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There is a cure for anorexia but it’s not a medication, a 12-step method or a psychological
realization; it’s a journey of self-learning, challenge, passion finding, soul searching, never-
ending support, belief and triumph (after failure). This story acknowledges the most difficult parts
of the struggle, offers hope in the journey and ends in victory over the disease.For those taken
by the disease, this story will let you know that you are not alone and give you hope in your fight.
For friends and family who love an anorexic more than they sometimes love themselves, this is a
story of insight and opportunity. For coaches, this story will confirm the positive, and life
changing, impact you can have in fighting this disease for a healthier sport.The guts, the
glamour, the terror and the triumph; the whole story is in here and ends with a cure.

About the AuthorEvangelist Ken McDonald graduated from Bible School in 1982 and then
received his Masters of Theology degree in 2000. He has been in the ministry since 1982, and
has been serving the Lord Jesus Christ in the field of evangelism since 1996. He has preached
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FreeAcknowledgementsPrologueI did not leave a note. Walking away from my Knott Hall dorm
room without keys, without money, without explanation, I couldn’t articulate the storm raging
inside me so I needed to get out without any idea of where I was going or for how long. How long
does it take to run forever?Outside, the University of Notre Dame’s iconic golden dome
shimmers in the soft light of evening. Into the Spring air, head down, and cocooned inside my
Notre Dame sweatshirt, I feel somewhat protected from curious eyes and the cool air.My goal is
to run – forever – or to run for as long as it takes to rid my body of all the tension that came with a
day of anxiety around food that lent to a day of eating. I knew, if I would just move, I would feel
my lungs open, my mind clear, and I’ll be comfortable in my own skin once more. I have to
move.All day long I grazed while preparing for my dorm’s special Meal of Nations dinner.
Actually, “grazed” didn’t adequately capture the amount of food I consumed. All day, I had eaten,
ending in enough to cover several meals, and that was before dinner even arrived. And, as the
meal commenced, I still put myself at the front of the line —twice. And after heaping my plate
with all my favorite foods, I dove back in for dessert.Feeling full but feeling expressly empty.Now,
alone and hovering close to a deserted parking lot at the edge of campus, I burst into tears. In
frustration, I put my hands to my face and pulled my cheeks—certain that with all that food, they
ballooned to twice their normal size. What had I done to myself? Again? How could I let it
happen? I tug my hair, because that gave the right amount of feeling to an otherwise unknown
status of my body. I needed to feel something. Enduring that real, physical pain echoes the pain
seeping into my heart. So, I run.My pace begins slowly, very slowly…a walk. I go past the
international school, back towards the varsity athletics facility, and then into the shadow of the
outdoor track. The welcome silence of the night drowns out my thoughts, if only for a moment.
With each step, I relax my grip on my clothes, then my hair, and finally my face. Desperate to
quiet the voices in my head, I cry louder. I pick it up slightly. Walking faster now, I tell myself to
stay on campus. It’s safe there. But right now, safe isn’t enough, and there isn’t near enough
mileage on campus to do what I dream of doing… how long does it take to run forever?After
walking the half-mile around the Joyce Athletic and Convocation Center I begin to jog. The only
way to take it back, the only way to fix my mistake, to rid myself of all the food I shoveled into my
body is to move. It all needs to be used up so I can start fresh again.Once I begin running,
something takes over. A mechanical precision drives my limbs as I focus my attention on the
ground beneath my feet. Though I head in the direction of my dorm, I am unable to force myself
to stop. I keep running. I keep running out of fear—fear that I might start eating again, fear that I



