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My name is Frances Shillito

I am 26.

When I was 15, my relationship with 
anorexia nervosa took its full hold. I 
didn’t receive professional help until 

two years later. I responded to 
treatment and with the help, love and 

support of my family, as well as 
professionals, I finally recovered at 19. 

Following two relapses in my early 
twenties, I overcame the final few 

hurdles in my recovery process, and 
can now proudly say my relationship 

with anorexia nervosa is no more.
 



I've designed this booklet with Fixers, the charity that helps 
give young people a voice, to talk about my life as it was 
then and as it is now after surviving anorexia nervosa. I 
hope the way I have written it gives you an honest, eye 

opening take on life with the condition. 

My aim is to provide support to those in the grips of eating 
disorders, as well as giving valuable insight to families, 

friends and even doctors.

I encourage everyone to pick this book up and read it from 
front to back. Please share it wherever and with whoever 

you can, and join me on this journey to raise awareness of 
this devastating disease. I want the whole world to hear, 

and ultimately hope to save lives.

X



Anorexia nervosa is an 
incredibly misunderstood 
illness. Search for 'anorexia' 
online and the definition you get 
shows the exact issue I have with 
the world’s view of the condition.

For a start, be sure to understand, 
your appetite does not disappear. 

It’s there alright… sometimes 
stomach cripplingly so. On a daily, 
hourly, second-by-second basis your 
hunger is so strong that all you can 
think, smell and feel is food. You feel 
faint, you shake, and your head 
aches so bad it stuns you to silence. 

So it is not a loss of appetite. The 
word you are looking for is control.

“ ”
They also then go to explain 
that many people with 
anorexia have a distorted 
image of themselves, 
thinking they are fat when 
they are not.

Anorexia is a serious, 
life-threatening mental 
illness. So life-threatening 
that it holds the highest 
mortality rate out of all 
mental illnesses.*

Again, if you research this 
illness, the NHS states that:

 
The condition often 
develops out of an anxiety 
about body shape and 
weight that originates 
from a fear of being fat or 
a desire to be thin.** 

ANOREXIA EXPLAINED

CORRECT
www.nhs.uk/conditions/anorexia-nervosa**

www.b-eat.co.uk*

(Source of definition: Google)

INCORRECT



But what they aren’t doing here is 
explaining the actual reasons why 
these feelings occur. So I’m here to 
put things straight once and for all. 

In my experience, anorexia 
is an anxiety-based illness 
that can be triggered by a 
variety of problems, 
traumas or unfortunate 
events in somebody’s life 
resulting in self-worth 
issues that cause a desire 
to control. (Research has 
suggested that for some 
people genetics could also 
play a part in them 
developing anorexia*).   

One of the easiest things to 
control in your life is what 
you put in your mouth.  
Restricting your diet and 
obsessively exercising to an 
excessive extent will 
inevitably result in weight 
loss. Hence why the disease 
is tarnished with the myth 
that it’s all about a ‘desire 
to be thin’. 

Come on people, 
open your minds!

Do you really think people 
would willingly destroy their 
own bodies - and 
sometimes even end up on 
their deathbed - to look like 
the next Kate Moss? If your 
answer is yes, then you are 
the sole reason why I have 
written this book.

www.apa.org/monitor/mar02/genetic.aspx*



www.eatingproblems.org/epseffect.html*

”
MY STORY

“My relationship with anorexia nervosa 
(or ‘ana’ as those with the illness often 
refer to it) started when I was just 15.

It may have started slowly 
but it took hold of me very 
quickly. It was a relationship 
my mother noticed almost 
instantly, but I denied it 
continuously. 

As my diet decreased 
rapidly, my periods stopped, 
and it started to damage my 
muscle, bone mass, organs 
and mind. What people 
often don’t realise is that 
when you stop eating, your 
body runs out of fat to burn 
for energy, so it starts eating 
into your muscle instead. 
Once there is no muscle left, 
it looks to your organs as an 
emergency option. Reaching 
this level of malnutrition 
means the brain begins to 
shut down, which allows 
anorexia to take its full hold.* 

As a result, the person 
suffering feels they 
are more in control 
than ever before.

I went through many stages 
during my time with 
anorexia. With each one my 
ability to admit there was 
something wrong got worse 
and I got increasingly 
defensive. The only things I 
won’t talk about in this 
booklet are my diet and 
exercise regime throughout 
these years, as those of you 
suffering with anorexia will 
read nothing but those 
details. They will stick out to 
you like a sore thumb, and 
you will take note and run 
with them.

   



My anorexia secluded me from the world, from my friends, and 
from my family. I forced my body to run on empty whilst pushing 
it to extremes and expected to see positive results. I couldn’t 
sleep from hunger pains and headaches, and suffered insane 
insomnia as a result. I lost hair from my head but gained it on my 
arms, neck and legs. I spent all my money on clothes that were 
too big for me to hide a frame I knew was shocking to other 
people.  At the same time, I couldn’t see it myself though which 
makes no sense right?  I also wore multiple foundations to cover 
up my grey skin. Getting ready in the morning took a painfully 
(literally) long time, bathing is difficult when it hurts to sit down.  ”

To cut a very long two-and-a- 
half-year story short (the time 
it took for doctors to pay any 
attention to my mother’s cries 
for help) at the age of 17, I was 
finally admitted to hospital 
and my road to recovery 
began. But, may I add and 
GPs take note, this didn’t 
happen until I was so out of 
control that I would no longer 
brush my teeth out of fear it 

contained ingredients that 
would hurt me. I would no 
longer use body moisturiser for 
fear that the ingredients would 
seep into my skin, and I stopped 
drinking water because I 
thought it was contaminated. I 
became so malnourished that I 
ended up sitting with my family 
in a room full of psychiatric 
doctors who explained that I 
had two weeks to live.



