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���  It’s the Support Letter’s Second Anniversary! ���  
 
 

     I’d like to thank you for your support, friendly feedback, and your 

contributions to the Support Letter! Together we are making a difference in 

other people’s lives with giving them hope, comfort, and support, and with 

spreading the message that recovery IS possible !  

 

     And as of today, we have 2,358 readers ! Pretty good, considering, we are just two years 

young! �   

 

     The first Support Letter was sent out almost exactly two years ago, to not even 15 members. 

Wow… we have grown a lot! Thank you everybody again so much for your continuous support, it 

means a lot to me!  

 

     I wish you all the best and lots of strength. Keep on believing in yourself and continue to be 

strong. And whatever happens, don’t give up. Always remember, recovery IS possible and really 

does exist – I am NOT the exception to the rule! 

 

     Take very special care of yourself! 

 

 
 
 

 
PS. If you’d like to share your poetry, artwork, recove ry story or thoughts on recovery with the 
Support Letter community , feel free to get in touch with me at andrea@youarenotalonebook.com. I am 
looking forward to hearing from you! �  Feel free to also get in touch with me and send me your feedback 
and suggestions.   

 
PPS. The winner from last month’s “Carolyn Costin Book” Give-Away is ….  Caroline from Texas, USA 
Congratulations!!  �  A copy of “100 Questions & Answers About Eating Disorders” by Carolyn Costin is 
already on its way and will arrive shortly! �  

 
PPPS. “Recovered In Oatmeal” contributor Danielle is busy with college but will be back again soon! �   
 



 

 

 

“Knowing is not enough; we must apply. Willing is n ot eno ugh; we must 
do.”  
-- Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 
 
“You may never know what results come from your act ion. But if you do 
nothing, there will be no result.”  
-- Mahatma Gandhi 
  
“As a single footstep will not make a path on the e arth, so a single 
thought will not make a pathway in the mind. To mak e a deep physical 
path, we walk again and again. To make a deep menta l path, we must 
think over and over the kind of thoughts we wish to  dominate our lives.”
-- Henry David Thoreau 
 
“Many of us spend our whole lives running from feel ing with the 
mistaken belief that you cannot bear the pain. But you have already 
borne the pain. What you have not done is feel all you are beyond that 
pain.”  
-- Kahlil Gibran 
 
“It is never too late to be what you might have bee n.”  
-- George Eliott 
 
“If you want to be yourself as you dream, you have to take out the 
rubbish that you learned which is not yours.”  
-- Moshe Feldenkrais 
 
”All the adversity I've had in my life, all my trou bles and obstacles, have 
strengthened me . . . You may not realize it when i t happens, but a kick 
in the teeth may be the best thing in the world for  you."  
-- Walt Disney 
 
"When I discover who I am, I'll be free."   
-- Ralph Ellison 
 
"When one door closes another door opens; but we so  often look so 
long and so regretfully upon the closed door, that we do not see the 
ones which open for us."   
-- Alexander Graham Bell 
 
"Reach for the moon, even if you miss you’ll land a mongst the stars."  
-- Anonymous  
 
"There are two ways to live your life. One is as th ough nothing is a 
miracle. The other is as though everything is a mir acle."   
-- Unknown 
 
"Experience is a hard teacher because she gives the  test first, the 
lesson afterwards."   
-- Unknown 
 
"If you bring forth what is within you, it will hea l you. And if you do not 
bring forth what is within you, it will destroy you ."   
-- from the Gospel of St. Thomas 
 

Inspirational Quotes: 
Words to help you on your journey. 

 



 

 

 
INSPIRING WOMAN OF THE MONTH – Making A Difference In The World:   
 
 

Jessica Weiner  

This month, I have the pleasure of introducing you to a woman you’ve 
probably heard of before – Jessica Weiner. As one of the most prominent 
faces in the body image and eating disorder world, she has been featured on 
numerous television programs including the Tyra Show, has authored two 
books and is a columnist for a number of publications including Seventeen 
Magazine. 

Jessica is a huge inspiration to me and I’m honoured to be able to bring you 
this exclusive interview with her. 

---------------------------------------------------------- 

Tell us a bit about yourself.   

I grew up in Miami, Florida; I have one younger sister who I adore. I went to school in 
Pennsylvania and eventually moved out to California about eight years ago. I love it 
here! My passions of course include helping others and being of service but I also 
love white water rafting and walking on fire! 

When did your struggle with body image issues and e ating disorders begin?  