wouldn’t be able to take back the day I just took upon myself, fear that I may never break out of
this lack of control. Fear compels one foot in front of the other, pumps my arms, and pushes the
breath from my lungs.Fear is a relentless task master and drives me hard.While I push and cry
and run, the sun continues to sink in the sky. Shielded by the darkness, I feel a new freedom in
my isolation. The coming of night brings with it anonymity. I can work this out in peace without
judgmental eyes evaluating me.But no matter how far or fast I run, my disease tags along.
Always there, it comes, unbidden into my mind. I think about how stupid I am, about how long I
have been trapped by this monster. I think about the number of times I have committed to “never
again”. I think about all the things I am missing, how many friends I might have if not for this
illness, how much success I might know. I think about how disappointed my parents—and
everyone else—would be if they could see me like this.So, I run.Pounding the pavement, step
after pitiful step, I believe I can at least reset the dial. I can be back where I was when I started
the day—maybe even take away the three other binges I succumbed to this week. All I can do is
start over. What else is there? Exercise, thought, time alone: these are the only answers I can
see. And if I can’t figure it out, then I’m going to run; forever.Three miles from campus, I realize I
am in South Bend proper. With every step I feel myself running stronger, my stride smoother.
Every muscle is at work, trying to untie the knot of irrational thoughts. This is where I want to be. I
am hitting my sweet spot. This will be okay. As I enter downtown, the road becomes wider and
the streetlights brighter. I feel safe again. Suddenly, I want to call my mom and dad. It occurs to
me they might call, and I wouldn’t be there. It would worry them if no one could find me and
didn’t know where I was. I want to make sure they know I am safe. I think that just by telling them
“I’m all right,’’ it would be true.In the parking lot of McDonalds, I find a pay phone. I stop to punch
in the long string of calling card numbers praying someone would answer. I hide this part of
myself from my parents, though I love and trust them completely.A voice on the other end,
“Hello?”“Hey Mom! It’s JoAnna! I just wanted to call and say ‘hey.’”“Oh hi J! How are you? What’s
going on?”In that moment, part of me wants to tell my parents about the pain I am in and my
plans to run forever. But how crazy does that sound? I’m sure they would make me stop
immediately. Come get me and take me home, maybe. No, I don’t want to scare them. But if I’m
brutally honest, I also don’t want them to make me stop. After all, if I stopped, where would the
pain go? How would I get back to where I was yesterday; I just want to go back to yesterday!
Before I started this day. Before I let myself try to be free for a day. Before I started eating. Before
I went back for that third plate. Before I felt uncomfortable in my own skin. Before this run
began.“Not much. We had an awesome meal today. Remember, I told you about how I was
helping make it? And it’s so nice right now. I think winter is FINALLY over. We’ve had a couple
days of sunshine and it’s warm enough just to wear a sweatshirt.”“Great to hear JoAnna. Dad
and I are just finishing up our weekend and getting ready for the week. When is your next test
J?”“School is going well guys and no big tests coming up so I’m just enjoying friends, teammates
and the opportunities for improvement; It’s a good time of the school year.”Small talk goes back
and forth for a few minutes and cheer rings in my voice, above the hum of passing traffic. It



reassures them. And now that they aren’t worried.“That’s great to hear. Nothing big going on
here either. Just normal stuff. We’re always thinking of you and hoping that you are doing well.
We know you need your freedom and will call when you need us. We’re always happy to hear
from you.“Thanks for always being there guys. Love you and I’ll look forward to talking to you
soon. Have a great rest of your day.”And, I hung up that big pay phone on its holder. And, looked
around. I was still on the side of a major rode. In my running clothes. I had forgot, just for a
moment, what I was doing. And then I came back to my body and I was again overwhelmed.I
can keep running.I run, and run, and run through downtown South Bend. People sit in the
windows of restaurants finishing their meals, sharing a chicken wing, a bowl of noodles or a slice
of pie on a Sunday night with family. All those people. Do they see me? See the conflict on my
face with my knitted brow concentrating on the mechanical precision of my stride? I run further,
feet pushing yards of concrete away, powerful, in control with each step.Soon the streets
become quiet. I realize the night sky have lost the evening colors since it’s way past sunset.
Shops close for the day, workers head home for supper. Time passed quicker than I
thought.Without noticing, I cross a set of railroad tracks that marked the southern, “rougher,”
edge of the city. I pass old houses with loose siding, peeling paint and sagging porches. Junk
cars sit abandoned, their tires pressed flat against the curb, against a backdrop of scattered
trash. But I don’t care.I have to keep running.I want to keep to the shadows despite the
downtrodden environment. I don’t want anyone to see me. I visualize myself looking huge, that
all the food I ate is evident. I find a dark street and take it.I run on a narrow sidewalk, homes
closing in on one side, briskly moving traffic on the other. As I look up to the street ahead I am
blinded by a headlight and a second later, I hit something metal, sharp, protruding from the
pavement, about shin-high. The impact sends me over the object and face-first onto the cement
sidewalk. I break the fall with my wrists. Barely registering the pain because of the adrenaline of
the run, I lay there accessing the damage.I need to keep running. Is that possible now? How can
I make it possible? If I keep running I am sure the pain will wear off.I slowly rise, testing my
muscles from head to toe; what hurts the most? The pain of the day still outweighing the physical
injuries andI start up again, stiff, but virtually un-phased.I have to keep going.But, it is the pain
that brings me back to a bit of reality. The neighborhood, the little knowledge of how far I am from
my dorm, and my physical state finally boiled up to reality; what am I doing?I slow down, I walk,
my body becomes real again and the craziness of my situation becomes real. I am not scared
but I know it is time to stop, the journey back will be perfect for the healing that now needs to
take place.I turn off the dark street, cross a bridge and start back. But I don’t know where I am—
this is the furthest I have ever been from campus. It’s only when I reach better light that I discover
the right leg of my sweatpants completely soaked with blood. Where there had once been fabric
there was now a gaping hole and loose skin torn away from my knee. I am still bleeding. I survey
the rest of my body. What I see seems unfamiliar: a hooded Notre Dame shirt stuck to my torso,
the bottom hanging low under the weight of sweat; muddy shoes, knotted laces, dirty scraped
hands from the fall.I realized it was going to be a long journey back, but one that would be



