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Dedication

For those whose lives have been affected by an eating disorder. Although your resiliency is being tested, know that your courage is strengthening. 
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Preface

This collection of poems was written during my battle with bulimia. Starting at 12 years old, I began a dangerous dance with an eating disorder that would take over my life for the next six years, and many more during my recovery. I was able to hide my behaviour better than anything else in my life and became the best liar I have ever known (until I met others who were just as good as me at hiding their behaviour).  

I took my first dance class when I was two years old and performed on stage only one lesson later. I fell in love with the exhilaration that performing brought and quickly got used to the jam-packed lifestyle that future dance classes demanded. I tried new disciplines shortly after and was soon in the studio almost every day of the week. My life became a whirlwind of activity as I tried to balance school, dance, sports, friends and my social life. The busier I became, the more I stifled my feelings until I had become completely numb. My relationship with food followed suit and I developed a strict routine that I thought would simplify it all: dieting. Obsessing over calories and an exercise regime funnelled the complications in my life into one simple formula: restrict my food intake and exercise excessively.  

Instead of happiness, though, I was constantly fixated on numbers, dividing food and behaviour into “good” or “bad” and driving my perfectionist attitude to a fanatical extreme. Every day was a battlefield within me to try and lose weight faster. I was convinced that my regular life was trivial compared to the much more “important” goal of being skinny. 

Yet as the behaviour intensified, the toll on my body and mind throughout those years eventually became too great and I broke down one day from sheer exhaustion. I walked into my school counsellor’s office and could not stop the tears that gushed from my fragile body. Thus began my journey through recovery, relapses and eventual healing.  

The years that followed were filled with doctors, therapists, nutritionists and councillors, all trying to shift my distorted beliefs into a more balanced state of mind. It took me many years to sort out the damage I had done to myself mentally, physically and spiritually. With my mind bent on self-destruction, health initially seemed like an impossible task.    

After a trip to Paris when I was 19 years old, I realized that writing was the only thing that had kept me afloat during the countless times I wanted to give up. I began looking through all the journals I had kept from grade six onwards and found some powerful, if not rough, poetry. I decided to edit the poems into a full-length book, more for my own recovery than anything else. It turned into the first edition of Silent Screams, published in 2002.

The book was an amalgamation of all the things I could not say while bulimia had its grip on me. In time, I discovered that this writing could also help others who were caught in their own disordered eating web. I began doing talks about my experience in high schools, for youth groups, at seminars and at a dance convention. I found out how many people could not only relate to what I had been through but knew someone who had suffered or was suffering from an eating disorder.  

This work led me to publishing a magazine called Beauty: You Define It, which was distributed into high schools and encouraged teenagers to define beauty in their own terms. It examined the media’s influence, body image and culture through articles, poetry and artwork. (It was in the same month as the first edition that Dove launched its soon-to-be-well-known “Campaign for Real Beauty.”)

I then found myself writing again, this time a column dedicated to eating disorders where I could educate, field questions and offer resources for people seeking up-to-date information. I was also battling the entertainment industry as I pursued my acting career in a business where looks meant everything. In order to have the flexibility to work in the film industry, I took on freelance writing jobs to supplement my income. Before long I was doing more writing than acting and amassing quite an extensive portfolio. 

After returning from France again in 2006, I submitted a travel story about Avignon to the Vancouver Sun newspaper. It was accepted. The publication of that article introduced me to the enticing world of writing about travel. I immediately began penning tales from recent trips I had taken, marrying my passion for travel with my love of writing. I would go on to become a travel writer full time, jetting off to countries like Japan, New Zealand, Jordan, Romania, United Arab Emirates and Thailand on assignment. I was treated to a 12-course meal in Kyoto, opulent cuisine in Dubai, and gourmet vegetarian and gluten-free menus at a wellness centre, pausing every once in a while to reflect on a time when I could not have imagined being around such copious amounts of food and not binging and purging to relieve the anxiety. Yet there I was enjoying myself with new friends in intriguing cultures, focused on finding interesting stories to tell, not worried about where I would purge after the meal. 

This must sound impossible for those who are going through a battle with an eating disorder right now, but my recovery began small: I started by expressing the things I kept hidden from everyone else and putting them into words. This release enabled me, along with therapy, to begin dealing with the issues beneath my obsession with food and weight. It is possible to get to a place where food doesn’t hold the power to control your life. Start now, here, with these poems. 

This collection of poetry highlights the pain and fear that used to rule my life and is mostly addressed to the eating disorder itself. I have decided to make only a few minor adjustments to the poems as they were written so many years ago, true to the pain I was experiencing. 

May no one’s screams go unheard.

