“Not a tree was in sight- The only thing growing was my will to die…” 

–Flogging Molly
Ten years ago. Elementary school. I like to think that that’s where it started. I got teased, and of course a lot of kids did then. It affected me differently. In first grade, I was teased about my weight. I probably wasn’t the only one, and maybe I wasn’t even the only one it affected the way it did. 

You’d think that being teased would be motivation to lose the weight, but it affected me in quite the opposite way.

It started as merely eating enough not to lose the weight. But I began to eat more and more with the passing of time until ninth grade where I gained half a pound a week on average because of my compulsive eating habits. In ninth grade I found the answer. 
We’re always told there is more than one answer to a problem, and my eating was a problem. I only wish I had found another answer, because my life is changed forever. 

I suppose you have to develop or be born with certain traits that predispose you to an eating disorder. By ninth grade I had the predisposition, and now I had the knowledge. They didn’t actually specify how you purge, but I was determined to figure it out. 

“This trick” the teacher called it. My only clue. I tried willing the food up that afternoon. It didn’t work. But I was determined. I found myself staring in the mirror; something in the back of my throat interested me. I had never examined inside my mouth before. There was a flap and I thought maybe it didn’t belong there, so I tried to figure out what it was. 
I removed my hand immediately as the gag reflex took over. Then it hit me- That was it. I had finally done something right. 

I had rules. I wouldn’t purge anything apart from large meals or binges. I always brushed my teeth immediately. One day, I lost control. I had a cheese sandwich. Two slices of bread, one slice of cheese- 180 calories. I purged it. I purged those 180 calories and then went outside and shoveled snow for two or three hours.

I had my daily weigh-ins. I was never happy unless the numbers were going down. I was never happy period. I couldn’t look in a mirror without having a breakdown. Unless I was in public. I’ve always been good at hiding my emotions. 

After three months, I had lost twelve pounds. Then something entirely unexpected happened. My boyfriend, Danny, whom I’d been with for nearly a year, raped me. Drugs were involved. I stopped two days after. I couldn’t put my hand in my throat any longer—Every time I did it brought back ungodly flashbacks that I was not ready for.

For two years I was fine. Then I relapsed. I had several relapses, none lasting longer than six weeks.

Finally, senior year of high school I had the biggest relapse of my life. Ironically, it came from trying to recover, trying to get over my past hardships. I had my daily weigh-ins, the notebook where I would frequently verbally assault myself. Some days I had nearly hourly weigh-ins. If I didn’t go down at least a pound each day I wouldn’t be able to look at myself. 

I could be perfectly happy, having a grand time but then I would catch my reflection. I’d see myself by chance in a window or a door, or a mirror. The illusion would break- I was fat again. 

Soon I stopped binging. I didn’t need to anymore. I had my eating under control. I didn’t want to purge any more. It was so hard to hide it and it was disgusting. I was disgusting. I could go an entire day without purging, and on less than a hundred calories. In fact, there were days when the only calories in my system were the 25 calories of four ounces of Gatorade. I had to keep my electrolytes balanced.

In three months, I had lost more than fifty pounds. Somehow it didn’t surprise me that I was unhappier after I reached the big fifty-lost than I was when I was fat. I wasn’t obese any more, and it was a wonderful feeling, but I was still overweight. I had to be Hollywood thin. I wanted to be in Hollywood, and somehow if I were that glamorous maybe I could be enough for once in my life.

Of course, I would never be enough. I was always comparing myself to perfection. Although I never discriminated- I compared everyone to perfection. I swear if people could read my mind, I’d probably give eating disorders to everyone who could possibly develop one.
No matter what anyone ever says, eating disorders are not diets. Nor are they girls who “just don’t want to eat” as someone put it. It goes far deeper than that. If it didn’t, it wouldn’t be a disorder. Anyone who thinks disorders are glamorous or a great way to lose weight has never had one. Has never lived one. True eating disorders are pure hell, and for whatever reason we keep them to ourselves. Maybe we’re humiliated about it; maybe all we have is the hellish oblivion of calories and weight and exercise. Or, perhaps, it is all of this and more. 

I always worry. No matter what anyone says, I have at least one moment (usually more) of every day where I truly believe that the whole world hates me. That people are my friends either to laugh at me when I’m not around, or because they pity me, or because they believe that if they don’t I’ll do something rash and they’ll feel guilty. I misinterpret looks from people. I misinterpret quite a lot and quite often. The point is that I’m always second-guessing, and clearly the only way to stop is to be skin and bones. 

Of course, I realize that that’s utter nonsense. So is my concept of perfection. But unfortunately, that isn’t enough to stop awful habits. Part of the problem is that most days, my state of mind was that I would “kick the bucket a million times before I’d kick the habit.” 

