic forced me to slow down and take the downtime I
needed to focus on my health and recovery, it also done the opposite by
giving me so much free time to the point I could put sole focus on sticking to
a strict exercise regime and prioritise extreme control over food. Anorexia in
itself is such an isolating illness in that it convinces you it is your best friend,
and you don’t need anyone else in your life. I spent years pushing people
away, and finally Covid gave me an excuse to isolate myself and focus on
being the best anorexic. This made recovery so much more difficult as, again,
I was battling an even tougher tug of war between using the downtime to
fully commit to recovery with no distractions, or using it to build even
stronger habits of control. 6



One of the biggest roadblocks I faced during my recovery throughout
Covid was the fight for medical treatment. With the NHS under so much
pressure, and with so many new regulations in place, I was made to feel
like I would need to be on my deathbed before I received professional help.
It took my mum having a breakdown with the doctor out of fear she was
going to lose me before I eventually received treatment. 

I have relapsed in and out of recovery for over half of my life, and I truly
believe that, like most sufferers, if I had received treatment earlier, I would
have been in a much better place to reach a full recovery. If it wasn’t for the
support of my family, in particular my mum, I would’ve given up a long
time ago. My mum has never given up on me and she truly believes I can
beat this illness. For years I wanted to do it solely for her, but I’ve finally
reached a point where I want it as much for myself as I do for her. 

To anyone reading this who is suffering, you’ve probably heard this advice a
million times before, but please speak to someone who you trust about
how you’re feeling and what you’re struggling with the most. The thought
of doing so is terrifying due to the fear of being judged, as there is such a
stigma surrounding eating disorders, but trust me when I say that opening
up to a loved one will very rarely result in judgement. Those close to you
will already be aware you are struggling, and it will be a weight off both
your shoulders by making that first step towards recovery. 

Prior to the Covid isolation I was a champion at bottling up my emotions
and pushing my problems to the side by keeping myself as busy as
possible, but I’ve now realised how unhealthy of a coping mechanism that
is. I don’t want to sound like I now have it all together, because I don’t, but
building up the courage and trust to open up to my mum during the
pandemic, and then my therapist, and now my girlfriend and new
therapist is undoubtedly the most positive thing I have done to help me on
my path to full recovery.
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Mom and Dad say that Allie is very sick, but she doesn't act sick. She still goes
to school and sees her friends. When I am sick I stay at home in bed .

We don't go out for supper anymore. Mom says that it stresses Allie out too
much. I don’t understand that. We used to have so much fun, we used to go
out every Sunday. I’m pretty sure that it was supposed to be my turn to pick
the restaurant too. 

We don’t even eat together during the week anymore. Dad stays at work
much later. He says he has lots to do, but I think he just doesn’t like seeing
Allie so sad. 

Allie doesn’t like to eat with Mom and me; she says that she’s not hungry.
She’s never hungry. That always makes Mom sad. 

Allie spends a lot of time in the bathroom. She won’t even let me watch her
put on her makeup. She doesn’t wear her pretty dresses anymore either.
She’s always in her baggy old jumper. 

I think Allie’s mirror is broken. Mom took it out of her room and said it makes
Allie sicker. She said that it doesn't show Allie how she actually looks. This
made Allie really mad. She started yelling at Mom. 

Allie is starting to look a lot more sick. Her face is sunken like a skeleton, and
when she gave me a hug, I could feel all her bones pressing into me. I didn’t
like it. I try not to give her hugs very often now. 

Allie says that she eats in her room, but yesterday I went to steal a pair of
socks from her and found some old spaghetti and a sandwich in her drawer. I
told Mom and she got very quiet, then she and Dad got into a fight. 

Today, Mom explained to me why Allie is so sick. She said that Allie’s brain is
being really mean to her. Her brain is a big bully that calls her fat and ugly. It
tells her not to eat, and she can’t fight it. 

