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/
the starving artist is a research publication
with The University of Glasgow. It aims to
create awareness and conversation
surrounding unwell bodies and eating
disorders. With this in mind, this book
contains explicit content as it will deal
directly with difficult aspects of the illness.
It may not be suitable for all audiences. In
accordance, this publication does not
promote any eating disorder behaviors and
rather seeks to explore the illness through
acts of artistry. In full heartiness the
objective is not to offend anyone's
experience but, rather encourage recovery
and create dialogue on mental health.
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FOREWORD
By Alexandria Zlatar
For such a long time I thought if I was thinner, I would be
happier. Instead, quite the opposite occurred, and I became
confined to my body. For years now, I have developed a
distorted relationship with food, weight, and body image. The
problem was not only the external physical ramifications of the
illness, but the internalized struggles. The reality of living with
the inner torment derived from this disease was unbearable, it is
incredibly difficult to express how having an eating disorder can
impact the identity of someone who is ill. This is where my
research emerges. The lived-in experience of someone with an
eating disorder is so commonly misrepresented within
contemporary society. Countless women and men are damaged
when it comes to body image. There is a noticeable lack of
research or literature within the art field concentrating
specifically on what the distorted body, eating disorders, and
thinness can convey about the human condition.
This publication seeks to address these discrepancies between
what relationship between a physical body and its occupier and
gives us a unique opportunity to provide a reflective analysis on
this illness and what it can state about the human condition.
Which often is ignoring the psychological torment, emotional
isolation and its repercussions.
The selected contributors each have endured their own
experiences and bring forth their stories and creative
manifestations derived from their unwell bodies. By creating a
body of work that examines thinness and the unattainable quest
to achieve it, one should gain a comprehensive understanding of
complexities between mind, body, family dynamic, social
pressures, cultural norms and value systems. As well as gain
insight into the severe abnormalities in eating attitudes and
behaviors in which the individual has a distorted image of their
body shape and weight.

Rather than merely abstaining from or indulging in food, eating
disorders have a myriad of actions, thoughts and syndromes that
epitomize all human interactions. There will be exploration to
examine the underlying narratives of the idealistic thin female
body and the themes of vulnerability, sensuality, shame and
manipulation.
No matter what is the origin or cause of eating disorders, the
consequences are significant. Art is a powerful tool and can be
used as a unique healing modality. This publication will be
addressing challenging subjects which may be potentially
triggering.
Additionally, when approaching this subject, the best resource is
to display the individuals who are directly affected. Striving to
accurately represent the voices of the individuals is crucial since
issues pertaining to their well-being, dignity, benefits gained, and
suffering caused from their involvement will be analyzed. To
examine the whole scope, perhaps the best way to investigate this
is to see how it has impacted the anorexic individuals’ daily lives
and through various demographics and geographic regions. This
will aid to accurately reflect the diversity of art creation and
responses.
The objective is not to validate or idolize anyone’s experience
over another, but rather to enlighten on the diverse realities of
enduring this illness and examine why some individuals have
become unwell. It is my hope that by drawing attention to
concepts of body embodiment, ethics, and the physical body’s
impact on the psyche of the individual. Also look at how does the
artistic voice contribute to how we value in terms of body image,
what does extreme thinness communicate in art, and how can it
capture the darker reality about living with an eating disorder.
This book includes contributions in forms of research through
works of art, interviews, creative texts, essays and new
collaborations influenced by the themes discussed and create a
collection of creative works that address the impact of the illness
on the human condition.
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one
[the body]