It makes you visit websites most people send hate mail to, listen to music no one’s heard of, and eventually- fall completely apart.

What I hate most is how it isolates me. How I isolate myself. Clearly this imperfect form is enough to make anyone hate me. The truth is, if anyone were to hate me, it would be because I avoid them. I don’t intend to. 

Someone calls me from across the room. If it’s a good day, I turn and wave- maybe I sit down and hang out with them.

If it’s a bad day, I can’t talk to them. I pretend I didn’t hear them. I continue doing whatever I was doing. Whether that was reading or having lunch or leaving the room. My thinking on those days is that they feel obligated to call me, and that if they honestly wanted me around, they would call louder.

The truth is that people call you over because they want to say hi. If I ignore them, that makes me seem rude or morose or mean. Who would try again to bring a mean person into their circle?

When inspiration strikes, I find a pen- anything to get it down. Two days ago, inspiration flooded me as I walked back to my dorm. My pace quickened and I headed straight for my computer where I hastily typed about four stanzas and then recorded myself singing them. I made up the tune as I went along. Then I went back and recorded harmonies. I think one phrase pretty much sums up the entirety of my self-esteem circle. Why my self-esteem is low, and why I doubt. “But sometimes there’s a voice in the back of her head, it says ‘If she hates herself, then why shouldn’t everyone else?’” 
I find myself possibly coming out of this relapse. I need to get out of this hole I’ve dug once again. The other half of me tells me that I cannot lose weight healthily- I have to continue my self-destructive, pill-popping, exhausting, vicious habits.
Diet pills. It took me a year to work up the courage to buy them. The first I bought- Mega-T Green Tea pills. They worked for about five days. No actual drugs were in those. Then I bought Stacker 3. Those are, essentially, one big caffeine pill. “Users who use other caffeine products while using this medication may experience adverse health effects.” I usually took them with diet coke or diet Pepsi. 

You may not know, but caffeine makes you retain water. While I was taking the giant caffeine dose in Stacker 3, I had to keep taking the Green Tea pills. Green Tea has a diuretic effect. One of the many reasons it was my favorite thing to drink. It also boosts metabolism, which is why it is such an effective diet pill. When I ran out of those I stopped taking the Stacker 3. 
Before I ran out however, I also bought Hydroxycut. I had seen it advertised on T.V. and it was on sale at Wal-Mart. So, at some point I was taking a full dozen pills on a daily basis. For breakfast, four ounces of Gatorade, two Hydroxycut, one Stacker 3, and a Centrum multi-vitamin. The Green Tea you were only supposed to take twice a day, and I had at least enough self-control to not go above the maximum dosage for each pill. Although it didn’t stop me from taking the maximum dosage.

There were several rehearsals during which I experienced constant heart palpitations. I had a joke with myself that the heart palpitations meant it was working. Like making funeral jokes in a graveyard. 

I was losing the weight, so it didn’t matter. As long as the numbers went down, I wouldn’t have a breakdown. If they stayed the same, I was a failure. If they went up I deserved to die. 
On move-in day, I had taken my dozen pills. I took the fourteen flights of stairs to my room three times up and four times down. The next morning I was down two and a half pounds. I had an especially good day that day. The next day, however, I hadn’t gone down at all. I was so frustrated. How was it possible? The day before I had eaten maybe 200 calories. I had taken my usual dozen pills. I had walked a ton… It was probably just water weight, but that was never comforting to me.
Just as the reassurance that someone loves me, or that I am important has never been enough to bring me out of a relapse. It just happens on its own, as odd as that sounds.

It happens gradually. I get to the toilet, and I just can’t purge. I get to the dining hall, and I just get that plate of pasta. Probably 300 calories, I realize, but I’m hungry and I feel better when I have food in my stomach. About a week after this begins, I’m “better” for a while. Until the next relapse. 

Vicious circles. They find everyone in some way or other, even if it’s just that they cannot make something work. They get frustrated because they cannot program it, and they cannot program it because they are blinded by frustration. Vicious circles will follow everyone wherever they go. Some parts of the circle are less damaging than others, just as some circles are bigger or smaller or rounder or more oblong. Some circles are objects, solid. Some are sharp, like saw blades. Some are flat and everyone can see them, like a picture on the internet. 
We all have our vicious circles, and we learn to live with them. If we’re lucky, we can learn to understand them. Sometimes, we are even lucky enough to learn how to spend as much time as possible on the better part of it. Unfortunately, all circles will turn, you cannot stop the ticking of a clock without destroying the life within, just as these circles will follow you, sometimes changing, until the day you are bereft of life.