I began my first diet at eleven years old. And from there my focus really honed in on 
obsessing about weight, food, fat, and calories. As a teenager I was less concerned 
with what kind of person I was but more so what siz e pants I wore . I wrote about 
all of this in my book “A Very Hungry Girl” because that’s how I felt all the time – 
hungry. Hungry to be filled up on life. To not worry so much about my body or beauty. And eventually by 
my mid-teens my dieting obsession turned to an EDNOS (an eating disorder not otherwise specified) but I 
didn’t think I had a problem because I didn’t look “sick”.  I wasn’t rail thin and I wasn’t extremely 
overweight. I didn’t think eating disorders occurred in average shaped bodies – but they exist in all body 
types. 

 

How long did you suffer from eating disorders befor e you told someone/before someone noticed?  

I struggled from the time I was eleven to eighteen and I got help professionally when I was in college. No 
one really noticed because I was great at covering it up with a smile and a lo t of achievement . But as 
soon as I sought treatment for it – I found group therapy to be very helpful – sitting with other women who 
were also battling the same disease (but in different forms) was incredibly helpful to know I wasn’t alone – 
and I didn’t have to hide it anymore . 

 

How did you get started in your recovery and healin g journey?  

My turning point was thinking about suicide as a way out of my pain from the ED. I had an epiphany 
moment in the bathroom of my residence hall in coll ege – where I was about to purge and I turned 
around there was a sign from residence life that said “Eating Disorders Can Kill” and underneath it in 
black magic marker a woman had written “Screw You I am Already Dead” – and it hit me hard – other 
women on my floor were struggling too and I just pa ss them by every day  thinking they are perfect 
because of what they look like or what clothes they wore – but then I realized we were all in this together 
and that’s what prompted me to go get help. If women seventeen, eighteen, ninteen years old had to go 



 

 

scribble their pain on the back of a bathroom stall in order to express it – that wasn’t good enough for me 
– I wanted to do something about how I was feeling. 

What helped you most during your recovery?  

Hearing other people’s stories – watching them recover – then watching them relapse and recover again. 
It taught me that recovery isn’t a straight line  – it isn’t one path – it isn’t black or white – it is a process 
and when we can be gentle with ourselves and allow that process to unfold – believing we are worthy of 
getting better – and getting the right help then we can recover. I know because I am eighteen years on the 
other side. 

 

What advice do you have for individuals who have an  eating disorder?  

Realize that you can recover . You will recover. It won’t look like a perfect picture. There is no such thing 
as perfect. You have to fight for the life you want to create. Imagine it – work toward it- take risks in it – 
and believe you will get there. You are the writer of your own story – the eating d isorder is just one 
chapter – continue writing the story and make it a successful one! 

 

We live in a society were we are made to believe th at "thinness" and beauty brings happiness.. what 
are your thoughts about this?  

I wrote my second book about this very subject matter – “Life Doesn’t Begin 5 Pounds From 
Now” is about how we all put our real lives on hold for these fantasy lives that begin when we 
are thinner, younger, with a better husband, in a new job, or wearing different clothes. But the 
jokes on us – the only way to be happy is to create happy moments and design your life 
around things that make you passionate and proud. No diet can give you that. Only creating 
esteemable acts and moments in your life of gratitude and grace, in my opinion, bring you to 
happiness. Beauty fades. Empowerment lasts . 

 

You make a positive difference in people's lives wi th all the projects you are involved in (writing 
books, speaking tours, TV appearances, and much mor e)... Where do you get your energy from and 
how do you keep balance?   

HA! Who says I have balance?! J I try to keep things in perspective as best I can but I am definitely a 
work-a-holic. I am constantly trying to remember to have a personal life in the midst of all this and it’s hard 
sometimes because I am supremely passionate about my work because it is a part of my life. So I am 
getting better at taking vacations or saying NO or just taking a darn nap now and then. Anything to refuel 
and reboot. 

 

How do you see your future? What are your goals?  

Oh I have so many goals – my future is bright and rich and full of great things! I want to continue doing 
what I do – inspiring people – provoking them to take action – and make changes in their life and in the 
world at large. I am conquering Hollywood one project at a time – dedicated to creating media that 
matters and continuing to grow my audience to include women and girls worldwide who want to be 
ACTIONISTS® (my word for people who take action in their everyday lives).  I hope to one day have a 
family and raise some kids but I’ll never slow down, I don’t think, it’s in my blood! 

  

 

Jessica Weiner  is an Author, Advice Columnist, and Self-Esteem Expert. For more information about Jess, 
visit her website at www.JessWeiner.com.  

And make sure to visit her Dove blog at http://dove.msn.com/#/connections/blogs/Jess.aspx/ and her 
Seventeen Magazine blog at http://www.seventeen.com/health-sex-fitness/body-types/body-peace-blog/ 



 

 

Poems and artwork by Cat Gin 
 
 

It's a journey now, so come!  
 