What She Did To Get
Thin
Thi nness i s not onl y the physi cal wei ght but i t i s an
unbearabl e wei ght. Eati ng di sorders carry al l the
i nternal pai n wi thi n the i ndi vi dual . For many who have
suffered from thi s i l l ness. Often there i s a di sconnect
between how they feel and thei r body.
On a conti nuum we fi nd anorexi a and bul i mi a, both
extremes whi ch i mpact physi ol ogi cal and psychol ogi cal
responses that l ead the suffer to questi on what i t i s l i ke
l i vi ng i n a experi ence i n a corporal body. Whi l e al so thi s
chapter expl ores what i t means to be an enti ty that
exi sts besi de or 'wi th" the body. Further anal ysi s wi l l
di vul ge what mani festati ons can be deri ved from
physi cal wei ght and what i t can communi cate to the
worl d about the l i ved i n experi ence of an i l l i ndi vi dual .
In order to understand the i nternal struggl es wi th the
i l l ness i t i s vi tal to comprehend the i mportance of the
physi cal wei ght. The body i s a mechani sm for the eati ng
di sorder. The i denti ty of the i ndi vi dual can and most
l i kel y wi l l be al tered because of the i l l ness. Some peopl e
may feel trapped, suffocati ng, or even di sconnected
from thei r bodi es.
The fol l owi ng wi l l i ncl ude Ki era Faber, Çi fel Hüseyi n,
Lui si a Cal l egari , El eanor Anti n and Li nda M. Crate make
use of the body to subvert the i dea of doci l e and dai nty
femal es. They chal l enges these noti ons of femal e body
and pose questi ons about how we percei ve our
physi cal i ty.

Kiera Faber
Completely Human,
2012. Series of 36
photographs (14,
15, 16) 45" x 30.

COMPLETELY HUMAN
KIERA FABER
Completely Human’s photographs directly address trauma and
its resulting, life-long repercussions in terms of loss of
agency, profound emotional and physical isolation from
others, self loathing, suicidal idealization, and sexual
dysfunction.
Trauma is inherently isolating. Perpetrators of trauma often
belittle their victims while abusing them, further entangling
shame with self worth and doubt. The resulting loss of agency
and trust in the self is profound and has life long
repercussions.
Control of the body as a metaphor for trying to gain control
over the past or traumatic event is often expressed. Though it
can feel like control, by starving or injuring the body, it is a
false control; because it is enacted from a place of pain, fear,
and self loathing.
Controlling the body though destructive means in the present
will not undo the trauma, it further embeds the trauma by not
deeply seeing
the extreme sadness and compassion the body and
traumatized individual actually needs.

Eleanor Antin
Carving: A Traditional Sculpture, 1972 (Detail)
(The Last Seven Days)
148 silver gelatin prints & text
7 x 5 inches each
From the collection of the Art Institute of Chicago
Courtesy the artist and Ronald Feldman Gallery, New York
Eleanor Antin
CARVING: 45 Years Later, 2017
6 3/4 x 4 3/4 inches
5 images per day
100 days starting March 8th, 2017
Courtesy of the artist and Ronald Feldman Gallery, New York

Eleanor Antin
Carving: A Traditional Sculpture, 1972 (Detail)
(detail, first day of 1972 performance, July 15, 1972, 8:43 am, 125.5 lbs)
148 silver gelatin prints & text
7 x 5 inches each
From the collection of the Art Institute of Chicago
Courtesy the artist and Ronald Feldman Gallery, New York
Eleanor Antin
CARVING: 45 Years Later, 2017
(detail, first day of 2017 performance, March 7, 2017, 9:25 am, 130.6 lbs)
6 3/4 x 4 3/4 inches
5 images per day
100 days starting March 8th, 2017
Courtesy of the artist and Ronald Feldman Gallery, New York

