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			Back cover

			At twelve years old, a voice takes hold of Oihana’s life. A cold, methodical, relentless voice that demands thinness and punishes every deviation. Within months, her world turns into a living nightmare: calories obsessively counted, rituals multiplying, fainting spells, hospitalizations, parents fighting desperately for solutions. Eight years during which her body slowly disappears.

			This raw and deeply honest memoir plunges into the inner mechanics of anorexia: the terror of “gaining weight,” the numbing cold gnawing at the bones, shame, isolation, and obsessive compulsions invading every gesture. But it also sheds light on the fragile forces that keep her alive—studies pursued despite exhaustion, unwavering family support, friendships that endure, and finally love. The love of a man who offers refuge rather than judgment, whose presence begins to crack the grip of The Voice. Through this bond, Oihana slowly reclaims her body, her freedom, and her life.

			Tears and Bones is a powerful and essential testimony for loved ones, educators, caregivers, and anyone seeking to understand anorexia. A harrowing and intensely moving account, told with rare sincerity.

			

			 

			Oihana Bachelet, 25, is a tattoo artist based in Toulouse, France.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			

			Copyright

			© Max Milo éditions, Paris, 2026

			www.maxmilo.com

			ISBN : 978-231502-693-7

		

	
		
			

			Dedication

			I dedicate this book to my wonderful parents.

			 

			 

			

		

	
		
			

			Author’s Note

			This book is aimed at those close to people with eating disorders, those who wish to understand some of the mechanisms of these disorders, and anyone who suffers or has suffered from conflicting relationships with food.

			 

			The story begins in 2012, and the treatment of eating disorders may have evolved since then.

			It is important to point out that this book recounts a personal and subjective experience, which does not aim to generalize, but to bear witness.

			Above all, through the ending of this story, I would like to give hope to people suffering from eating disorders, and to those close to them.

			 

			Finally, I would like to warn you that some passages in this book contain descriptions that may be offensive to people affected by eating disorders, depression and suicidal thoughts.

			If you are concerned by these issues, I urge you to read this book with caution, and even to postpone it if you fear that certain passages may affect you.

			

			Don’t hesitate to talk to your loved ones or healthcare professionals about your difficulties. And, above all, take care of yourself.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			

			The Smell of Lavender

			February 2013, age 12

			My bones bang against the sides of the bathtub. The scalding water coats my carcass. 

			How long have I been here?

			I can barely keep my eyes open, the steam is so thick and dense. Everything fades away and floats around me. My knees protrude slightly from the surface of the water, cold, emaciated, covered in bruises. I can barely move them. The scent of lavender wafts through my nostrils from the bath. Maybe that’s what death smells like.

			 

			A slamming door wakes me. My mother enters the room.

			“I’ll leave the scale next door… You need to weigh yourself on the way out, okay? Call me when it’s right.”

			I slowly extract myself from the bathtub and step, one foot at a time, onto the bathroom scale. For the first time, it shows a figure under 40 kg: 39.1 kg. My mom looks down. I can no longer express or feel anything. A deep silence builds a wall between her and me. Even The Voice keeps a low profile.

			

			 

			My mother leaves the room, leaving me alone in the bathroom, facing the mirror.

			I slowly approach my reflection and plunge my eyes into those of the being facing me. I look at my naked, hollowed-out child’s torso, my dry, nervous belly, my stunted arms. Then I slowly direct my hands towards my face, and begin to explore it with my fingertips. I furrow the ridge of my prominent cheekbones, the curves of my sunken temples, the volumes of my jaw. The vision of a human skull takes shape in my head.

			 

			This is it, I’ve gone too far. I’ll have to leave the house.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			

			The Land

			August 2012, 12 years—7 months earlier

			Blood flows between my legs. My body disgusts me, everything that forms it and everything that comes out of it. I’ve gained weight, I notice when I press my fat thighs, flattened on the toilet rim. The skin of my belly is plump and shiny.

			I grab some paper towels and stuff them into my panties. I don’t dare tell my grandmother I’m having my period for the first time.

			My parents aren’t home. They’re repainting the shutters of our house in the south of France, while my two brothers and I are enjoying a week’s vacation in Normandy, at our grandparents’ side.

			 

			I use the time to prepare for the finals of my department’s basketball selections. At the start, there were a lot of us, but now there are only twenty. The selectors will keep fifteen players at the end of the summer.

