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There are stories we carry in our bodies long before we know how to speak them. Some stories sit behind our teeth, clenched between bites we never took, between words we never said. This book is a collection of those stories—moments where hunger became more than just an empty stomach. Where meals were invitations I declined not because I wasn't hungry, but because I didn’t yet know how to ask for what I truly needed.

Notes Left in the Hunger is not a cookbook. It's a memoir written from the shadow of the kitchen table—where silence sometimes fed me more than soup, where perfection was expected to taste better than presence, and where the act of not eating became a language I didn't yet understand. Each chapter is a course in emotional memory, a dish never served, a plate left full or empty depending on who was watching.

You’ll find themes of mental health, family, grief, healing, and self-discovery threaded through each reflection. The stories are structured like meals: some undercooked, some burnt, some unexpectedly nourishing. But they all represent the same longing—to be seen, to be fed something real.

This book is for anyone who’s ever felt empty in a room full of food. For those who’ve mistaken performance for love, or silence for strength. For those who’ve skipped meals while waiting to be invited to the table.

You’re invited now.

Take your seat.

Let’s begin.
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Chapter 1 – The First Bite I Refused
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The table is set, an array of colorful dishes sprawling like a feast from some pent-up dream—a golden roasted chicken, its skin glistening under the warm glow of the overhead lights; vibrant green beans, their edges perfectly sautéed; mashed potatoes, pillowy clouds of comfort. Your family gathers around, laughter mingling with the rich aroma, and the sound of silverware clinks like music in the air. It’s a scene painted in joy, a testament to togetherness, but within you brews a storm.

You can hear them—the way their voices rise and fall, punctuated by bursts of laughter, each one a brushstroke of warmth against a canvas of your isolation. You sit among them, but the warmth doesn’t reach you. Eyes dart from face to face; hands eagerly grasp at servings, the clamor of satisfaction surrounding you, but you feel like an outsider peering into a world that dances just outside the reach of your understanding.

An uneaten plate sits in front of you, untouched and pristine. The expectations weigh heavy—an unspoken rule that each bite must feel like a triumph, each mouthful an acknowledgment of success. A 9 out of 10, a minor slip from perfection, feels like a failure echoing through your bones. And so, you skip dinner, pretending to savor the taste of your own high standards, a hunger for acceptance gnawing relentlessly in the pit of your stomach.

Your father’s voice rises above the din, calling you to join them. “Why aren’t you eating?” he asks, his brow furrowing in concern—a concern draped in confusion, tinged with disappointment. You muster a timid smile and shrug, a silent admission of your transgression. The guilt settles in your chest like a stone, heavy and unyielding. For every moment you don’t partake, the laughter feels sharper, as if the air thickens, leaving you breathless—a child caught between the desire to please and the torment of never feeling enough.

You wonder if they’ve noticed that the empty seat beside you isn’t just the absence of a body but a silent testament to battles unseen. Each moment they share is a reminder of your self-imposed exile. While they dip their forks into a feast, you chop away at your expectations, carving yourself into pieces of inadequate worth. The food before you becomes a paradox—a symbol of love that now feels tainted, a delicate dance of flavors that you fear won’t embrace you unless you earn it.

“You’ll hurt your mother’s feelings,” your older sister whispers, her voice weaving through your thoughts like a thread that pulls tighter around your heart. You catch her eye and see her reflection: a mix of judgment and concern, a mirror to the guilt that gnaws at you. You swallow hard; your throat tightens with unvoiced apologies and what-ifs.

Today isn’t just a dinner; it's a lesson wrapped in guilt—a reminder that failing even slightly will keep you bound in chains of self-reproach. You think back to the last time you received praise: a combination of high grades and well-crafted words that affirmed your existence. But here, at this table, where love is supposed to flow freely with each bite, you feel a void, and your hunger morphs into a bargaining chip—if you go without, perhaps you’ll be noticed, perhaps you’ll deserve a seat at their table.

In this moment, you learn something troubling about self-worth: it appears conditional, rooted in performance and the ability to please instead of just being. As the conversation continues to swirl around you, vibrant and full, you realize that true hunger isn’t just of the stomach; it’s a yearning for validation, a desperate quest for love tied impossibly to your achievements. And as you sit there, feeling small and incomplete in this overstuffed room, you come to understand: in trying to refuse a first bite, you may have inadvertently starved your chance at belonging, lost within the tumult of expectation and guilt.

As the laughter swells again, you watch the meals vanish in a cycle of joy you feel you’ll never fully partake in, a silent promise that next time, you will be better. You will eat. You will savor. But for now, you remain painfully aware of the first bite you refused—the one that perhaps could have fed not just your body, but your soul as well.
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Chapter 2 – Spoons That Were Never Yours
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The kitchen was a cacophony of clattering pots and sizzling pans, a place where laughter and conversation intertwined like the fragrant spices that wafted through the air. It was at this communal altar that your family rituals unfolded, merging chaos and comfort into a singular experience of togetherness. Yet even amidst the whirlwind of animated exchanges and joyous banter, you found yourself standing on the fringes, a ghost haunting the very place that should have felt like home.

Dinner was a well-rehearsed performance, each member playing their role with practiced ease. Your mother, the maestro, commanded the stove with an effortless grace, orchestrating flavors and aromas to create dishes that delighted the senses. Your father settled into his chair, casual but strong, while siblings darted about, eager to share their day, their voices rising in a symphony of familial love. They often seemed larger than life, radiating warmth and belonging; but at that table, you felt smaller, concealed behind towering platters of food that draped over your sense of self like a heavy blanket.

“I took the last cookie!” your sister giggled, her laughter like a spark of light; but it flickered right past you. You smiled, yet the emptiness in your chest whispered a different story—a soft plea that you were more than just a bystander, more than the quiet one sitting dutifully at the table, waiting to be heard.

Serving others became second nature: the way you watched your parents eat before you dared to take a
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