perfect; I had pushed it to the limit and was ready to return.With my arm throbbing and my knee
stiffening up, I plod on. Stop light to stop light. My task complete, I focus on getting myself back
to real safety. My arm pulses with pain now, and I start running with an odd gait because the only
way I feel okay is to hold my arm across my chest.I start singing the National Anthem. And keep
running.Six hours after I leave the dorm to begin my run, I return. Six hours of running; my only
breaks being the phone call to my parents and my fall.Slipping into my dorm, I’m startled when I
feel a gentle hand on my shoulder. Lisa, my dorm resident assistant, turns me around to face
her. When she looks over my disheveled state, fear slides down her face like a sheet of
rain.“JoAnna…what the…”Lisa doesn’t finish her sentence. She rushes me to the bathroom
showers and turns on the water. We find the origin of all the blood, simple knee scrape really,
and assess any other damage.“Lisa, I’m okay. Don’t worry.” But I can’t finish my sentence, and
I’m crying now. Scared, I don’t really know what to say. How can I explain what just
happened?“JoAnna, what happened to you? Are you okay? Where have you been? It’s past
midnight!” The concern in her voice is palpable.Between sobs I squeak, “I tripped over
something in the street and fell.” I did not mention I had been running for the last six hours.Lisa
calls dorm rectress who insists I go to St. Joe’s hospital in South Bend for X-rays. There, I repeat
my story about tripping and not-so-skillfully dodge questions from the doctor regarding my
injuries. Eventually, the staff accepts my explanation and releases me.By 3 a.m., I climb into bed
in my room, thankful for the wordless drive home and the oblivion of the girls studying in my hall.
Lying in bed, my secret safe once more, I pray to God that no one would know the torture I
endure. Touching my stomach, knowing that I had successfully erased the mistakes of today, but
vowing that tomorrow will be different. I promise myself that I will have control.Tomorrow will be a
new day.DisclaimerAll rights reserved. No part of this publication or the information in it may be
quoted from or reproduced in any form by means such as printing, scanning, photocopying or
otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder.This book is not intended as a
substitute for the medical advice of physicians. The reader should regularly consult a physician
in matters relating to his/her health and particularly with respect to any symptoms that may
require diagnosis or medical attention.Terms of Use: Effort has been made to ensure that the
information in this book is accurate and complete, however, the author and the publisher do not
warrant the accuracy of the information, text and graphics contained within the book due to the
rapidly changing nature of science, research, known and unknown facts and internet. The
Author and the publisher do not hold any responsibility for errors, omissions or contrary
interpretation of the subject matter herein. This book is presented solely for motivational and
informational purposes only.A Song Of Inspiration"Closer To Fine"[1]As written by Emily Saliers
and recorded by the Indigo GirlsEmily Saliers of the Indigo Girls wrote this song; it was released
in 1989. In my struggle for victory, this song spoke to me. Long afterward, I found the following
interview of Emily Saliers. It seemed that her inspiration and insight about life, and in speaking of
this song, came through directly to me… and secured the victory!In an interview on December
7, 2006, with Carl Wiser for the website Songfacts[2], Sailers stated that the song is based on