 

Mirror image this person here 
mirror her to me 

for she is who I really am 
who I want to be 

  
she's talented, and loving 

she's a good person, she is 
she's a loving wife 

and a good mother to her kids 
  

if someone were to ask me 
if she's happy being here 

I would have to say that yes 
though she still holds some fear 

  
But those things that she fears still 

are things that she can live with 
things that are buried in herself 

she's learning to forgive 
  

Things that are in her past 
she knows that they can't hurt her 
but even though she knows that 

sometimes they do divert her 
  

But all in all, I'd say that she 
is healed inside, and out 

though sometimes she may slip a bit 
and sometimes she has doubts 

  
She may sometimes undermine herself 

and restrict her food? She might… 
But when she lays herself down 

on these hot, sultry summer nights 
  

she knows that in her heart and soul 
she's calmed her childhood fears 

and all those things that troubled her 
have grown weaker through the years. 

  
So look at me! Yes, Look at me! 

I'm better now, I am! 
I've traveled through this journey 

and I'm stronger for it, ma'am! 
  

So see my scars, I earned them, 
and though I may falter some 

See past my days I falter, my friend 
It's a "journey" now, so come! 



 

 

 

Watching over myself like a sentinel... 

Ever vigilant 
I can't escape these eyes 

that bear through me, 
into my nakedness 

haunting my every move. 
You can't begin to understand 

the tortured feeling 
I express to you, 

of these wandering eyes 
bearing down. 

...Unless you've stood here 
bare and naked 
in my world... 

My world of mirrors 
where I unfold 

in a thousand ways 
before myself, 

unfettered 
and floundering... 

unmasked 
before the world. 
Trying to hide, 
to cover up... 

But this is what I see 
over and over again; 

eyes staring back at me 
wanting- 
needing- 

daring to know the depth 
of my layers 

hidden 
inside 

of 
me 

 

"What Is My Purpose"?  

 

"What is my purpose?"... “Where am I going?”...  
I wondered to myself aloud... 
I stopped as I stood there, and looked all around 
and mumbled into the crowd... 
  
No dynamics, no purpose, no steering direction 
No thoughts, 'Not driven', no 'drive' 
No general meaning, a lack of connection  
to places and people alive 



 

 

  
I stood there in awe of myself and my vastness... 
an abyss I'd become overnight 
My dimension un-growing, un-seeing, un-knowing 
and now became aware of my plight 
  
If I don't direct my "Purpose" in life, 
then WHO, WHAT, or WHY, will I "BE" 
and WHERE will I go, and HOW will I get there 
and WHAT will become of me? 
 
 

Elusive?   
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

“That's my hand I painted on it, signifying my quest for an elusive peace in my soul.  Or is it elusive? 
 Maybe it's right there for the taking; maybe it was there all the time!  (something to think about)” 

 
 
 

 
About the contributor : Cat Schroeder Ginn, is the 45 year old mother of two children, Skylar, age 15, 
and Landon, age, 20, and wife (23 years) to Jimmy H. Ginn.  She's an artist and aspiring poet since the 
age of 5... "I've always used art as a means of expression.... even keeping a journal as far back as the 
age of 8 or 9.  I'm an avid collector of journals, Hummels, Wizard of Oz memorabilia, Dr. Seuss 
memorabilia, and faeries!  I believe we all are put on this earth for a reason, and my reason is to share 
my message of journey and recovery. In addition to an ongoing recovery to anorexia, I have bipolar 
disorder, and am an adult survivor of childhood sexual abuse.  My message is clear... You CAN 
overcome the tough obstacles that life throws you, to live a full and productive life again... one filled with 
love and laughter!"



 

 

Karen’s Healing Column: Live Life, Not Death  
 
  
This past weekend I was invited by a family in my community of Langley, British 
Columbia, Canada, to speak at an Eating Disorder event they put on to raise 
awareness of ED (eating disorders) and to raise money to help pay for the 
daughter’s inpatient treatment as she recovers from ED. I would like to share it 
with you. 
 
 

The Sisterhood of Women VS ED™  
 
Life, you’ll notice, is a story … author and speaker, John Eldredge writes. 
  

Life doesn’t come to us like a math problem.  It comes to us the way a story does, scene by 
scene.  You wake up.  What will happen next?  You don’t get to know – you have to enter in, take 
the journey as it comes.  The sun might be shining.  There might be a tornado outside.  Your 
friends might call and invite you sailing.  You might lose your job. 

  
Life unfolds like a drama.  Doesn’t it?  Each day has a beginning and an end.  There are all sorts 
of characters, all sorts of settings.  A year goes by like a chapter from a novel.  Sometimes it 
seems like a tragedy.  Sometimes like a comedy.  Most of it feels like a soap opera.  Whatever 
happens, it’s a story through and through. 

  
Every day, the lives of women, young and old, are being interrupted by our Western Culture with a 
question. 
  
The question is being asked by clipping pieces from five different women’s faces and putting them 
together to make one whole new one. 
  