Lori Henry

Vancouver, 2014

She

(Part one)

As day conspires into night

and the household retires to sleep,

she is left in complete and utter silence.

The journey within reveals

her tortured soul as it awaits its nourishment,

hungrily anxious to devour 

the constraint it exercised throughout the day.

The night’s stillness opens doors 

into the unexpected,

the dark corners of a young girl’s mind

as she lies in bed, half asleep,

listening to the voices that have taken 

her mind hostage:

they direct her to follow them,

a melody so sweet she cannot resist

the comfort they chant in her ear.

She creeps down the staircase

lost in a fog of swirling conflict,

fighting the voices who will not allow her 

to awaken pure.

But the voices shift into distorted sounds, 

images of daunting T.V. shows, horror films,

repeating themselves like 

a maniacally skipping CD.

The natural impulse to feed her starving body

has turned into a nightmare of 

unyielding cravings again tonight.

Descending onto the final stair

she can almost smell the sweet aroma of fulfillment.

The kitchen draws nearer 

and the images more vivid –

the only thought that enters her mind

is the need to consume.

In the darkness of night

the freezer opens,

then the fridge;

the microwave hums to life.

Her taste buds are already savouring the flavours

before they slide down her throat

into her ailing body.

But wait –

she hears a door,

then footsteps.

She is sure of her intruder

and the threat of being caught –

blind terror paralyses her limbs,

stopping time in its tracks.

The noises cease.

All she hears is the beating of her own heart

and the quickness of her breath.

Back to the task at hand.

Filling her soul with the rich substance 

of fulfilled desire,

the feeling of not being lonely anymore;

all of her needs subside

except for the simple action of hand to mouth;

the guilt that festers inside of her

burns deeper than she will ever show.

But back there she will go,

night after night,

craving something to ease her hollow pain.

The tension rises in her gut

as she realizes what she has done;

all of her hopes and dreams vanish

with the thought of gaining weight.

Violent panic seizes her tired body –

there is no other choice,

she must get rid of it.

Like a wild animal

fighting for freedom

she fiercely purges what she cannot say.

Then the moment of stillness,

calm,

relief.

But the mess lingers in her consciousness,

leaving behind an irremovable stain.

Not only does she have a full kitchen to clean

but her emotional secrets are scattered

across the room:

walls, 

the ceiling

and the floor all bear her shame.

Such a mess to clean up.

But the incessant voices 

are not there to help her now;

their job is done for the night,

leaving her there, helpless,

to pick up her shattered self alone.
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The sun shines through her curtains

as she hears the clatter downstairs –

no one is the slightest bit aware

of her destruction the night before.

How can they not notice such a nauseating mess,

a mess never really cleaned up?

It still lies scattered around,

left to be covered up and buried

with the rest of the morning’s feelings.

The day carries on.

She is good today,

only eating the “right” foods,

receiving compliments on her discipline,

willpower,

restraint –

it seems that is what she needs

to keep herself on track.

But as the sun draws its last ray of warmth,

the girl finds herself back

where she was the night before,

helpless to a ruthless power

too overwhelming to overcome.
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Tumult

Terror

of myself

runs deeper than my soul,

harder than my pride,

vaster than my ego –

stuffing it down,

wrenching it up,

grasping for dear life

and running like hell.
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Lost

This horrible stench

corrupts my freedom

and helps me run from the truth –

reality bleak

as I sit on this stone

and count my wishes again.

And again.
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Wanting

I want to go

where the day will take me,

swept away by night

and caressed in the morning;

a foreign landscape

of flashing lights

beckons me nearer,

fever burning

into my skin

until I cannot help but fly.

New tides rush over my body

and lift me onto the waves

where I sail up high,

feel the air

and expand my withered wings.
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Useless Tears

I weep my lonely tears

as I tremble on the floor;

I hate to see myself like this

when the pain is so unbearable –

from nowhere and everywhere at once –

I want to dull it,

but I need sleep so desperately.

I keep trying to repair myself

without a chance to just be –

I cannot imagine the freedom

of unselfconscious steps,

yet I do remember fleeting moments

when I let the wind blow hair from my face.

My freedom hides where I cannot listen –

or maybe I choose to be deaf.

I cannot hear the tune of my own song

as it is drowned by the noises of others.

So I stay quiet.

I prefer the solitude.
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Hope

I exist,

so do you;

the difference is

I do not live inside my body.

I despise it.

We are like the vilest of enemies

who work against one another,

testing who will destroy the other first.

I sometimes look at myself in the mirror

and wonder how it happened –

when was it I started detesting myself,

what makes me do it,

and can I stop?

I hope one day I will be able to

embrace myself truly, honestly,

forever.
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Vilest Self

I hate being me –

all that
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