I got really confused. Allie is super pretty. I don’t understand why her brain
would say those things. Mom said that Allie’s brain tricks her; it makes her
look completely different in the mirror. “Why would it do that?” I asked. Mom
sighed and said that Allie’s brain wants her to become very, very sick. 

My Skeleton Sister
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Mom and Dad force Allie to eat at the table now. Whenever they ask her to
eat she starts crying. I don’t like family dinners anymore. 

Whenever she looks at the food on her plate her eyes get really big. She
starts shaking and crying like she’s afraid of it. Pizza night is always the worst.
Mom always excuses me early so that I don’t have to watch Allie get so upset. 

I know that Allie needs to get help if she is going to get better, but she
doesn’t seem to like that idea. The truth is, I don’t think Allie even wants to
get better.

Mom, Dad, and Allie had a huge fight. There was lots of screaming and
crying. They came and told me that Allie might have to go away for a little
while. They said it will help her get better.

I just want Allie to come home, I miss her. Mom is the only person that is
allowed to go, but she says Allie is feeling better.

Allie has a special doctor now. She sees her once a week at the hospital.
Sometimes Mom, Dad, and I go see her doctor too. Allie says that these
meetings don’t help, but Mom and Dad think that they do. I don’t know what
to think, but I do know that some days I catch Allie smiling to herself. 

They say that the bully in Allie’s head will never go away, but she is learning
to deal with it, and so are we. 

Evan Edwards
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Louise's Story
My journey of Anorexia nervosa began in 2019 not long after I sadly had to retire
through ill health at the age of 35 from a 14 year career in mental health due to
aggressive Crohn’s disease.

At the time I was busy planning my wedding which was very stressful, despite it
being a happy event, but sadly this stress led to yet another flare of my disease.

I began to exhibit some of the classic behaviours associated with anorexia such
as: restricting food/my NG feed, binning food in secret, obsessing over calories,
preoccupation with food, over exercising and feeding others through my
baking.

I quickly discovered that by controlling what I ate it helped minimise my pain,
they made me feel that I had regained some sense of control over my life and
deal with difficult emotions and situations.

Anorexia nervosa became a friend to me; I saw the weight drop off and felt a
sense of accomplishment. I was admitted to hospital for intravenous feeding
because I required further surgery, but my surgeon was unwilling to operate
until I was more nutritionally stable. This, as you can imagine, utterly terrified
me. However, I simply couldn’t cope with the excruciating pain I was living with
each day and my reliance on opiates to help control it.

My admission to hospital quickly descended into a nightmare when I developed
septic shock and had to be transferred to Intensive care where I fought for my
life as my vital organs began to shut down.

After a long inpatient recovery where I was nursed in isolation for a long period,
I was eventually well enough to return home where my husband and I
continued intravenous feeding after receiving comprehensive training.

I found this challenging as my intravenous feeding ran overnight which
disrupted my sleep and I silently battled with the amount of calories that were
being fed into my body, with no control over it. I didn’t ever disclose to any of
my loved ones at this point, I felt too afraid to say the words out loud for fear
that I wouldn’t be understood and that my family would be angry with me.
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I  managed to beat anorexia though! I began to menstruate again and my
Crohn’s disease was well controlled so my husband and I began to try for a
family. I was 38, so I was concerned that time wasn’t on my side.

Sadly after only 6 months of trying, my crohn’s disease flared again and I was
put on the waiting list for yet more surgery (operation 11).

This is when my Anorexia resurfaced for a second time. Anorexia took a severe
grip as I felt that my chances of becoming a mum were slipping away and that
my Crohn’s was robbing me of my dreams and quality of life.

Each day was complete torment. I simply didn’t want to wake up, my mood
would “crash” and I became extremely hypersensitive, swinging from crying at
the slightest thing to uncontrollable anger.

I became very isolated, rarely leaving the house unless persuaded and
supported by friends or family. These trips often had to be cut short due to
overwhelming distress.