E l ea n or A nt i n l i ke mos t, wan ted to s c u l p t h er i dea l b o dy . In
CAR V IN G , s he e m pl oys 14 8 p ho t o g r a p h s th a t s equ ent i a l l y
c ap tu re t h e a rti st ’ s journ ey to l o se 10 p o u n ds o v er a 3 7- da y
p e ri od. A nt i n ’ s p hotog rap hy of h er di eti n g p erfo r m a n c e c a p t u r e s
gr ad ua l w ei ght l os s wi t h t he fl es h fa l l i n g a w a y da i l y i n s u b tl e
sl owl y dow n th r ough i deal i zed fi g u r e. D i eti n g i s s u c h a c o mp l e x
rea l i t y t o a ch i e ve , an d di e ti n g w a s di ffi c u l t:
“I j ust c ut t hi ng s out: c ake , i ce c rea m, br ea d. I l o v e b re a d ; t h at
was h ar d. “ - El e a n or A nt i n
N onet he l e ss, t he a e st het i c sati sf a c ti o n a n d p h y s i c a l c h a ng e s
were m ot i va t i n g he r to con s tru c t t h e i dea l bo dy , n o ma t t er h o w
torm e nt i ng t he p roc ess wa s. S ta rv i n g i s m o r e t h a n me re
rest r i c t i on of f o od. T he p hysi ca l a c t o f l o s i n g w ei g h t c a n b e m o r e
a bout t h e i n di v i dua l tran sfo rm a t i o n . C A R VI NG: 4 5 Y e a r s La t e r
expl o r e s ph ysi c a l bo dy s hi fts after h er h u s ba n d t h e p o e t D a v i d
Anti n, di e d f r o m Pa rki n s on’ s c o m p l i c a ti o ns a n d t h i s t i m e h er p i e c e
i s a m e d i t a t i on on gri ef, l ov e a nd th e a r ti s t’ s l i fe:
“I thi nk I c hos e t o re do t hi s p i ec e a t th i s ti me bec a u s e i t ’ s
b as i c a l l y ab out l oss. T he l o ss o f my fl es h , t h e l o s s o f my l o ve r a n d
p ar tne r o f 56 y e a rs , t he l os s o f t h e bo dy I u s ed t o k n o w a n d l i ve d
wi th f or s o l o ng ( thoug h l i ke s o ma n y wo men , I w a s o f t en t r y i n g
to c ha ng e i t be ca us e i t was n ev er qu i te r i g h t) .”- E l ea no r An t i n
Do cu m e nt i n g w e i g ht l oss i l l ust ra t es h o w di eti ng i s mo re t h a n t h e
a bi l i t y t o s ha pe our bodi es , i t i s a bo u t s h i fti n g o u r l i ve s . An ti n ’ s
p i e ce i s ra i si ng que sti ons about a g i ng a n d mo rt a l i ty . T h er e w as
d es i re b eh i nd he r hun ger. B ot h i n h er y o u t h a n d i n h er r e vi s it , s h e
i s try i n g t o m o l d a n d con s truc t h er l i fe, th ro u g h h e r m a te ri a l
b ody . Th e sk e l e t a l f i gure ben ea t h i s v u l n era bl e, a n d f l es h
p hys i c a l l y p rote c ts us from the g r i m r ea l i t y o ft en b eh i n d o u r d a i l y
end e av ors , our e x i st en ti al dai l y s t ru g g l es , a nd h o w m u c h p e o p l e
end ure . C a r v i n g e m bodi es bot h th e v i s c er a l p er fo r m a nc e o f
p hys i c a l l os s a n d how t he i nt e rn a l s tr u g g l es s u c h a s p a i n, a n d
gr i ef c a n be phys i ca l l y c omm u ni c a t ed.

THE PRINCESS
HAS
FALLEN
-UN-NAMED CONTRIBUTOR
Your pretty princess is starving.
She hates her body, she hates her stomach and the tiny lumps on her legs.
She is skinny, but it’s not enough
Losing weight
Losing shape
T a k i n g u p l e s s s p a ce
No prince will come rescue her
He will not wipe your tears away and kiss you illness away.
Who would want to fall in love with a girl who is nothing more than
malnourished flesh and bones
The King and the Queen are disturbed by their daughter.
They are disappointed that their kin could be so weak.
Instead the princess locks herself in her tower.
It never goes away, it burns the princess' throat, and ruins her gowns, and
slowly
clumps of her hair will start to fall all over her marble floors.
The princess is debilitated.
She can't walk up a flight of stairs, or show you her hands because of her
bleeding knuckles and her magic laxative pills, destroy her porcelain throne.
Her mouth is in so much pain, because she chews and spits up her food until
her throat glands are swollen.
Who would want to kiss this princess?
Instead of running to the ball, she is running to purge in dirty public
bathrooms because you found out you accidentally ate full fat salad dressing
instead of diet.
She gets stares at every meal, and her mind has gone mad She feels so
alone,and the sound she has to remember the day is her tears after she gags
out her meal.
The princess is dainty, and light as a feather, but the burden of her illness
has destroyed her life. She weeps on the floor, as she can't cope with the
reality of her life. It is not a fairy tale lifestyle being a tiny princess.
It is her demise.

