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​The Vanishing Act
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I didn’t vanish.  

I just learned how to fold myself  

into the corners of rooms  

where no one looks twice.

I became the shadow  

that hugs the wall,  

the silence between syllables,  

the breath held too long  

because even exhaling felt loud.

I didn’t want to die.  

I just wanted to be  

less visible.  

To slip through the cracks  

without anyone calling it a tragedy.

I mastered the art of  

“I'm fine,”  

with a smile so rehearsed  

it deserved a standing ovation.  

But behind the curtain,  

my soul was stage left,  

waiting for someone to notice  

it hadn’t taken a bow in weeks.

I skipped meals like skipping stones - 

hoping each one  

would ripple into nothingness.  

Not because I wanted to disappear,  

but because the rules on my plate  

felt heavier than hunger.

My body became  

a battleground of shoulds and shouldn’ts.  

Eat this.  

Don’t eat that.  

Feel this.  

Don’t show that.  

And somewhere in the crossfire,  

I forgot what peace tasted like.

I didn’t vanish.  

I just got tired  

of being a billboard  

for pain I couldn’t advertise.

So I shrank.  

Not for attention.  

But for escape.  

Not for pity.  

But for quiet.

And if you’re reading this,  

if you’ve ever felt like  

your existence was too loud  

for a world that only listens  

when you scream -

know this:

You are not a ghost.  

You are not a glitch.  

You are not a burden  

just because you ache in silence.

You didn’t vanish.  

You adapted.  

And adaptation is survival  

in a world that doesn’t always  

make space for softness.

So breathe.  

Even if it feels like rebellion.  

Speak.  

Even if your voice shakes.  

Stay.  

Even if you have to whisper  

your way back into the light.

Because you are here.  

And that is enough.
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​When Hunger Isn’t Food
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Hunger ain’t always about food. Sometimes it’s about control, tight-fisted, white-knuckled, gripping the one thing that doesn’t slip when everything else feels like chaos.

Sometimes it’s about silence. About swallowing the scream before it ever leaves your throat. About wanting, anything, something, to feel manageable when the world spins too fast and your body feels like a battleground with rules written in red ink and “can’t haves” longer than your grocery list.

I didn’t skip meals to be thin. I skipped ‘em because it was the only thing I could command. When doctors turned my plate into a minefield, food stopped being fuel. It became punishment. It became math. It became guilt.

I learned to ignore the growl like I ignored my own grief. Push it down. Swallow the ache. Pretend it’s not there. And the worst part? They clapped for it. “Wow, you’re so disciplined.” “Your willpower is amazing.” They didn’t see the war behind my eyes. Didn’t see me staring at dinner like it was a test I was born to fail.

Hunger became metaphor. For attention I didn’t know how to ask for. For rest I didn’t think I deserved. For softness I couldn’t afford to show.

I wasn’t starving for food. I was starving for ease. For a day without decoding labels like they were threats. For a moment where eating didn’t feel like negotiation. For a life where my body wasn’t a liability.

And when I did eat it wasn’t joy. It was math. It was risk. It was shame. How much pain will this cause? How long ‘til the bloating, the dizziness, the regret?

This ain’t just about eating disorders. It’s about the emotional toll of restriction. About how chronic illness rewrites your relationship with food, with your body, with yourself.

I didn’t want to disappear. I just wanted to stop feeling like a burden. And sometimes, not eating felt like the easiest way to shrink the noise.

But hunger ain’t solved by calories. It’s solved by compassion. By someone saying, “You don’t have to earn rest.” By someone whispering, “Your body isn’t broken. It’s just trying.”

So if you’re hearing this, and your hunger runs deeper than your stomach, I see you. I feel you. And I promise: You deserve to be fed. In every sense of the word.
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My body is a rulebook  

I didn’t write.  

A manual handed to me  

with pages missing,  

ink smudged,  

and footnotes that contradict themselves.

Eat this.  

But not too much.  

Avoid that.  

But don’t starve.  

Be strong.  

But not bulky.  

Be soft.  

But not fragile.

Every cell in me  

feels like it’s under surveillance.  

Every bite,  

a negotiation.  

Every symptom,  

a warning label  

I didn’t ask for.

I didn’t choose this script.  

But I’m forced to perform it.  

Like a play  

where the lines change mid-scene  

and the audience still expects  

a flawless monologue.

My stomach is a courtroom.  

My skin, a battleground.  

My breath, a currency  

I spend too fast  

just trying to keep up  

with the rules  

that rewrite themselves  

every time I think I understand.

Doctors speak in absolutes.  

“Strict diet.”  

“Low inflammation.”  

“High compliance.”  

But they don’t speak  

about the loneliness  

of eating in silence  

while your friends laugh over fries.

They don’t mention  

the grief  

of watching your favorite foods  

become forbidden  

like exes you’re not allowed  

to text anymore.

They don’t talk about  

how restriction  

can feel like rejection  

when your body says  

“No”  

to things that used to mean  

comfort, culture,  

connection.

I am tired  

of being a walking disclaimer.  

Of explaining  

why I can’t eat that,  

why I’m tired again,  

why I flinch when someone says  

“Just push through.”

I am not lazy.  

I am not dramatic.  

I am not broken.  

I am a survivor  

of a system  

that treats my body  

like a malfunction  

instead of a masterpiece.

So I rewrite the margins.  

I annotate the pain.  

I highlight the resilience  

in every skipped meal  

that didn’t break me.

Because this rulebook  

may not be mine,  

but the story I tell with it  

is.

And it starts here.  

With truth.  

With defiance.  

With the kind of voice  

that doesn’t ask for permission  

to be heard.
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​The Diet That Ate Me
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It didn’t just eat my meals 

it ate my joy.  

My culture.  

My comfort.  

My connection.

I didn’t lose weight.  

I lost birthdays,  

dinners with friends,  

the taste of celebration.

I counted carbs  

like confessions.  

Measured portions  

like penance.

And every “no”  

on the food list  

felt like a “no”  

to being human.

This diet didn’t heal me.  

It hollowed me.  

Until I was just  

a shell of rules  

with no room for flavor.

But I’m reclaiming my plate.  

One bite at a time.  

Not just for health

but for wholeness.
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