I was barely existing and elected to be admitted to hospital for help with
medical stabilisation through nasogastric feeding because I had hit “rock
bottom” unable to care for myself and carry out basic tasks such as personal
care without the assistance of my husband or friends because I was so weak and
fear of collapsing.

My admission was horrendous; being nursed under the MARSIPAN protocol was
extremely overwhelming. Not being allowed to leave my bedside without
wheelchair assistance was so demoralising and left me feeling extremely
vulnerable, often crying and feeling trapped.

I felt that the mental health support from the liaison team was very poor,
despite this being a mental illness. Staff on the ward were lovely, but sadly they
lacked the knowledge and skills to help me when I was extremely distressed
and couldn’t meet my psychological needs.

I was lucky to have a very supportive husband, family and friends plus my
befriender Lynn from SupportED, who kept in touch by email because it was
simply too noisy to have our usual weekly call.
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I was glad to resume our weekly calls when I was well enough to return home.
Lately, we have been discussing me starting voluntary work, making welfare
calls to the elderly and building my confidence so that I can return to a part
time job in mental health which I really miss.

I feel like I have turned a corner and I’m coping with small amounts of weight
gain, which is a major achievement when you have such a powerful illness like
anorexia nervosa! My thinking is less clouded with being better nourished and
I’m beginning to think about my long-term goals such as my career and one
last attempt at conceiving.

I could never have contemplated talking about my future like this 4 months
ago. I still have a long road to recovery ahead of me but I’m utilising the coping
strategies I’ve learned through working with my nurse therapist weekly. I’ve
also learnt to practice self-care such as crystal art, having a relaxing bath,
reading and complementary therapies. I hope that by doing these it will help
me to continue my journey to recovery and lead a more fulfilling life and stop
anorexia controlling me!

I hope that by sharing my story that it will give hope to others who are battling
an eating disorder; its never too late to turn your health around.
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I am running late for my GP appointment. I didn’t want to get up and now
the buses are running late. It has been 4 weeks since I saw any of my
friends. I am back at my mum's for the day, because my GP is ‘at home’. I
live in a private student flat with 4 strangers who definitely think I am
insane. I go to work 5 times a week, I have rent to pay. I usually spend most
of my shift crying, which should put off customers, but it's fitting for a run
down bowling alley so no one bats an eyelid. I don’t go in to university, I
don’t have the energy and I have no friends there. It was really difficult to
make friends, but I try not to think about it too much as I don’t need to
focus on any more personality flaws right now. I send weekly emails to my
tutors:

“Hello,
I am very unwell still. I am not able to attend today. I am so sorry, I really
do hope to be back next week.”

Sometimes they reply, usually they don’t. It is normally "get better soon”
but I don't think they mean it. I think most of them have given up on me, if
they remotely care. My student support officer emails me sometimes. I
have been to his office, where he looks at me sympathetically, and asks me
if I think university is the right thing for me. “I am the first in my family, this
is very important to me” I say, but I don’t know if I believe that any more. I
wonder if he would even recognise me in the street or in a shop. I feel so
insignificant at university, I think I could die and no one would notice. 

The bus arrives, and I get on. I fumble my exact change into the little box
thing. The bus driver presses the button and my little ticket comes out. I
realise I am already crying, I look at the bus driver and he looks at me as if
to say ‘take that ticket and move’. I sit in the seat I always sit in. I like the
high seats in the mid-back of the bus. I like the bus, but I always cry on it
now, which is embarrassing. I think I like it because I can just sit alone but I
am surrounded by people. 