“ ”

Anorexia 
will not stop 

until your 
heart stops.

Recovery was hard.
Recovery was really, really hard.

MY RECOVERY

I’m not going to beat around the bush here. It won’t get us 
anywhere. But nothing worth having ever comes easy right?

It took a long time. It took a 
lot of tears. It took a lot of 
broken glasses, plates, cups 
and even hearts as my family 
members held my hand and 
fed me like a baby whilst I 
shook in fear over a yoghurt.  

It took a lot of screams, a lot 
of anger and a whole lot 
more heartbreak when my 
mother and sister found 
mouldy food I had hidden in 
my cupboards. It took 
sleepless nights sharing a 
bed with my mother as I was 
not allowed to sleep 
unsupervised. I wasn’t 
allowed to do anything 
unsupervised…even wash 
myself. Because the moment I 
was left alone, anorexia 
would win and I 
would lose. 

I had no control 
over anything in 
my life anymore. 
Anorexia did. 

Because as much you think you 
will lose those few extra pounds 
and then stop - or reach a 
hospitalised weight and then 
stop - you won’t. 



But I responded. 

With every sleepless night and every tear, I also took every bite of 
the sandwich at lunchtime and every bite of the biscuit at snacktime 
(much to my despair and also my poor sister’s hand that nearly got 
broken from me squeezing it so hard as I ate). I spoke to my 
psychiatrist too. Slowly, but surely, the daughter that my family 
stated they lost to a ghost in the room, began to return. The sparkle 
in my eyes came back and with that came my want to get better.

Don’t let go of that want. As soon as that desire to rid 
yourself of this evil disease appears, do not let it 
go. Because with every day after this, and the 
stronger you become, the quicker 
anorexia dies.    

I was 19 when it 
was claimed I was fully 

recovered and signed off 
treatment. I had reached a healthy 

weight and my eating habits, along 
with my regime, were pretty much 

back to normal. Pretty much. But 
what I discovered, and came to 

realise years later (after relapsing 
twice at the age of 21 and 22), is 
that it’s actually the days, weeks, 

months, and even years, after this 
that are the unspoken limbo stage. 

I was eating - three meals a day - 

and all of my 
own accord, so surely 

that was enough? Yet I could 
see my mother and sister getting 

frustrated with me, which would 
always end up in arguments due 

to my defensiveness. You see, 
even though I was eating those 
three meals a day, those meals 

were incredibly regimented, and if 
altered, I would freak out. 

Anorexia still had control over me, 
and if threatened, I would go crazy 

at those who dared to question 
my newfound happiness. But I 

managed to find a solution to help 
get myself over the next hurdle 

and rid myself of anorexia’s 
boundaries once and for all.



I joined the gym.
Now, this may sound like madness, and it sure as hell did not go 

down well with my mother, but to me it made sense and I was 
determined to give it a try. Since my recovery, exercise had been 
banned, which meant the foods I chose to eat always stayed the 

same as I knew they were ‘safe’  To me, new foods were dangerous 
as they were not part of my diet regime and therefore out of my 
control. However, if I could improve my fitness and exercise with 
running, strength training and yoga, then relaxing my diet didn’t 

seem so daunting.

And it worked.
I spoke to professional trainers who knew about my situation, and I 

was honest with my family about the amount of exercise I was 
doing.  I was amazed at the difference it made. It was a type of 

freedom and love for my body that I had never felt before. It made 
me want to replenish, nourish and feed it with the right fuel and 

foods to keep it working. It made me look forward to completing 
my workout, and cooking or making myself something nutritious 

and delicious afterwards. 

It made me fall in love 
with food again.

MY RECOVERY



I’m not saying that everyone who’s completed their recovery should 
rush out and join the gym. Everyone’s cases, stories and experiences 

are different, but it’s what worked for me. It broke my regimented 
ways as I could use my body and mind in a positive way, and still 

remain in control. And it was all rooted in love for once.

I’m still going to the gym 
now. I always will. 

I was told at the beginning of my treatment that anorexia will never 
fully leave me, I will just learn to control it. I truly believe there is a lot 
of truth in that. If you ask people with anorexia, “what is your biggest 
fear about getting better?” they may wonder what life will be like, or 

fear that they will totally lose control. But if you can find a way to 
divert that need to control into a positive action, hobby or skill, then 

it will only produce positive results. As you gain more love and 
happiness within yourself, these feelings will only continue to grow. 
So learn to cook. Work hard, play hard! There are all sorts of things 

you can do.

Anorexia embeds itself in people in ways that aren’t just about 
starving themselves. If there are any positives you can gain from 
having anorexia, it’s that you will never give up on anything. You 
have willpower made of steel! In my case, once I had recovered 

enough at 19, I went on to complete a professional make-up artistry 
course in London.  I’ve spent the last eight  years as a freelance 

working with the rich and famous in partnership with my hairstylist 
sister. This has all happened because I never gave up.

Don’t ever give up.  Unless 
it’s giving up anorexia. 
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Join me and show me your progress by 
tagging me and  using the tag: 

#lifeasitisnow 

For further information and support:

www.b-eat.co.uk

www.anorexiabulimiacare.org.uk

www.eatingdisorderssupport.co.uk

facebook.com/lifeasitisnow

lifeasitisnow

thisislifeasitisnow.wordpress.com

This booklet has been produced with the help of 
Fixers, the campaign that gives young people a voice.

These are the experiences of a young person and should not be 
relied on as a substitute for formal medical advice.
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