Cor de rosa choque
Luisa Callegarimello
Video Performance,2015

COR DE
ROSA
CHOQUE
I n this process, sexuality, er oti cization, rules o f
beha vior, fr eedom an d impr isonment cre ate an
atmospher e o f sen sat ions antagoni stic to thei r
c oncept s. Everyt hin g her e can wor k as a cl u e t o
und er stand ing the condit ion of be ing a woman in a
predomi nant ly male un iver se.
But although the exper ie nce of your body as a
c rea tor of mean ing o ffer s dir ecti ons f or where to
go, it is the invit at io n t o de constr uction and a dip
i n t he st ate of mi nd that will make the process o f
understan ding the ar tist woman univer se le ss
delic ate and mor e productive .
Invitat ion tha t Lui sa make s to expe ri ence not onl y
wi thin t his exh ibiti on. To ext r apolate the limit s o f
thi s spac e is no t onl y t o und er st and its wo rk, but
t o expand that un der st anding beyond the
wor k. Aft er all, t he world is no t be fo re the a rt ist
by r epresent ati on, but as an event .

I think it always will
I remember
the one time
I forgot to shave
my arms
i n hi gh school
wore a t-shirt and raised
my arm,
one of the popular girls
told me to just let the hair
grow out;
and I never felt more ashamed—
now I wax my face and neck
freei ng them of all the unnecessary
hairs
because one little comment
i n hi gh school
sti ll haunts me,
and I wish I could say it doesn't
bother me anymore;
I think it always will.
- linda m. crate

SEASONAL
REVELATIONS
Warm in the summertime with cherry red lips
I guzzle water and try to fit my hands around my hips
I hide under my towel and you tell me what to do
The ocean waves draw me further into you
I sway and follow your every move
Asking myself when will I look the way you want me to
Freezing in the fall, I sip black coffee and green tea
You say "this instead of meals will make you free"
I cover myself in blankets and shake with terror
Trusting you was my biggest error
Dying in the winter I let the wind eat me
Convinced I am crazy, I cannot see what others see
I get lost until I glimpse at your perfect frame
Drawn back to my only claim to fame
I concentrate only on what you have to say
You seemed to grow stronger when I withered away
I fell asleep for a while and you disappeared
In my dream I saw everything that I had ever feared
Awakened in the spring I am no longer yours to keep
I finally eat but allow you to make me weep
I see the corruption and lies that compose you
I look behind me, what did you make me do?
I look again and you are gone
And then I was enlightened as if by the dawn
I did this to be thin like you too
But you were me and I was you
-Contributor, Power Poetry.
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The Parts
Illustration, 2018
Technique: Illustration
Sub-Technique: Photography,Drawing

Weird shapes, colorful identities, dynamic moves, queer visions
are what make up the new illustration project The Parts. The
Parts is also an ongoing project which has been designed to
reveal the relationship between the spatial conditions and the
body images.
Queerness here is not just the interaction with the others, it is
more the presence and accepting every single part of the flesh.
The cheeky yet relateable characters are reflected through the
edgy, new and fresh ideas and the whole imaginary of The Parts
is completely blown away by the range of humanly existences.
With re-imagining the notion of illustration and reconstructing it
after the interdisciplinary techniques create harmony through the
juxtaposition of identical and non-binary moments, frames,
intersections, and stories.

parts.illustration.art
#fat#parts #Weird #manly
#queer #figures
#illustration #art #edgy
#drawing #belly
#contemporary #Blue #pink
#illustrationow
#illustrationdaily
#artgallery #visualart
#digitalart #nude #guy
#nudeart #queerart
#studioexpose
parts.illustration.art
#fat#parts #Weird #manly
#queer #figures
#illustration #art #edgy
#drawing #bulge
#contemporary #Blue #pink
#illustrationow
#illustrationdaily
#artgallery #visualart
#digitalart #nude #guy
#nudeart #queerart
#studioexpose
Çifel Hüseyin The Parts: Illustrations, 2018.