real experiences. Said Saliers: "All of my songs, they're a combination of real experiences and
what I observe through other people's behavior and experience. I was with my family in Vermont,
and we were sitting in this rustic cabin, and I was sitting on a front porch and looking out into the
trees, which, you know, whenever you're in such a bucolic setting, it can make you feel very
philosophical. So that's how I was feeling. And that song is about not beating yourself up too
hard to get your answer from one place. There's no panacea, that in order to be balanced or feel
closer to fine it's okay to draw from this or to draw from that, to draw from a bunch of different
sources. So it's about being confused but looking for the answers, and in the end knowing that
you're going to be fine. No seeking just one definitive answer."Thank you to Emily and the Indigo
Girls for their inspiration; I hope this book and its contents make you proud. The beautiful song
reads… I'm trying to tell you something about my lifeMaybe give me insight between black and
whiteThe best thing you've ever done for meIs to help me take my life less seriously, it's only life
after allWell darkness has a hunger that's insatiableAnd lightness has a call that's hard to hearI
wrap my fear around me like a blanketI sailed my ship of safety till I sank it, I'm crawling on your
shore. I went to the doctor, I went to the mountainsI looked to the children, I drank from the
fountainThere's more than one answer to these questionspointing me in crooked lineThe less I
seek my source for some definitiveThe closer I am to fine. I went to see the doctor of
philosophyWith a poster of Rasputin and a beard down to his kneeHe never did marry or see a
B-grade movieHe graded my performance, he said he could see through meI spent four years
prostrate to the higher mind, got my paperAnd I was free. I went to the doctor, I went to the
mountainsI looked to the children, I drank from the fountainThere's more than one answer to
these questionspointing me in crooked lineThe less I seek my source for some definitiveThe
closer I am to fine. I stopped by the bar at 3 a.m.To seek solace in a bottle or possibly a friendI
woke up with a headache like my head against a boardTwice as cloudy as I'd been the night
beforeI went in seeking clarity. I went to the doctor, I went to the mountainsI looked to the
children, I drank from the fountainThere's more than one answer to these questionspointing me
in crooked lineThe less I seek my source for some definitiveThe closer I am to fine. I went to the
doctor, I went to the mountainsI looked to the children, I drank from the fountainThere's more
than one answer to these questionspointing me in crooked lineThe less I seek my source for
some definitiveThe closer I am to fine. We go to the bible, we go through the workoutWe read up
on revival and we stand up for the lookoutThere's more than one answer to these
questionspointing me in a crooked lineThe less I seek my source for some definitiveThe closer I
am to fine.Thank You | Mom & DadAs my parents know, I’m no poet (even though Mom certainly
gave me enough tools to be one) but I sure wish I was when trying to offer a sincere and
significant Thank You to my parents, Conrad and Deb Deeter. Especially for the years of
challenge leading to this victory and the continued smelling of the roses today. Let’s try this…For
the everlasting positive outlook on life, love and happiness.For the hardship endured.For the
enduring love that created an opportunity for victory. For the courage that it takes to let go.For
the relentless belief in everything about me.For the everlasting love that you continually display