And instead of calling it a Mosaic, it is being called advertising.  It is being used to ask women if their face 
is okay.  And then it is being used to tell them, “No, their face is not okay!” 
  
Then based on this advertising face not to be found in real life, a woman goes to the beauty counter to 
purchase the product she’s told will give her this face and make the essence of her heart and life happy, 
full and abundant. 
  
But somewhere in the night, after failing to find this offered promise, she falls back on her bed, fingers raw 
from having used them to get rid of her food, because if she can’t be beautiful, she tells herself, at least 
she can be thin. 
  
And quietly, her soul is a little more destroyed. 
  
When I began as an ED therapist 16 years ago, I would sit in workshops and hear presenters say, “We 
have to win this war on women one at a time.”  Yet, 16…15…14…12 years later, as I look around, what I 
see is that in the beginning of my career, the average length of recovery from ED was 2 – 3 years.  Now it 
is 7 – 10.  Back then, the average age of a female with an ED was 13 – 24.  A year or so ago, Remuda 
Ranch, one of the most reputable eating disorder inpatient treatment centers called to tell me they were 
set up to begin taking patients as young as nine.  Even as it was breaking news that girls as young as 
seven were developing an ED, as were middle aged women, at alarming rates.  And this does not even 
begin to address what is happening with males. 
  
While we have made good and important gains in the advertising and media realms, and in awareness 
and education on ED, we do not appear to be winning the war “one at a time.”  One at a time is just not 
working. 
  
We have to start standing together.  



 

 

  
Some of you will remember The Sisterhood of Women.  Some of you will only have heard of it in a 
book.  But there was a day when it existed.  In this former day and time women stood up for each 
other.  They championed each other.  They supported each other.  Encouraged each other, were there 
for each other.  
  
We need to regroup again and come together in this war on women.  We need to stand as The 
Sisterhood again, to turn our back on the ED messages and influences in our Western Culture.  And we 
have to turn back to standing up for each other again, and to supporting, encouraging and championing 
each other again. 
  
As a culture that resists limits, we have been so content to set such stringent limits on beauty so that it 
barely exists in real life. 
  
And our sisters are dying for it.  And research is showing five year olds in kindergarten would rather DIE 
than be fat.  At five, they would rather be dead!   
  
(I then held up the picture of the girl the event was for). This is somebody’s sister.  She is somebody’s 
daughter.  For many of you she is your friend, or an acquaintance of yours.  Perhaps someday she will be 
someone’s wife, someone’s mother.   
  
Some of you here are going to be a little girl’s mother one day.  Do you want her to grow up in a culture 
where five year old girls would rather die than be fat?  If not, I would like you to join me in a time of 
silence to remember the young girl in the hospital.   Will we band together as The Sisterhood again, to 
stand for each other, and let this go around the world?  And men, we need you to stand with us, and for 
us.  Will you do that? 
  
The most common trigger women have told me that started their ED was being told their thighs were 
fat.  We need to decide we will be a community who will not say hurtful things to women about their body 
size and shape.  
  
And as we are silent, I want you to think if there is someone you need to apologize to, for speaking 
something hurtful to them about who they are or how they look.  Perhaps do you need even to apologize 
to yourself, as this can be so easy in the quietness of our minds…" 
  
After the time of silence, I end with a prayer for the young girl.   
  
My prayers are with all of you. 
  
May you join The Sisterhood too, and turn away from the messages to fight each other currently ravaging 
our culture, and turn to being friends  again. 
  
Warmly,  
 
Karen 

 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

 
About Karen Cook, M.A.: Karen, who is an eating disorder survivor herself, has over sixteen years of 
counselling experience in private practice working alongside women in a variety of their life's concerns and 
difficulties, including eating disorders. She is a professional counselor serving the Langley community in BC, 
Canada. If you are interested in getting in touch with Karen, please send an email to kcservices@shaw.ca or 
visit her website at www.karencookcounselling.com.   
 

 
© 2008 Karen Cook.  All Rights Reserved.  

Reprinted with permission of the Author.



 

 

~The Road To Fulfillment~  
 

By Sarah Kipp 
 
  

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
This time of year is always difficult for me. I absolutely LOVE fall and Halloween and the 

change in weather, etc. However, it was also three years ago that I was going through the absolute 
hardest time of my life…treatment. In the past few years, I have always stuffed the memories and 
the emotions, and attempted to go on with my everyday life despite the pain I continually stuffed. 
But this year was different. This year I felt angry for the first time, and I don’t like to feel like an 
angry person. This, to me, was a sign that I needed to finally allow myself to feel the pain, to go 
through the emotions, and work towards getting some real closure. I have been in strong recovery 
for the past three years and never had any real overwhelming urges to turn back to my old “ed” 
behaviors. But the memories are just as powerful and this year they flooded my mind deeper than I 
ever could have imagined. 
 