			I’ve already done two training camps to reach this final stage. The first was in the spring, the second in June and the last will be in a week’s time, at the end of August. I know the nineteen girls who will be with me. They’re all slim and muscular. Their hair is done up in buns—like dancers. I’d like to be like them. They’re very close-knit, because they’re almost all from the same club, renowned for its very high standards. It’s hard for me to fit in with them.

			

			I’m afraid of disappointing my father and the basketball coach of my village team, who both believe in me.

			I train hard to keep up. Every day, I run around the soccer stadium that runs alongside the garden of my grandparents’ house. Three laps of the pitch, alternating slow and fast running sequences, to get my heart, muscles and breath used to the changes in pace. My father taught me this method, which is called split training. Then I do a few exercises on the outdoor basketball court.

			Fifteen free throws, fifteen straight lay-ups, fifteen push-ups, fifteen lay-backs.

			Throughout the workout, I can feel my thighs rubbing together and my body dripping with sweat. I wonder if it’s normal to have thighs that touch at 12.

			 

			My little brother joins me on the basketball court. He’s a year younger than me, athletic and slim. I admire his tapered legs and wish I had the same body shape as him. When we were little, we weighed the same and were the same height. Adults often thought we were twins. I loved those days when we were one. We played together all day long, inventing wonderful worlds and stories of all kinds. We had so much fun. At the start of the school year, my little brother joined me at college, entering 6th and I 5th. My older brother will be leaving middle school and moving on to high school.

			

			“Can you pass the ball to me?” my little brother, Unai, asks me with the look of a laughing child.

			I smile and throw the ball across the pitch for him to run after. We burst out laughing.

			Sunset looms behind the soccer stadium hedges. A warm breeze caresses my shoulders. The sky turns pink and the laughter of children playing in the distance echoes through the village streets. I love this end-of-summer atmosphere, I wish it would never end.

			 

			It’s time to head home, as the aperitif approaches. We hurry home with my little brother, happy to share this pleasant moment with our grandparents. My grandpa tells jokes and my grandma listens to us talk. My big brother is there too, having stayed home to watch sports on TV.

			 

			My grandmother prepares the aperitif tray, and I can see in her eyes how happy she is to see us all together. My grandfather pours us a glass of orgeat syrup and we cheerfully toast. My attention soon turns to the multitude of savory delights on the table. I peck at them several times and struggle not to give in to temptation any further.

			For some time now, an irresistible urge has been driving me to eat frantically. Hearty meals calm me down. At the table, I eat one piece of bread after another. I love the caramelized smell of the crust and the elastic texture of the crumb. And since dinners are light at my grandparents’, I try to compensate.

			

			My grandmother meets my gaze as I reach for the basket again. “You should be careful not to eat too much bread, young girls have to eat less than men.”

			Looking back, I’m convinced that this advice was meant to be benevolent, like every bit of attention she always paid to my brothers and me. At the age of 12, I don’t realize that this remark stems from her own upbringing and the times in which she grew up. I just feel intimidated, ashamed of the way I feed myself.

			 

			I eat like a man, and sometimes I feel like one. When I was in elementary school, I was regularly called a tomboy. I’ve never been comfortable with that remark. At summer camp, a classmate told me he didn’t believe I was a girl. My 5th teacher put me in the boys’ group for the end-of-year choir, because my voice was too deep. A friend’s mom gave me a large T-shirt, telling me that this was the cut for me, as I had the build of a young man. When I competed in judo, my weight was close to that of boys slightly older than me. So I had to fight against them and very often lost.

			This lack of femininity in me questions and complexes me, to such an extent that I don’t feel legitimate wearing a dress, and I dread, later on, not looking like a woman.

			I turn my gaze to the TV—which is sometimes on in the dining room as the 8 p.m. news approaches. A sublime young woman appears on screen, being interviewed on a set. She’s tall and slender. I marvel at her red-rimmed lips, her luminous dark eyes and her beautifully coiffed hair. She’s wearing a long, satiny black dress that hugs the curves of her legs. She’s so beautiful and exudes such femininity.

			

			I’d love to be like her when I grow up.

			I wolf down my last piece of bread and promise myself I’ll eat less tomorrow.