as a couple, as parents and as grandparents.JCloser to FineJoAnna Deeter MasloskiChapter 1 |
Setting the stage“I’m trying to tell you something about my life.Maybe give you insight between
the black and white.”To date, hundreds of studies have been done about anorexia, the life-
threatening disease most common in women age 15-24. And while billions of dollars have been
spent on research, there is no definitive cause. Instead, experts have found that a combination
of factors create a susceptibility. Biological, psychological, and environmental factors can all
generate a propensity toward the disease.Genetic traits make an individual more vulnerable to
developing the disease. A genetic predisposition to the characteristics of perfectionism,
sensitivity, and perseverance (all traits associated with anorexia) also may trigger a tendency
toward restrictive eating. Psychological factors like obsessive-compulsive traits or bouts of
depression make a person more likely to succumb to the disease.Additionally, environmental
factors play a role in the onset of anorexia. American culture’s preoccupation with weight,
beauty, and thinness put pressure on a young woman’s perception of body image. Peer
pressure, parental expectations, and society’s view of success as being beautiful and thin can
also contribute to disordered eating, especially in young girls. More recent studies discovered a
significant link to individuals with a high level of devotion to work and productivity and the
disease of anorexia nervosa. This commitment also accompanies a dogged pursuit of
excellence, even at the cost of social withdrawal. This mindset, deep and steadfast, propels
individuals into disordered eating and here’s my story…Let’s start with the research. When I fell
into anorexia, 75% of the studies mentioned body image, parental expectations, and
preoccupation with thinness. Not until later did the significant link to individuals with a high level
of devotion to work and productivity and a dogged pursuit of excellence become statistical
evidence. Even though the doctors and researchers didn’t know it, I did. The reality was…I didn’t
come from a dysfunctional home. My parents love me, a lot, actually. I wasn’t abused, neglected,
bullied, maltreated, harmed, or verbally assaulted. I didn’t feel like I had to earn my parents’ love.
I didn’t feel like I had to compete for their attention.And I loved being me. A tomboy ready for
action, I rode BMX, played baseball with the boys, hunted, fished, and tried anything
challenging. I loved competition and being my best.My standard, white-bread upbringing
muddies the water of this story. There is no pin-pointing why I fell in to anorexia. No finger
pointing. No one to blame. It’s hard to understand how this disease-turned-thief snuck into my
life and complicated what should have been years of celebration for the achievements that I had
worked so hard to obtain. But in telling the story, I’m hoping to unravel the mystery just a little bit.I
do not recall a day when I did not want to aim higher, work harder, or be better than the day
before.Born to be an athlete, I possessed the ultimate weapon: the ability to work hard.
Whenever effort factored into the equation, the advantage belonged to me. I believed that
destiny was more muster than mystery, more attitude than ability. It was all very simple: you
decide what you want, then will yourself to get it. My story begins as an impressionable 5th
grader. I decided I loved figure skating, and I willed myself to “get it.” In truth, as bizarre as it
sounds, I loved to rise into the 5 a.m. darkness and circle the rink with only a few other dedicated



girls—giggling and falling, giggling and falling.Those early morning practices extended into the
afternoons, because really, to be the best, you have to work hard. At the young age of 9, I was
already showing signs of that “dogged pursuit”, every day after school, I returned to that silver
surface jumping, practicing figures, the blade of my skates tracing that thin, prescribed line.
Every day I knew that I was doing something that others weren’t doing, practicing harder and
going beyond what everyone else did. It was hard but that is what made it worth it.In no time, my
intense personality succumbed to the siren song of skating. The control I felt during practice, the
discipline needed to improve - these things fueled my fire. Each and every accomplishment led
me to another new challenge. Every skill I nailed opened the door to the next area for
improvement. There is, after all, something alluring about the things that “cannot’’ be done. I
wanted to do them. I wanted to blow them out of the water. Practice time was never wasted. I
never hung on to the boards or chatted away my ice time with friends. What was the sense in
that?However, I learned early that effort doesn’t always equal a win; my committed practice did
not translate into huge skating success. Ironically, I didn’t care. As sport goes, ice skating is fairly
subjective. Having others determine my success wasn’t what drove me. My judgment was
quantifiable, honest—and depended only on me. Every hour that I worked against my own limits,
I soared. I saw my improvement. I knew when I pushed myself past the limits.That’s what I cared
most about.Before long though, my interest in skating waned. As I prepared to enter middle
school, I was having second thoughts about continuing to skate. Despite having given so much
time and energy to skating, I began to recognize that it was precluding me from experiencing
“normal” school activities and relationships. Coupled with its subjectivity and internal politics,
skating’s allure wore off and I opted to check out new sports opportunities at school. Before we
go any further into this story, I want to stop and make something abundantly clear here: I was not
pushed. My parents were my biggest cheerleaders but they were not my coach or my judge.
They wanted me to find something I loved, and smell the roses in doing it. Sport was my choice,
always my choice.And this is the thing about an athlete. I believe that successful athletes are
born with this innate sense, this drive toward competition – even if it’s just competing with
yourself. There is some kind of primal urge to reach your potential. People praise that kind of
drive, especially in younger children, because it is so rare. A single-minded focus on improving is
what makes a great athlete an elite athlete.As a kid, I had it. I wanted to push through hours of
training. I wanted to be working harder than anyone else. There was something in me that made
me want to be the best. So when my dedication to figure skating ended, I naturally looked for
something else to challenge me. By that time, I was in junior high. Ah yes, junior high. Fitting in,
making friends, finding a niche – these were all priorities in my adolescence. I watched my
classmates to see how they navigated the swirling waters of the social scene. What I saw ignited
my interests once more: a lot of my peers started to dedicate more and more time to school
sports. They practiced before and after school and on the weekends. For years, my routine of
rising at dawn singled me out as especially dedicated. I wore the “Hard Worker” badge with pride
and satisfaction. But, by eighth grade, my classmates caught up, in a sense and,