I decided that the pain was stemming from the many journals I kept while going through that 
painful time, both before and during treatment. I have always had those journals in the back of my 
closet, and realized that like the “Law of Attraction”, they were continually attracting those painful 
times. Just knowing they were there gave me quite a bit of anxiety. So, it was time to finally let 
them go! 

 
See, one day in treatment, we decided to have a "burning". We were all going to burn 

something that we wanted to truly get rid of, once and for all. For me, it was the diet pills. I wanted 
to be rid of them and the awful effects they had not only on my body, but my mind as well. It was 
the hardest day I experienced while in treatment, but also became the turning point. As I watched 
the smoke rise and slowly disappear, through my tears, I knew I could beat this. My therapist came 



 

 

up to me and hugged me and all she said was, "They are gone, Sarah. They are gone." That was 
all I needed to hear to fully let them go. 
 

SO, I decided to do the same with my journals. Some extremely supportive and loving friends 
were there with me as I burned my painful journals that very descriptively and painfully documented 
my journey through the worst time of my life….. 
 

Beth and I loaded my car and headed up to Salt Lake where I met up with a friend that I was in 
treatment with. We caught up on old times, laughed and shared. And then the real work began. As 
my friend and I read through my journals one night, I felt as if I was completely re-living my hellish 
past. I could feel the tug in my throat as I read about a purging session; I could feel the tightness in 
my chest as the anxiety rose, palms sweaty and heart racing all at the same time. It was very 
surreal, and I even laughed at quite a few entries wondering if I was really reading MY journals. 
Thankfully there are many aspects of that point in my life that I hardly remember. Others are still 
painfully close to the surface. But, for the most part, going through those journals and feeling that 
pain gave me the confirmation I needed that burning them was the right thing to do. 
 

The next morning, Beth, BJ and I all got in my car and headed up the canyon. During the drive, 
I became overwhelmed with feelings of shame and regret as those memories continuously flooded 
my mind. I felt guilty that my friends were having to take time out of their day to come with me and 
embark on this journey of closure that I was seeking. I know that was ed attempting to nudge 
himself back in one last time...trying to deter me at the last minute and change my mind. Luckily 
that did not happen. It was freezing cold up the canyon and the wind was blowing pretty good so it 
took a few tries to get the fire started. But once it was flaming strong, there was no turning back. 
 

Initially I was fairly somber. I wasn't 
exactly sure what to feel. Mostly, I was 
cold! I was trying so hard to ignore my 
bluish-purple fingers and focus on the 
fire. Once we had two or three journals 
in the fire, it finally started giving us 
some heat, and I was able to warm up. 
Suddenly I got very excited! I was 
hyper almost, loving the sight of those 
painful words turning to ashes as the  
smoke floated away.  
 

At one point, one of my journals 
fell open as I tossed it into the fire. I 
can not fully explain the relief I felt as I 
watched the words on the pages 
literally go up in flames and disappear 
for good. I guess you could say it was 
very "cleansing" for me as I came to realize that those words would be gone forever. There is no 
piecing together the ashes that were left in the fire pit. Although very freeing, that was also my 
lowest point of the burning. The tears began flowing and there was no stopping them. I felt safe 
with my supportive friends, so allowed the tears and the pain to completely flood my heart and 
mind. Without the pain, I would not gain the closure I was in such a desperate search for. 
 

Then the actual day of my graduation rolled around and I could not wait! I had plans with 
friends to go out dancing and celebrate my strong recovery. We had a great time! And I very 
naively assumed a specific date and strike of the minute-hand would somehow transform my life 
into the perfect scene - that scene where I am part of the "Jones" family. Ya know, the family that 
everyone is envious of. Maybe I could be Marsha Jones that everybody liked (course, we all know 
that didn't turn out so well for her!) Or perhaps I could be Cindy Jones...it fits...with the blonde curly 
hair (I was quite blonde as a child). Either way, it wasn't the material possessions that the "Jones" 



 

 

apparently possessed that I was after. No...It was that persona, complete with perma-grin and a 
demeanor of what looked like perfect, genuine happiness and constant joy. Oh...how appealing 
that was to me! And, quite naively, I had this whole fairytale scenario in my head; I would become a 
REVERSE Cinderella! When that clock struck midnight, the ugly frog (I could use other, more 
choice words here, but I will censor) ed, would turn into my beautiful handsome prince. And almost 
instantaneously my heart would be lifted, all wounds would be healed. My glass slippers, of course 
would be red, but they would stay on my feet regardless of how many line dances I had previously 
performed! Oh, and my fairy Godmother would be there to wave her magical wand, causing all of 
that pain and despair to, **POOF**, disappear! 
 