			 

			The next morning, I step on the scales in my grandparents’ bathroom: 56 kg. Horrible. I run away from the reflection of my body in the mirror and put on a pair of basketball shorts.

			I can’t wait to get back to the South, as there’s no Internet connection at my grandparents’ house.

			A friend of mine, Elsa, whom I met in my first year of college, is always asking me to keep her company by message or webcam. She sometimes writes me very long texts, in which she threatens to call in her big sister if I don’t comply with what she tells me to do. In this way, she’s kept me away from my school friends and from Chloé D.—a great friend I’d made in 6th, and with whom I laughed a lot.

			I felt better before I had Facebook, free of any social obligations when I got out of school. The mere idea of having a cell phone, a portable object on which people can reach me at any time, terrifies me.

			The computer is already a source of stress for me. There are two at my parents’ house, which we share and are allowed a limited amount of time per person per day. They’re in the middle of the living room and are fixed computers. Sometimes, Elsa asks for me while my father is working on them, and I have to negotiate to answer her. I’m afraid of her. Her company is unpleasant, but I can’t shake off our relationship.

			

			 

			*

			 

			The eve of my return to 5th. I’ve been back in the south of France for almost a week. The last selection course is over. I check my mailbox every day, hoping to receive the results of the official team. I chat regularly with a girl I met at the last training camp. She’s very nice and we get on well. I hope we’ll be in the final team together.

			 

			Since I’ve been back home, I’ve discovered a passion for skipping rope, and I train every day relentlessly to improve my records. I also weigh myself very regularly. I dream of honing my body and feeling better about myself. I’m obsessed with the idea of regaining the figure I had in previous years. 

			Yesterday, my father complimented a photo of me playing basketball about a year ago: “You were pretty in that photo, you were all finicky!”

			I’d love him to think I’m just as beautiful and slender today. I’d like to make him proud. He sometimes shows me photos of a colleague of his training with his daughter for a marathon. This girl is very slim and muscular, and her perfectly defined abs catch my attention every time.

			 

			For the past two years or so, I’ve been training to run with my father on Sunday mornings. These are moments of complicity, when we listen to music together on the way in the car. We laugh a lot. Before each session, we drink a last sip of water that we call “the victory sip”. He’s constantly encouraging me and helping me to improve enormously in this discipline. The place where we run is magnificent, a lake bordered by groves. The changing colors of the leaves, grass and surrounding fields punctuate our year as the seasons go by. I love feeling my breath and the strength in my thighs improve with each session. But the effort is sometimes difficult for me when I’ve had a basketball match the day before, or when the week’s training sessions have been intense.

			

			I was disgusted once when my little brother joined us and lost me, even though he’d only trained to run with us twice in the year.

			It’s because I’m fat.

			 

			I turn on the family computer and log on to Facebook. My friend from the selections sent me a message:

			“Too bad… you didn’t make the final 15. I’m so sorry…”

			My heart pounds against my chest, my fingers go numb, my breathing quickens. I can’t reach the keys on the keyboard. I reply:

			“Really? How do you know?”

			She encloses a photo of a table listing the first names of the fifteen girls selected. I scan the table several times with my eyes. My name isn’t there. I go straight to my mailbox. I get nothing. I hadn’t been notified by the selection coaches. Not a single summary message. Not a single word of encouragement.

			A tear rolls down my cheek. I’ll have to tell my parents. I’m afraid I’ll disappoint them.

			

			 

			I look for them all over the house. They’re outside, in the garden.

			“I… I didn’t get in.”

			I lower my head, a sob escaping me. My parents smile tenderly at me.

			“It’s okay, you did your best.”

			They take me in their arms.

			 

			*

			 

			Back to school. I take the school bus for the first time with my little brother, who’s starting secondary school. We have fun on the way. I hope he likes his new school, that the change doesn’t upset him too much and that he makes friends.

			Elsa isn’t in my class this year. I’m glad. This will allow me to keep my distance from her. On the other hand, I’m glad to hear that Laura is with me.

			Laura is a sweet, intelligent girl who went to school with me until CE21. She had to leave our village due to personal problems, so I’m delighted to have her back.

			My main teacher is Madame Stein. I really like her , she’s an extremely funny woman. Her lessons are like theater pieces.