subconsciously, I don’t think I could let that happen. At Central Middle School in Eden Prairie,
the dismissal bell rang precisely at 2:12 p.m. Turning my back on seventh grade speech class, I
headed through the door and toward freedom. Hundreds of kids streamed into the hallway after
school slamming locker doors, grabbing backpacks and heading home.But I was headed
somewhere else.After making the decision to leave skating, I tried out for the seventh-grade
basketball team.And I had no basketball skills. None. Seriously. My nickname ended up being
“happy feet” because, no matter what, I kept my feet moving because I had to outwork everyone
to overcome my lack of skills.But harnessing my ability to work, I dug in and wound up making
the team. I spent hours and hours on the court, running drills in my head, asking my coaches for
extra practice. My season was a success in that I had a great time and made some good friends.
I enjoyed all that junior high sport is supposed to be, and it led me to try out for another team
when winter gave way to spring.As warm weather called my friends out to the track, I ventured
out with them. Suited up in a pair of Umbro shorts, a baggy t-shirt, thin sports bra and Nike
cross-trainers, I readied myself for practice. Other girls bustled about the locker room, but I felt
no particular sense of urgency. To me, this foray into track and field wasn’t so much about
winning or setting records as it was about hanging with friends, staying in shape for basketball,
and checking out the cute guys (a staple in the social hierarchy of middle school life).The day
that Coach Hamilton announced he would lead a three-mile run, all-comers welcome, I thought I
might give it a shot. To my 13-year-old self, three miles stretched out before me as a marathon.
The kids who dared tackled the herculean challenge were the gods of the middle school track
team.
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Karen Bjella, “family love, empowerment. Joanna infuses her stories and experiences with a
perspective of hope and encouragement. She threads these stories of her anorexia journey
together, and through each of them we are shown undercurrents of strength, determination,
grace, family love, empowerment, endurance and always encouragement from a beautiful
soulful and now peaceful woman. A great read!”

Ebook Library Reader, “It wasn't an easy or quick triumph for Joanna but this book will .... The
book takes you on a journey that shows the depth of the disease, the fight, the triumphs and the
set backs. It wasn't an easy or quick triumph for Joanna but this book will give anyone dealing
with this disease the courage, the understanding, the knowledge that they can come through it.
At the end of the journey they too can be proud, healthy and have an incredible life. I have such
respect for Joanna and her family for what they all went through and am thankful that she wrote
this incredible book so that others can be encouraged and come through their journey also.Mary
Kay Holly”

Ebook LibraryPaz, “Closer to Fine is a must read for anyone interested in a .... Closer to Fine is a
must read for anyone interested in a raw, vulnerable illustration of what it takes to be triumphant.
Masloski takes the reader on an introspective journey, showing what it means to struggle with
disordered eating while trying to race to the finish line as an elite athlete.”

Jessica, “A raw, emotional, true tell on an inside .... A raw, emotional, true tell on an inside
perspective of battling an eating disorder. Your honesty, courage and whit will inspire others to
seek help, self reflect and find strength on the other side of their struggle.”

Brooke, “yet beautiful and elegant stories that I’ve ever read. One of the most raw, yet beautiful
and elegant stories that I’ve ever read. Joanna’s personal take on her struggle is a journey that
all should read and take values from. This is a new one on my “Must Read” lists!”

P&D, “Helpful and insightful autobiography about a sport-obsessed anorexic. This
autobiographical book is a very helpful, insightful read. As a mum of a recently diagnosed
anorexic, this helped me understand what goes on in the illogical mind of a sport-obsessed
anorexic. Much of the content is universally relevant, though you must bear in mind that events
covered in the book take place in 1990's America, the medical world's understanding and
treatment of eating disorders has moved on significantly. Certainly very glad I read this book and
would recommend it to anyone grappling with an eating disorder, whether as the sufferer or the
carer. It will give you hope and perspective.”

The book by Ken McDonald has a rating of  5 out of 3.9. 9 people have provided feedback.
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