 
 

A day in the life of a high achiever
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It is only 5 minutes to the GP so I arrive just one minute late. Even if you are
one minute late, the self serve machine doesn't work so I have to stand at
reception and ring the bell. A woman appears from the office and greets
me. “I was just one minute late so I can’t register” I say to her. She sighs
loudly but then she looks at me and sees I’ve been crying so her tone turns
slightly nicer. My face goes blotchy and bright red when I cry, it's
painstakingly obvious. She takes my date of birth and confirms my name
and I go and sit down in the worst waiting room in the world. My GP waiting
room is definitely purgatory on earth. It is a hexagon and the air feels yellow,
which reminds me of scientology for some reason. It is filled with badly
designed posters that look about 20 years old. On the TV above the door, it
has a slideshow of disclaimers which I find amusing.

“WE APOLOGISE FOR LONG WAITING TIMES. IF YOU WAIT MORE THAN 40
MINUTES FOR YOUR APPOINTMENT, PLEASE CONTACT RECEPTION”

“APPOINTMENTS ARE ONLY 5 MINUTES LONG AND FOR ONE PROBLEM
ONLY. IF YOU HAVE MORE THAN ONE PROBLEM, PLEASE BOOK A DOUBLE
APPOINTMENT.”

“EMERGENCY APPOINTMENTS ARE FOR EMERGENCIES ONLY. WE WILL
TRY AND OFFER YOU THE CLOSEST POSSIBLE APPOINTMENT IF YOU HAVE
AN IMMEDIATE ISSUE THAT DOES NOT CONSTITUTE AN EMERGENCY”

The disclaimers always cheer me up. I like the one problem only one
especially, very relatable. After 50 minutes, my doctor comes in and says my
name. It always makes me feel like I am auditioning for something when I
have to leave the waiting room. I get up and every single person is in the
room is watching me like a cast of hawks, as I toddle out like a desperate,
struggling actor waiting for my big break. 

I like my GP. It was big trial and error finding the right one, after coming to
this surgery for 18 years- literally since birth. She says some left field stuff
sometimes, but she is better than the others I’ve seen, such as the man that
would whisper “Menstrual Cycle” and squirm when I then had to tell him
details of my period. She is a lovely woman who treats me like a person, and
generally listens to me. She writes any and all letters that I need to prove to
university and my work that I am very clinically depressed. Once the
university refused a note because it wasn't specific enough, so now we write
the letters together, which I like. It does feel like she cares about me.
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She sits down and gives me ‘that’ smile that you give an old dog that wets itself.
I am a too harsh on her sometimes, she probably is just trying to be friendly.
“You look tired” she says, “Did you sleep okay?”. I tell her I can’t sleep since the
psychosis. She breathes in and nods. I had a rare reaction to fluoxetine, which
could have also been a coincidence. I don’t know and I don’t care, I just hope it
never comes back. I can’t sleep because I am scared that I will wake up in it
again. Everyone in my life thinks I am so weird now, including friends that I have
known for over ten years. I can’t go into Sainsburys as I had a big psychotic
episode about the calories in a brioche roll. I loved brioche rolls before, it was
one of the few foods I actually liked. People had never looked at me like that
before. 

She moves onto my eating. She never weighs me, which is nice and considerate
but the cynic in me knows that there is no record of how much I have lost. If and
when I buy food, I have to walk 10 extra minutes to Tesco, which I usually don’t
have the energy to do. “When did you last eat?” she asks. “Food or a meal?” I ask.
She looks at me confused as she sees no difference, I see a big difference. “Both”
she says hesitantly. “Food, yesterday, a meal, I am not sure, like a month ago.” I
answer. She takes a big gulp and asks what food I ate. I eat the same snack 3
times a day, everyday. I found it out on a forum. I wish I never found it, but here
we are. I am stuck in it. I tell her what it is. She nods and writes something.

I look her dead in the eye and say “I have anorexia, I have had it since I was 12”. I
have been deliberately restricting for years, it was picked up a few times, but
never taken that seriously. I also never liked food as a child, it was a war to get
me to eat a thing even as a toddler. That innate dislike of food make deliberate
restriction easy.  “Why do you think that? Have you been online?” She asks me. I
hold back a scoff, I know she is well meaning. “I have been restricting food since
I was 12, and now, since the psychosis, I have all these rules, I exercise constantly,
and I count calories excessively. It has taken over my life.” I said to her.