			 

			I’m not worried about the prospect of a new school year. I’ve never really had any problems at school, largely because my parents have always helped me with my homework and lessons. For a long time, my father was a teacher in difficult secondary schools. For the past few months, he has been a prison teacher. His experience and advice have enabled me to progress from year to year. My mother is a graphic designer in a publishing house. She’s Basque (on the Spanish side), and learned to speak French when she met my father. Despite the fact that French is not her mother tongue, she supports me in learning every subject.

			

			In this way, my parents have enabled my brothers and me to do well at school. In this area too, I don’t want to disappoint them. They don’t put too much pressure on us when it comes to school results, but deep down I know they’d be worried if my grades dropped. So I work very assiduously.

			I also impose this rigor on myself, as my goal is to enter a general high school in the neighboring town, which has a renowned art option in the region. Drawing is my favorite subject, before sports, photography and writing—other activities I enjoy. When I was younger, I used to spend my nights writing and illustrating stories late into the night. I often woke up with pencils, tubes of glue and scissors spread out on my comforter.

			Teachers are sometimes taken aback when I tell them I’d like to go to art school after high school.

			“In view of your academic results, you could apply to more serious universities.”

			I understand their point of view, but I’m not interested in that prospect. I’ll work hard to make drawing my profession.

			My mother went to art school in Bilbao when she was younger. I’ve always admired her level of drawing and painting. When I was little, I loved to climb the stairs in our house that led to her studio. I watched each canvas carefully, some in soft, pastel colors, others darker and more eerie, but I loved them all the same. My mother’s studio is tucked away in the attic of the house, where damaged tiles let in rays of light and the occasional glint of rain. It smells of oil paint and turpentine. It’s a magical, mysterious place.

			

			 

			*

			 

			I’m currently reflecting on how much thinner I was at the end of elementary school, when my dermatologist advised me to follow a lactose-free diet to deal with my skin problems. This meant cutting out all foods containing milk, cream and butter—such as cooked bis , yoghurts, cheese and buns. I was even surprised to learn that some brands of industrial ham contained them. I bring up the subject with my parents, claiming that my skin problems are returning. They finally agreed, without being completely convinced.

			I’m back on my milk-free diet. I hope it will pay off, and that I’ll feel better about myself in time.

			 

			As the days go by, I feel that it is becoming less and less difficult for me to avoid lactose-free foods. I am juggling my social and school life, my basketball training and games, and my new diet perfectly. I’m stepping up my jump rope sessions and continuing to run every Sunday with my dad. I feel like I’m making a lot of progress in my running right now, especially during the “final sprint”—the last hundred meters after the last bench on the lake loop. My legs just keep going, even uphill. I’m finally able to keep up with my dad.

			I’m hopeful about an upcoming event: the Cross of colleges2—a race in two distinct levels (6th/5th and 4th/3th), girls and boys separated. I won it last year, just ahead of two very thin girls whom I had followed throughout the race, then overtaken at the last moment, during the final sprint on the rugby field. My big brother was in the stadium grandstand with all the other schoolchildren, and I was happy and proud to win ahead of him.

			It’s going to be close this year too, with one or two very athletic girls who are going to give me a hard time.

			 

			*

			 

			Cross of the 2012-2013 school year. A bang announces the start. Off we go. There are around sixty of us girls. Everyone pushes each other and gives it their all for the first few meters, then the group disperses. I find myself in the lead with two other girls, with stunted, muscular calves, running ahead of me. The sight of their slender, bouncing legs sends a surge of rage through me. I concentrate on my breathing, as my father taught me, and gradually outrun them, right from the first lap of the race. In the middle of the course, as I stride across the schoolyard, I’m alone and bump into my sports teacher, who gives me a high-five. At the finish line, in the rugby stadium, my head teacher, Madame Stein, congratulates me and puts a medal around my neck. I’m over the moon and extremely happy.

			

			 

			After the race, the school organizes a little tea party. I head there with my friend Laura. Donuts and compotes to drink are laid out on a plastic table. I hesitate for a moment between the two. The sight of the soft, shiny dough of the doughnuts calls me tenderly, but I pull myself together and take only the compote. There’s lactose in the doughnut batter.

			“You only take this?” asks Laura.

			I explain my skin problems, then we sit down in the playground to remake the world.

			 

			Winning this race enabled me to qualify for the Cross départemental. I went there with my father on a rainy day. When the race starts, I’m overtaken by countless girls, each more athletic than the last. I lose my footing. I’m not going to make it.