***REALITY... 
 

Two days later, I have still had a few panic attacks. I still have some of the pain - and the 
memories are being held by ed, who I have recently discovered or acknowledged, has found a very 
comfortable compartment in the back of my sub-conscious in which to live. Ed is perched there, 
throwing brick after brick at these window panes that lead into my subconscious. It's funny, with 
how smart he claims to be, he doesn't even realize that those panes are now three windows thick 
(one for each year of recovery!) and there is no way he will be busting through them all. But still, he 
will try, day in and day out, to toss these bricks and attempt to break through back into my 
conscious mind, where his voice tends to get a little louder, and much more convincing. However, I 
know for sure, he will never completely break back into my conscious mind. He may make a few 
dents, he may even shatter one or two panes when I am at my most vulnerable point...I have come 
to realize that he may always be there. But, more and more dust will continue to accumulate on 
and around him, slowly suffocating him, my window panes getting thicker and stronger with each 
passing year causing those bricks to simply bounce off my window pane and smack ed in the 
face...but I seriously doubt he will ever completely surrender. Another thing I know for sure is how 
sneaky and shady ed can be. He is an amazing liar. He can tell you your life is going straight to 
hell, and seriously, you can't wait for the ride. His commentary is soothing, his voice firm yet 
powerful...something many girls seek in a man. Plus, ed makes sure he is ALWAYS 
available...even when you don't call on him. He is ever present and he will step in at that exact 
moment when you are at your breaking point. 
 

Ed is relentless and not easily offended. He will attempt to come back time after time, 
regardless of all the various ways you tried writing him off the first time. He gets over those hurtful 
words quickly and only uses them to fuel his fire and convince us we are wrong. If we believe we 
are wrong, we then feel weak. Once you feel weak, you are fair game for ed so watch your back! 
 

Now...I do not bring up these points to scare or deter anyone from the purpose of my writing. I 
try to keep it as REAL as I possibly can. If I had stepped into treatment three years ago and my 
therapist said, hey, in about six months, life will be back to normal...right now, I would probably be 
hunting her down looking for some sort of explanation. Many sufferers, in treatment or not, still 
struggle with separating themselves from ed and his games. That was me..."No one shoved my 
fingers down my throat, this is MY responsibility, what is wrong with ME?!?" But that is NOT the 
point! The point is that there was some sort of traumatic incident that perpetuated, over time, a lack 
of self esteem. It perpetuated a lack of belief in self and a lack of self worth. That pain is beyond 
any pain that can ever fully be put into words, but just know, it is living a hell all it's own and is 
extremely difficult to overcome. 

 
I don't want to make this time of year into something big because I want those memories to 

eventually fade to black. I only want to remember one day...the day I graduated and started my 
REAL recovery and that was October 25, 2005. THAT is a day to celebrate. A day to 
commemorate and a day to always remember. But the eight weeks prior...no....I want to let them 
go. I am tired of feeling the pain of those eight weeks. I am tired of feeling the shame and fear, the 
pressure and confusion, the fatigue and anger of facing an eating disorder head on. As each year 
passes, the memories do begin to gray, but I want that to happen now! Yes, of course I had 



 

 

breakthrough days, "aha" moments, and great things that happened in treatment. But at the same 
time, none of those were fully realized or implemented until I graduated and moved on with my life. 

 
I am in strong recovery, three years 

later, because I worked with a therapist that 
was real with me. She let me know this was 
a process. This was going to take time. She 
let me know it would be painful and never 
did "sugarcoat" a thing. And I would not 
have wished it any other way. To have 
some idea of what to expect over the years 
of recovery, helped me put things in 
perspective when I was completely lost. 
And, even still, with the painful memories, 
with the stresses of life, and a few traumatic 
experiences, I realize that I am exactly 
where I am supposed to be on my road to 
recovery. I will do my best to be happy each 
day, to find the joy in the journey, to be 
grateful for my health and well-being. I will 
find the brighter side of life each and 
everyday, and continue to progress along 
my path in life, hopefully surrounded by 
friends and family, with the help and 
guidance of my Savior, having learned the 
lessons fully intended for ME to learn on 
MY path in this life. 

 
I am so grateful for the difficult 

experiences I have gone through in my life. 
I am grateful for the pain that has 

completely bogged me down this year, and the lessons I have learned while going through the 
pain. I wanted this year to be real. I wanted to allow myself to feel the pain, hopefully one last time, 
so that in future years this milestone will truly become a celebration of my new life and the strides I 
have made since letting go of my eating disorder. It was a part of my life, on and off, for fourteen 
years. I made the choice to let go of that part of my life, and as far as I am concerned, there is no 
turning back. I took what I needed from those experiences, held onto the good, gained closure on 
the bad, and continue to learn more about myself and grow each and everyday. Even with all my 
flaws, insecurities, and stresses of life, I have to admit I would not have it any other way. Except for 
a few brown patches here and there that need some additional nurturing and attention, the grass 
really IS pretty darn green on my side of the fence! 
 