Çifel Hüseyin Men in Flesh (Series)
Photography, 2016.

Çifel Hüseyin
Men In Flesh
Photography, 2016
The Mani fest:
‘ Men i n Fl esh’ represents an
experi ence process between i denti ti es
whi ch are di gi tal l y restored but fed
wi th sel f-consci ousness. It connects
the context as real i ty wi th vi rtual
perspecti ve.
The seri es expl ores the percepti on of
perfect body as a vi sual experi ence
materi al wi th the power of defi ni ng the
reference from the i mages whi ch
consi sted from the group of other
i mages.
‘ Men i n Fl esh’ unhi des the power of
durati on between ‘ the meta’ and ‘ the
natural ’ whi ch have been i nsi sted by
the ostensi bl e speci al i sts and i t
competes agai nst thi s durati on.
‘ Men i n Fl esh’ i s, i n substence, a vi sual
query on the i mage of body and i t
chooses the mal e shape as
materi al . i tsel f wi th the i dea of defi ni ng
the perfect shape wi th combi nati on of
the i mperfect body’ s parts.

two
[the bones]

The Beauty in
Thin
Beauty although subjective is founded upon
aesthetic principles. By acknowledging that
thinness is visually appealing it may cause
potential danger in glorifying the illness and
sickness. However, art seeks to address beauty
in all forms. Rather than letting the eating
disorder dictate what is considered beautiful
artists have been challenging the illness,
shining a harsher light on what thinness can
communicate.
With thinness, it is on a sliding scale of
aesthetic appeal. There is often a celebrity or
model that radiate what is d considered the
desirable thin with their perfect hips to
stomach ratio. However, there is other forms of
thinness, such as sickly thin where the body
appears malnourished, jaded and weakened.
The illness comes in all shapes and forms but,
what it can mean to people are very different.
Drawing from of the works of Ariee, Ariane
Lopez- Huici, Maureen Connor, Mary
Rouncefield, Annika Landahl and commenters of
online internet recovery forums, took various
perspectives on what thinness means to them.

Ariee
Untitled. Mixed media - collage. March 2019

Mary Rouncefield
The Dress To Die For
Mixed
120 x 50 cm

Bombarded by media images of
the ‘perfect woman’ who is slim,
young and looks wonderful
whatever she is doing, many
women feel unable to live up to
these cultural expectations. They
often feel alienated from their own
bodies and may have low selfesteem as a consequence.
However, our society still sees
anxiety, depressi on, and mental
illness as signs of weakness and a
calm exterior needs to be
presented at all times.
Mary Rouncefield.

THE DRESS TO DIE FOR
Mary Rouncefield
Concerned at the current trend for models
to be thinner and thinner, I made this
‘dress’ to highlight the dangers to the
health of the models themselves and of all
those girls who strive to be like them.
Apparently the average female model now
has a Body Mass Index (BMI) of 16 . This is
a standard medical recognized ratio of
height to weight. The World Health
Organization defines a BMI of 17 as being
‘significantly malnourished’ when
allocating food and medical aide to
individuals in disaster zones.
The facts and figures represented on the
dress show average vital statistics for
British fashion models. This art work
measures 50cm x 120cm and is made from
cotton fabrics with stitched motifs and ink
texts. An average is exactly what it says it
is; and a number of models will be less
than UK size 6 (USA size 2), have Body
Mas Index less than 16 and be taller than 5
feet 9 inches. The ‘ideal’ body image
portrayed in fashion shows and magazines
is dangerous to health.