			Forty-first. A failure. On the way back, my thighs and face are covered in mud. My father reassures me:

			“You did your best.”

			I’m ashamed of myself.

			 

			 

			
				
					1. Children are in CE2 at the age of 8-9.

				

				
					2. In France, the college is for students aged 11 to 15.

				

			

		

	
		
			

			The Voice

			October to December 2012, age 12

			3 kg lighter. I feel immense satisfaction, my plan is working perfectly.

			Today, I decided to redecorate my bedroom. I detached the photos of fashion and basketball magazines and put them on the wall opposite my bed. It forms a huge mosaic, which I find aesthetically pleasing. All these gorgeous models stare in my direction. One in particular catches my eye. It’s a photo of a woman, topless, in black and white, her hair plastered, her face hidden by the shadow of her hat, and her torso tilted slightly back. Her arms are thin and her stomach completely flat. I position myself in the same way as her, facing the narrow mirror in my bedroom. There’s a bulge at the bottom of my belly and my arms are chubbier than hers. I’ll have to work on that. I promise myself I’ll start an abs program tomorrow night. This new resolution obsesses me all day tomorrow.

			 

			Every Wednesday afternoon, I have basketball practice. For some time now, my parents have been carpooling with the parents of a girl on my team. She’s a skinny teammate, but she doesn’t play basketball very well. In the car once, she said to me:

			

			“Look how your thighs shake and touch when the car moves!”

			I hate her. I liked it better when my dad took me to training alone.

			During basketball games on Saturdays, I’m tough—and sometimes mean—to some of the girls on my team. My position is that of point guard. This role requires precise analysis of the game, knowing the strengths of your teammates and the weaknesses of your opponents. I feel under constant pressure, and I have to be irreproachable to lead us to victory. When I make an ideal pass to a girl on my team and she drops the ball with her hands, it annoys me. One of my coaches, Pascal, puts pressure on me at every time-out—when we’re losing—to save the day. Being a leader can be a difficult job. If I lose, I feel a lot of guilt.

			I often ask my family not to come and see me at my games. They’ve never commented on my level of play. They’ve always been encouraging and supportive, but the fear of disappointing them or making a fool of myself in front of them gnaws at me constantly.

			 

			My sporting performance improves as my weight drops. 51 kg. Down 5 kg on the scales since I started my dairy-free diet. I love watching my figure slim down. I think I’m prettier and the feeling of being in control of my diet makes me feel much better.

			

			I refine my clothing style and sometimes allow myself a few feminine touches. I style my hair in a high bun, wear purple cuffed boots and an orange wool scarf. The other day, I tried on a pair of tight pants and a black dress—clothes I wouldn’t allow myself to wear before. My mom also gave me matching headbands for a girls’ shopping trip.

			I love these moments when we both take off in the car to go shopping, on Saturdays when I don’t have a match. They’re moments of complicity when we talk and laugh a lot. Back then, we’d buy a packet of cookies at the end of our shopping trip and share them together on the way home. Nowadays, I try not to eat cookies outside meals, even if they’re lactose-free.

			 

			At the end of our last shopping trip together, I found a book called : Le petit livre de la minceur. It’s an inventory ranking all the calories per 100 g of raw or processed foods, according to their cooking and brands. I begged my mother to buy it for me.

			Since I’ve had this book, I’ve learned a lot about nutrition. I’ve even started keeping a notebook where I record and calculate everything I eat every day. I find this more precise than simply not eating foods containing lactose. I set myself a target of not exceeding 1,300 kcal over the course of the day.

			 

			50 kg for 1 m 65. Not bad, but it could be better. I’d like my abs to be more defined and my thighs thinner.

			Recently, I’ve noticed that a voice is increasingly present in my head. It often speaks to me in the imperative, and is increasingly aggressive and judgmental about the people I come into contact with. It sorts things out. I’ve always had a nasty ca racter, but now it’s getting worse and worse. She often contradicts the advice of those closest to me, so I don’t know who to believe.

			

			The Voice, which has been with me for a few weeks now, is my new best friend. I confide my doubts to her, she helps me achieve my goals and gives me new ones. I trust her, for now.

			Now that she’s here, I’m gradually plunging into a painful nostalgia. I think back to my early childhood. Truck trips with my family, vacations spent in the Basque country and Normandy, laughter and games shared with my brothers and friends.