 
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------\ 
 
About Sarah Kipp: 

Sarah is 29 years old and lives in Las Vegas, Nevada. She was diagnosed with EDNOS (Eating 
Disorder Not Otherwise Specified) for fourteen years, but is in strong recovery now for over three 
years.  

If you want to get in touch with Sarah, feel free to send her an email at slkipp@yahoo.com  

For more information about Sarah, visit her blog at sarahlovesred.blogspot.com



 

 

 

My Journey 
 
 

By Toni Martinez    

�
My name is Toni and I am twenty-six years old. I ha ve 

been suffering from bulimia and anorexia since I 
was eighteen years old. And I’d like to share my st ory… 
 

At the end of my junior year of high school I had g otten 
mono and had lost some weight. Once I had gotten be tter, I 
continued to starve myself. I liked the compliments  and 
the high feeling of starvation. Everyone thought it  was 
just a phase so I continued with it in silence, unt il I 
lost too much weight and it became a problem. Withi n a 
year I started struggling with purging, abusing lax atives, 
and cutting.  
 

Over the years I have been in and out of treatment 
programs and was just recently discharged from inpa tient 
in Philadelphia.  
 

It has been a long seven years of fighting the urge s and 
struggling. I finally found a therapist that clicke d about 
a year ago and have been working with a dietitian a nd a 
nurse practitioner that specializes in eating disor ders.  

 
I have recently hit another rough patch and have be en 

considering going back into inpatient to get back o n track 
before the physical problems get any worse.  
 

I would like to tell anyone suffering from an eatin g 
disorder to never give up and be honest with your 
treatment team . I have found that being open and honest 
has gotten me so much more help than fighting with my 
treatment team and hiding behaviors. I believe recovery is 
possible as long as you stick to it and believe in 
yourself and know that you’re worth every bit of it .  
 

After visiting your website  and reading the Support 
Letter, I don’t feel nearly as alone and can relate  to the 
other stories. Thank you for giving me some of that  hope 
and to anyone else keep fighting and use your suppo rts .  
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“Bridal Boot Camp” 
 

Over the last several years, many of my friends have gotten married. 
Some have even started families. This may be why I have slowly begun to feel like Katherine Heigl in 
the movie “27 Dresses.” I can relate so well to that movie! I, too, now possess a closet full of gowns I 
can safely say I will never wear again (even if the bride swore it was a color that would look good on 
everybody, and was alteration-friendly). Six (or is it seven) times now, I have been the bridesmaid, but 
not once yet have I gotten my chance to shine as the bride. 
 

The other day I read something that made me feel both better, and worse, about playing second-
fiddle yet again during a friend’s special day. It seems that, even in the wake of sweeping reforms to 
mental health care policy (for more on this exciting news click HERE), we have still managed to 
spawn yet another new and unwelcome pre-wedding-day tradition, the “Bridal Boot Camp.”  
 

During their Boot Camp curriculum, brides are instructed in basic training “musts” for wedding day 
bliss – losing weight through fasts, skipping meals, diet pills, drinking water and rigorous exercise. 
Now, upon first hearing this news, you might be tempted to ask why any bride – swimming in the bliss 
of finding her true love, and more than a little over-scheduled as it is with pre-wedding planning – 
would seek out such an experience? 
 

The mystery becomes clearer once we realize that she is probably one of the 70 percent of brides 
who have already purchased a wedding dress that is one to two sizes smaller than their current size. 
Wedding dresses aren’t cheap. Desperation can be a powerful motivator.  
 

All of which simply leads us to the obvious question – why on earth would any bride put herself in 
this position by buying a wedding dress that she knows she cannot fit into?  
 
I invite you to come up with your own answer to that question.  
 

But I will admit, no matter which way I turn it, my mind always returns with the same response: 
INSECURITY. 
 

Now, I ask you, what exactly is there to be insecure about here? You already love yourself at least 
enough to allow yourself to love someone and be loved in return. Your soon-to-be husband loves you 
enough to want to spend the rest of his life with you – with your body, mind, heart and spirit – and he 
has already let you know that by proposing to you. You have friends and family surrounding you who 
are planning to help with, and join you for, your special day.  
 

And while I will concede that there is nothing wrong with wanting to be in your best physical shape 
and health for both you and your partner, I will also challenge each of us (myself included) that this 
should be an ongoing process – and a realistic one – with our ultimate goal being to maintain the 
energy, strength and wellness to truly enjoy our wedding day – and every day – of our lives.  
 

In fact, scarcely a day goes by when I don’t think of the story of St. Francis of Assisi. One day a 
man asked him, “If today was your last day on earth, how would you spend it?” St. Francis answered, 
“Well, I would probably weed the garden, because that is what needs doing.”  
 



