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Case Study 2 

 

Case Study 2 is a woman in her thirties, who is living with her long term partner and has two young children. She 

has written in her own words about her lifelong struggle with food and how that affected her during pregnancy and 

being a mother. 

 

I’ve had a lifelong struggle with food – mostly restricted eating – although I’d always teetered on the edge of being 

well and had mostly avoided the need for professional help. When I was pregnant with my second child my body and 

I were like past lovers – cool and distant, attempting to be strangers. I politely averted my gaze in the mirror, I bought 

a dress for a wedding but then proceeded to wear it every day as it skimmed my bulges and bumps so well that I could 

barely feel the fabric. When the pelvic pain kicked in (as it had in my first pregnancy) and stopped me running, I 

accepted it calmly this time – we’d been here before, I hadn’t turned in to a beached whale and I had managed. But 

my anxiety levels were sky high. My pregnancy was dominated by driving lessons that terrified me, a life-long ‘anxiety 

wall’ that I was finally knocking down as we were moving to the suburbs for my partners job, far away from family and 

friends. Two weeks before I gave birth was my first day in our new house, just me and my bump and my toddler. Too 

scared to drive and feeling like a frightened child all alone, I walked to the children’s centre and the staff were so warm 

and welcoming that afterwards I wept with relief in the loo’s as I changed my toddler’s nappy.  

 

When I first had my baby I felt strong and capable and there’s no way the health visitor would have picked up on any 

issues with a happy noisy family all around and the baby feeding well. But as the days went on, family drifted away 

and I was increasingly alone, either scared to drive to the playgroups or finding them too overwhelming. Despite 

constantly being told it would be good for me to be with other mums I found the mum-chat boring, I felt frustrated 

with my toddler for talking at me while I was trying to make friends, and I hated the friendly eye rolling and chuckling 

when we discussed our problems. It didn’t skim the surface of the dead-eyed depression I was started to be aware of, 

moving through the days more and more like robot.  

 

A violent tummy bug left me vomiting for hours one night and it took days before I felt I could eat again. Finally I felt 

able to look down at my body again, and running my hands over my strangely flaccid-but-flat tummy again felt like 

having a new toy or being reunited with an old flame. As the weight fell off it was incredible how rapidly my eating 

disorder took hold again, and I was alone with the kids all day with no one to notice what I wasn’t eating. When I 

eventually sought help from my GP it was for depression as I felt more comfortable talking about that, and I shyly 

skimmed round the surface of my eating disorder, feeling embarrassed that as a grown women with two children I 

was back to behaving like a silly teenage girl again. I appreciated that he spoke kindly and gently, but if he’d asked me 
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a little more, if he’d probed further it might not have taken me so long to get more specialist help. Like me, I think he 

felt on safer ground talking about depression. 

 

By the time I received a visit from a perinatal support worker I was more aware of the problem. I explained that the 

eating noises from my children were so disturbing and filled me with so much horror and revulsion that I couldn’t be 

in the same room with them as they ate. I’d spent months agonising about this and grappling with solutions 

(headphones? white noise?) but instead of contributing to that struggle she very simply said “yes, but it’s ok for now 

if you need to walk away because this is something you have a problem with”. She let me know it was ok to let myself 

off the hook on this one. She wasn’t an eating disorder specialist, but she helped me realise that it was unrealistic for 

me to be ‘perfect’ in this particular area of parenting. Instead of fighting it, I could accept this is how it was for now, 

and I’ve never forgotten that wave of relief – I think about it most days, in fact. She took me seriously but she was 

calm and matter of fact, she made me feel that she’d heard this sort of thing many times before and there was no 

drama. She made me feel like for once I was the focus, rather than cooing and fussing lots over my children. This was 

something that staff at a local children’s centre did too when I turned up in floods of tears one morning. One member 

of staff entertained my children while the other sat and listened intently to me, not making clucky, sympathy noises 

while rushing me on, not assuring me about how lovely the kids were, but listening, just to me. Again, she wasn’t an 

eating disorder specialist so I felt more comfortable talking to her about the depression, but she made a difference 

just by listening and taking me seriously. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