She didn’t believe me about the psychosis either at the start until the suicide
attempt and the sudden self harm which I had absolutely no history of. I have
brought up my eating habits before and it must be on my notes from when I
came as an adolescent about it. She knows I do not eat. This is the first time I
have expressed my opinion on my eating disorder, I have known for years, and I
accepted it ages ago. My adolescent anorexia was like a puppy that bites you
and you bleed a bit but you train it to stop biting; but the psychosis fed it, and
now it's a bulging deadly beast that I don’t understand and can't control. 
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She smiles at me and takes a deep breath, “I understand you are concerned
about your eating, I do think you have signs of anorexia. However, anorexia is a
big thing. You want to work in politics right? A diagnosis of anorexia could hold
you back. You are a high achieving student at a prestigious university, a
diagnosis of something like that could affect your chances. I suggest we keep
monitoring you and if you still think this, I will refer you and you can speak to the
specialists. You should also stay off line about this stuff, it is easy to fit yourself
into american website information but you know under eating is a symptom of
depression and anxiety, which you’ve had for a while now.” She looks at her
watch. “Does that sound okay?” she says. 

I am tired now and am about to start crying again. I force a smile and say “Okay”.
I have done all I can this week. I will be back for my next appointment in two
weeks. I appreciate that she is seeing me so regularly, so I find it hard to be
angry at her. I stand up and have a headrush and almost faint, she doesn't seem
to notice me sitting back down again. I get back up and say thank you and
leave. A nurse sees me in the hall and asks if I am okay. I try not to cry and ask
her for some water, she takes me to the water fountain. “You can sit as long as
you like, is one of your parents picking you up?”. She asks. “Yes” I lie. She leaves
and I down the water and saunter to the bus stop. I do not have to wait long, I
pay the bus driver, I sit in my favourite seat, the high ones in the mid-back. I
check my phone.

Outlook
School of Social and Political Science- No submission of assignments. 

Outlook
School of Social and Political Science-Attendance Warning.

iMessage
Hiya, do you wanna go to pizza hut on Friday? Or whatever you want, cinema? I
haven't seen you in ages. 

Fitbit
Low Heart Rate- We detected that your heart rate fell below **BPM for 20
minutes. 

Fitbit
Reminder to move! **** steps left for your daily goal!

Whatsapp
Boss- Can you do a 12 hour on friday instead of your shift tomorrow? 18



 

I reply to my boss with a “sure”. When I am at work I can’t do anything to
myself, it is similar to being on the bus. I am alone but not really, so I am safe. I
clear the other notifications. I get off the bus and saunter to my mum’s flat,
where I will stay until tomorrow. Her car is in the car park, she must be home
from work. My mum looks at me differently now. I can’t describe it really. I do
not think she knows who I am anymore. I go into the house and check myself
in the hallway mirror. I cried on the bus again, but the cold weather evened out
my blotchy face. I dash to the bathroom and splash and dry my face just to be
sure she won't notice. I walk into the living room and take a deep breath. 

My mum is on her sofa, phone in one hand, tv remote in the other. She is
watching The Chase. She glances at me. “I thought the appointment was in
the afternoon? I expected you to be home, I didn’t know where you were. What
were you doing in the toilet?” she says in a militant type fashion. “They were
running late, I only got into the actual room at 4, I washed my hands with
warm water, they were cold.” I answer. “Classic, I waited an hour or something
last time,” she says, not challenging my toilet lie. I look at my sofa, on the side
table next to it, there is a panini. I stare at the panini. My mum looks at me and
just says “Eat it.” then moves her attention back to the chase. She is my
mother, a single mother, who has sacrificed so much and worked so hard for
me. Through the poverty we grew up in, when she worked three jobs, she
always put food on the table. So I sit down and I eat it. I like it, she put in
caramelised onion, my favourite. I manage not to cry. I get all the questions
right in the Final Chase, my mum congratulates me.  I have always loved The
Chase.

