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MY BATHNEWLWER>TWET,
Lo LB EENDEEZEE DL IICHYENTY,

My name is M. and I am a bulimic and a compulsive overeater.

From early childhood I had a complex about my fat calf muscles, the same calf muscles my
father was so proud of. By the time I reached junior high and high school, I was already plump.
As a child, I was introverted and reserved, always quiet around others and unable to express my
own opinion.

At home, my father was an overbearing presence and I felt unable to express my true thoughts
and emotions out of fear. My father would often verbally abuse my mother, yelling loudly and

throwing things at her.

After graduating from high school I found work and left home to move in to the dormitory
living quarters of the company I had joined. It should have been a fresh start in a new
environment, but at work I was unable to interact with other people effectively and carry out my
job. Then, something my boyfriend of the time said to me made me furious....I hated the word
“serious”....my whole life I had been told I was “serious” or “quiet”, so when he told me that

that’s what he thought I was, I was so angry. | wanted so badly to change myself from that
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“serious” “quiet”, “introverted” and moody person I was. But changing my environment, it
seemed, had not helped to change me. So I thought “I’ll quit then!”, and I left my new job less

than a month after I had started working, running back to my home town.

My 15 year career of dieting, bingeing, laxative abuse and bulimia began soon thereafter, when
I wanted to get thin and win the favour of a man who delivered goods to the convenience store I
was working in part time. I hated myself, and found life so difficult to face that I tried
committing suicide by overdosing on pills. I was stuck in a constant cycle of loosing weight,

then gaining it all back again, and I did this repeatedly over and over again.

I had no self esteem whatsoever. I was bingeing and purging every day, sure that the only way |
could ever become someone of value was by losing weight and becoming thin and beautiful.
During this time I also shoplifted, and made phone calls to a telephone dating service, meeting

men and selling my body for money.

I would buy food and binge to escape my reality and my own feelings, and white it all out. I had



given up, accepting the idea that I would binge and purge for the rest of my life....but then, in
OA meetings, over time, I gradually became able to talk honestly about my problem with food. I
met other members who were in recovery, and thought to myself “I want what they’ve got, I
want to get better”. I began to have hope and became able to think positively. Aided by the help

of other members, today I no longer binge and purge.

In my disease, | hurt many of the people around me. My parents, my younger sister, extended
family, friends, my former boyfriend, fellow OA members. I have also done a lot of damage to
myself. I don’t want to repeat the same experience any more.

Today, one day at a time, | want to do what I can, trusting in my higher power and work the
steps to the best of my ability. And I hope to grow to love myself more and more.

Translated by G.S., Tokyo International Intergroup.