 

 

With careful attention to our body’s daily needs, “Boot Camp” emergency dashes become 
irrelevant. I invite you, now, to imagine with me that your relationship with your body, and with the food 
you consume, is so mindful, healthful, respectful and nourishing that, when your wedding day arises, 
you simply slip into the gown that fit you the day you bought it, and still fits you perfectly today! 
 

Today, you ate responsibly and healthfully to meet your body’s needs, because that was what 
needed doing. 
 

Today, you got married, because that was what needed doing. 
 

And today, you can use the money and time you might otherwise have spent on “Bridal Boot 
Camp” to enjoy your fantastic honeymoon! 
 

p.s. I just received word of a rare and exciting footnote to last month’s column – I just heard that 
MTV has PULLED the show “Model Makers” from its pending lineup. Yay, America – way to speak 
your mind and let MTV know what we think of their programming, and programming of this type in 
general! For more on this click HERE. 

 
Warmly and with HOPE, 

 
�

�
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"You Are Not Alone is long overdue. As a survivor/activist myself, I have 
steadily maintained that if I could heal from anorexia and bulimia, 
depression and anxiety disorder, literally anyone can heal. Now, here in the 
pages of You Are Not Alone, an international chorus of courageous fighters 
spreads this life-saving, life-giving message to any woman who needs to 
hear it. The stories shared here show us all that there are as many paths to 
recovery as there are unique souls walking that path. But that does not in 
any way dilute the fundamental truth – that any woman who wants recovery 
badly enough - from whatever holds her down - will FIND A WAY. We are 
strong. We are wise. And we are ALL beautiful, just as we are. So if you are 
out there, fighting your way through to hope, read this book and don’t give 
up – life is a choice, and your life is so worth fighting for! much love" 

– Shannon Cutts , Founder of "Key to Life: unlocking the door to hope". Singer, songwriter, recording  
   artist, speaker, youth mentor, and eating disorder survivor. (www.key-to-life.com) 

 
“You Are Not Alone, by Andrea Roe, is a compilation of the writings of thirty-four women that are co-
authors to this book and of varying ages. It has been written to provide insights, encouragements, and 
support to those that now struggle with an eating disorder. This book has also been written in order to 
raise awareness on eating disorders that stem from abuse.  
 
Each of the stories are written in a detailed manner. They each carry with them some strong emotions. 
Yet, it is a book I feel will help other women. These women write of the horrors of abuse and the effects it 
had on their eating habits. Each of them carries a story that has the capability to touch the hearts of those 
struggling with eating disorders and such.  
 
"Painted Desert," by Geri Karlstrom, tells the readers that although they are struggling, there is always 
hope. In essence, it is the hope that she runs to and finds courage. Jessica Beal wrote a poem titled, 
“Future?” In this poem, she writes of how everything looks to the loved ones of the woman. She writes 
from their perspective and talks of hope once again.  
 
I recommend this book to any person that has ever had to deal with an eating disorder, as well as to their 
loved ones. The women that have written their stories in this book are truly courageous, for they have 
taken but a moment to sit down and write of encouragement, hope, and courage." 
 
– Kelli G. Deister . Author of books on domestic violence and abuse. For more information, please go to  
  www.hopefields.com - a Website Dedicated to Survivors of Domestic Violence 

 
"The courage and strength in each of the poems, stories, musical lyrics and artwork are both 
heartbreaking and stirring at the same time. By compiling this book of writing, Andrea is offering to those 
still struggling a ray of light, understanding and, above all, hope, that recovery from an Eating Disorder is 
possible. Congratulations on such a wonderful resource!"  
 
– Lori Henry . Dancer, Actress and Author of "Silent Screams". Publisher and Editor of "Beauty: You  
   Define It" magazine. Freelance Writer in Vancouver, BC, Canada. 

 
You Are Not Alone is available online at  

www.youarenotalonebook.com/order.html  



 

 

Do You Want To Contribute? 

 

 

I am always looking for submissions for the monthly YOU ARE NOT ALONE Support 

Letter . If you are interested in submitting any material for future editions of the Support 

Letter, please feel free to send your submission to the following email address: 

andrea@youarenotalonebook.com   

 

Submissions will be considered for future YOU ARE NOT ALONE Support Letters  and 

I will get in touch with you as soon as possible. 

 

What can you submit? 

 

Personal eating disorder stories, inspirational moments, poems, artwork, articles, helpful 

tips, resources and book submissions, inspirational quotes and meditations, 

inspirational short stories, important information, nominations for the “Inspiring Woman” 

segment, and so on. Feel free to send me whatever it is you want to sha re!  

 

I’m looking forward to hearing from you!  �  


