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It wasn’t enough to know I needed to change. I needed to want to 
change, and I needed to turn to the Lord to do it.

Name Withheld

A
ll my life I strove for perfection: I strove to be the angel child, the straight-A student, 
the exceptional friend, family member, and athlete. But things didn’t work out the way 
I’d hoped, and I started to feel like I was losing control over my life.

So I turned to something I could control: how much I ate. I began to look in the 
mirror and feel unhappy with what I saw—an imperfect girl. The only way to make 

her perfect was to be skinny. I began to weigh myself daily. I ate less and less. I turned down 
foods I loved. And still I was not happy.

My parents noticed my frequent gloomy attitude, and they noticed I was not eating very 
much. When they realized that something was not normal, they took me to my pediatrician. 
Sure enough, my weight was down an unhealthy amount. I was diagnosed with the eating 
disorder anorexia. I was put on an anxiety medication and treated by three specialty doc-
tors. I was to the point that they almost put me in the hospital to save my life. I was walking 
the line of life and death. At the time I didn’t realize how bad things were. I didn’t even know 
what anorexia was: an 
emotional disorder char-
acterized by an obsessive 
desire to lose weight by 
refusing to eat.

I got mad. I did not see what the problem was and why everyone was so worried. Wasn’t 
that what I was supposed to be doing—staying healthy and being skinny? My family decided 
to fast and pray for me. This made me frustrated. I didn’t think people should fast and pray 
for me, because I thought I was healthy, happy, and content with how I looked.

My parents and siblings told me over and over, “You need to change. You need to seek a 
desire to change.” I didn’t want to change. I didn’t want to put on weight, and I couldn’t see 
why they wanted me to, either.

Countless times they would tell me, “Turn to the Lord. Tell Him you want to change and 
ask Him to help you change.” I would pray for these things, but it was an empty cry. I didn’t 
want help but went along with it to make my parents and doctors happy.

I had been receiving treatment for my eating disorder for about a year and a half when 
my sister, who was serving a mission at the time, said, “You need to change.” I had been told 
that over and over again and was kind of sick of hearing it, so I just said in frustration, “How? 
How do you want me to change?”

From the time I was diagnosed with anorexia, I had read my scriptures every night, had 
not missed morning or night prayer, and had gone to church. I said to my sister, “I have 
asked God to change me, and I am still here. He isn’t listening.” I felt frustrated, but I knew 

I didn’t want to change. I didn’t 
want to put on weight.
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giving up my scripture study and daily prayers would do nothing to help the situation.
My kind sister thought for a moment and then said, “You need to want to change.  

Go to God, and talk to Him like you would to me, and tell Him you are ready to change.” 
What she said hit me like a ton of bricks. I went to my Heavenly Father, a little nervous but 
honest and earnest, and just said, “OK, here I am. Help me to change. Please help me to 
find a desire to change.”

Things did not get better immediately, but I had a slight change of heart. Ever so slightly, 
I began to want to be healthier, to eat, and to be free from this illness. Little by little, 
things improved.

I still fight daily to eat, but it is so much better because I turned to the Lord for help.  
I did not do this by myself and could not have done it by myself.

Heavenly Father and His Only Begotten Son, 
Jesus Christ, did not leave me comfortless. The 
Savior is aware of every little pain and agony  
I feel and have felt. Not only is He aware of them, 
but He has also felt them (see Alma 7:11–13). He 
knows how we are suffering. He knows we want 
to give up, and He gives us the extra boost to 
keep us going.

There were countless times when I would wonder, “When will it go away? Why me?”  
I wanted to give up. Later I realized that Heavenly Father has a plan, and I need to trust 
in His plan. His plan is perfect, although I do not always see it in that way. I also know 
that the Lord blessed me with amazing parents, doctors, family, and friends throughout 
this process.

Truly, God knew I would need all the help and support I could get, and each person was 
inspired of God to help me. God does not leave us to fend for ourselves no matter the sit-
uation. He is there, and He wants us to turn to Him, to be saved through His Son’s amazing 
Atonement. I know that God loves His children and that He has prepared a way for us to 
return to Him no matter the gravity of our trial or sin. NE

I began to want to be  
healthier, to eat, and be 
free from this illness.