			I’d like to stay with my loved ones for the rest of my life. The mere idea of moving away from them as an adult to create my own family seems unbearable. I’d like to never leave childhood. They’re my family, and nobody else.

			Ever since I was a little girl, I’ve taken a multitude of photos and videos of our daily lives—to make sure I don’t forget anything. I spend hours filing these memories away on the family hard drive. The more time passes, the stricter and more meticulous this sorting becomes. Everything has to be perfectly organized. Each video is renamed according to a precise system—locations first and, after a hyphen, a description of the video in a few words. The archives are ordered by month and year, for easy access.

			Some days, I immerse myself in these images for hours on end. These moments of contemplation plunge me into a deep melancholy.

			 

			

			*

			 

			My mother regularly advises me to go and see Denise, a psychologist who works in an association in my village. Denise is a Quebec-born woman with a unique character. Her hair is very long, gray and slicked back. During our sessions, she looks at me very intently, with bright, compassionate eyes.

			“You set the bar too high for yourself in all the activities you practice, you know you’re entitled to underperform or fail sometimes?”

			 

			*

			 

			Repeat this maths exercise until it’s perfectly written, without a single cross-out, with each number traced in exactly the same way. I do it. The Voice imposes military rigor on my schoolwork and exam preparation. I must be perfect in every way. I must excel.

			To make these repetitive exercises more bearable, I sometimes allow myself to do my homework in front of the TV, when my parents aren’t at home.

			I watch reruns of the first season of Le meilleur pâtissier. I love the atmosphere of the bright, colorful tent that serves as the film set. Every piece of music on the show transports me into a fairytale bubble. The garden and château surrounding the tent form an idyllic backdrop, with the camera sometimes following a bird or rabbit enjoying the flowers or the shade of a tree. These scenes remind me of the animated films I grew up with.

			

			My favorite part of the show is the cookies, cakes and pastries prepared by the contestants. Just looking at them makes me feel as if I’m feeding myself.

			 

			As time goes by, I’m developing new techniques to help me feel like I’m eating, without putting on weight.

			The latest is this: I prepare hearty meals for my family.

			One weekend evening, while eating alone with my brothers, I concocted a giant pot overflowing with buttered pasta, covered in cream, grated cheese and slices of salami. I served them this extremely rich dish and prepared myself a pan-fried Asian noodle, accompanied by a few steamed vegetables.

			It fascinates and reassures me to see my loved ones gobbling up such high-calorie foods without gaining an ounce. If they don’t put on weight with what they eat, nothing can happen to me.

			 

			*

			 

			I noticed recently that I didn’t get my period for the second time. It seems to me that it takes a little time for them to set in at first, but it’s still been three months since I’ve had them. It disgusted me anyway. I’m just afraid the family doctor will ask me about it. We have a visit scheduled with him later on.

			I used to hate going to his surgery. We’d go as a family and I’d be forced to weigh myself in front of my nearest and dearest. Since I weighed more than my little brother, I was ashamed of myself.

			

			Today, I go alone with my mother.

			Doctor Durand is always kind, positive and welcoming. He’s been treating me for several years now and gets on very well with my father—because he’s a doctor specializing in sports.

			The scales in his office read 48 kg. Dr. Durand is not alarmed by my weight loss.

			“It’s probably linked to your sporting activities. It’s nothing serious! Your build fluctuates a lot at your age.”

			But I can feel my mother starting to worry. She’s been smiling less lately, and her gaze has become sad and distant.

			The other day, as we were walking behind the house, I happily announced that I’d fit back into the denim shorts I’d worn at elementary school. She didn’t react. Back home, she pulled me aside to talk about something. In her hand was this book: 100 idées pour se sortir d’un trouble alimentaire ; anorexie mentale, boulimie, compulsion (100 ideas for overcoming an eating disorder; anorexia nervosa, bulimia, compulsion)…

			We were standing at the entrance to the house, I was about to go up the stairs and she said to me, in a serious tone:

			“I think you’re going through something called anorexia nervosa. It’s an illness, but there’s help to get through it.”

			Anorexia? I thought it was just an adjective to describe someone who’s very thin. And I’m not skinny. However, the announcement of a potential mental illness seems coherent to me; I can feel that something has changed in me.
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