I think the only time I don't feel completely alone are times like this with my
mum,  sitting on my sofa, watching The Chase in near silence.

Iona Bowden
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To be isolated is to be apart from other people. To be alone.

That’s what an eating disorder does; it isolates. It takes you away from those
you love, and you’re left with only the thoughts in your head for company.

As an adolescent and in my early twenties, I lived apart from reality,
wrapped up in my head – first with anorexia, and then bulimia.

When I was living with anorexia, I spent a lot of time by myself, focusing on
anything other than food. School work was my life. Achievements were
what I lived for. I didn’t strive to make friends or even spend time with
family. 

My anorexia made me feel detached from ‘real life’, my mind a constant
stream of thoughts about how much I weighed, how big my stomach was
on any given day, or how many calories I’d eaten. 

When I developed bulimia some years later, my isolation had a different sort
of intent behind it; I hid away from the world because I was ashamed.
Ashamed of having gained so much weight in such a short space of time;
ashamed I couldn’t tell anyone what I was going through. Ashamed of all
the food I had eaten each day, unable to control myself. 

Isolation sucks. Eating disorders suck. For those of you still living in this
world, I hear you, you’re not alone. 

A few years into recovery, I no longer feel isolated from the world or the
people I love. Food no longer controls my thoughts, or who I am, instead it is
something to be enjoyed. I can go out and eat with friends, I can cook for
the people I love. Recovery is embracing life and embracing community.

Life In Isolation

Fionnuala Shakespeare
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Weight

When I think of my weight I think of
being 12 years old in my school and the
nurse is weighing me. 
She sucks through her teeth and the
only word I hear is "obese". 
In that moment, I felt like "obese" was all
I was, nothing more. 
I felt like I took up so much space and I
hated it.  

When I think of my weight I think of
being 14 years old and my mum's got
me on weight watchers, 
Each night I forked through the
unappetising meals.
I started to binge secretly at night, 
I can't describe in words how a binge
felt.
Freeing and imprisoning at the same
time.

When I think of my weight I am 16 and I
have started to purge. 
I lost a little weight and the compliments
flowed in. 
My mum's friend told me how healthy I
look, friends asked me how I  finally
managed it.
But eventually the weight returned, the
purging sticks. 

When I think of my weight I am now 21
and I have stopped purging.
The binges won't stop so I finally go to a
doctor to get help I cant do it alone
anymore. 
The first thing they do when I mention an
eating disorder is weigh me. 
She sucks through her teeth and the only
word I hear is "obese",
In that moment, I feel like "obese" is all I
am, nothing more,
I feel like I take up so much space and I
hate it.

 
Anonymous
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Firstly, thank you to all of the people that contributed their work and stories to
this booklet. Thank you to all of our volunteers who lead our support groups and
befriending service, we could not do what we do without you. Thank you to all of
our trustees, who are integral to the running of the charity. Thank you to
everyone that uses our services for opening up to us and trusting us.

Thank you to all of our generous funders who support our crucial services,
including trusts, grants, university clubs and individuals. SupportED relies on
donations from generous donors to be able to run our services. If you would like
to donate anything to us, even just £1, you can scan the QR code below or go to
our website. 

Thank you to all the other organisations we work closely with. Working together
to improve people's life is so important to us. Thank you to the NHS workers,
who despite the challenges addressed in this booklet, work incredibly hard for
people with eating disorders and beyond.  

Thank you to the charity's founders, Anne and Colin Tremble, without whom we
and our work would not exist. The creation of SupportED in 2014 has led to the
creation of charity support services that were so desperately missing for people
in Scotland with eating disorders and their families and carers. 

Finally, this booklet, and all of our work is always carried out in memory of Linda
Tremble, after whom the organisation is named.
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