WHAT AM I?
When people told me I was sick, I told them they
didn’t know,
know the difference between sick and struggling.
I am not skinny.
Convinced of the notion that pretty people are
skinny people.
I look at my reflection in the clear toilet bowl
water,
I do not recognize the girl that stares back.
I am not skinny.
She is broken, bare.
Some may say that she is beautiful,
She is skinny.
People call me skinny.
I am not skinny.
-Unnamed Contributor

Maureen Connor: “Thinner Than You,” 1990. Stretch net over
stainless steel dress rack,
60” X 16” x 8”. Photo: Thaddeus Govan

Ariane Lopez Huici: “Self Portrait” Mixed Media, 1995.
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Unnamed Contributor "Pretty Thoughts" Pencil Drawing, 2018.

If I weigh less
I will feel less
I will be less
I will be perfect
I will be dainty
I will weight nothing
I will be nothing

She does not want to
eat
She does not want to
grow
She does not be around
people
Shes does not want to
suffer anymore

I'm constantly freezing.
I'm shivering
and pressing the hot-water bottle against my body,
although it's 26 degrees Celsius outside.
I'm nervous.
My thoughts are circling around food,
fear food, exercise, calories.
Have I eaten too much today?
Has the extra apple been too much?
It's 4:49 in the morning,
time to weigh myself.

C

Each gram less promises a good day,
each gram more failure and disgust.
I'm obsessed with numbers -

O

calories, weight, carbohydrates, fat and swallowing hundreds of laxatives a day.
I'm getting weaker,

L

can't go for long walks anymore,
can't even concentrate on kid's movies
but still stick to my exercise plan.

D

Primarily, I wanted to disappear as a woman,
as a potential victim,
but soon the food related thoughts
got the control over me although I've thought that I do have the control
for a long time.
I'm looking at the lanugo,
which covers my body,
having a look at my fat cheeks in disgust,
when the judge arrives to take me to the ICU.

Annika Landahl, March 24, 2019

Annika Landahl, March 24, 2019

I HAVE
GROWN TOO
SCARED TO EVEN
HAVE HOPE.

three
[the burden]

The desire to be thin is common among most people on a
weight loss journey. However it is more than just the number
on the scale for those who suffer from the illness.
Every ounce of existence is dictated by the illness.

In our contemporary culture bodies are
impacted by the predominant social, media and
cultural influences. We are often focused on
trying to hack our biology through technological
advancements and to defying aging, our
genetics and our various biological
compositions. Out of the pressure from these
new changes, our association with our what our
image can mean emerges. Our corporal bodies
become recognized as concrete, manifestations
of ourselves. No longer, confided to limitations,
but something that can be fixed.
Once we acknowledge that we are embodied
individuals, we become aware that we are
confined to our bodies make us realize our
heaviness and limited capabilities. The self is
burdened by our physicality.
Since the body is inescapable, and some people
struggle to bear this grim reality and attempt to
exert control and fixate on our human
tendencies ranging from insatiable cravings,
countless desires and emotions that form a
preeminent source of anger and frustration with
the body. In this chapter the artists Ansley
Adams, Marina Renee-Cemmick, Hanne Dion
Famoye, C.McArthur, Maureen Connor and
Undiscolsed Contributors explore the burden of
being embodied and examine the limitations of
the body.

Maureen Connor: The Senses (Taste) 1992, Film Stills.

Homage to Leirner, Luisa Callegari
Erotic inflatable pig and wooden box
2015, 46 x 44 x 59cm

Ansley Adams
Zinnia
36in x 48in
Oil on Canvas
2018

Ansley Adams
In Bloom
14in x 17in
Oil on Panel 2016

Ansley Adams
Iris
48in x 60in
Oil on Canvas
2018

Ansley Adams
Weightless
Silk Paint on Habotai Silk
96 x 180 in.
2018

Ansley Adams
“You’re Fat!” These words were hurled at me for the first time when I was
nine years old. Could the boy sitting across from me at church possibly
have known the weight those words would have on me? Could the
countless other people who called me “fat” when I was growing up ever
have known the way these words would weigh me down? Before I was
even overweight, the word “fat” became a part of my identity. This became
a self-fulfilling prophecy as I created the world for myself that I thought I
deserved. I began to hate my body and myself, to feel shame and
embarrassment. For decades, I tore myself down, dabbled with unhealthy
behaviors in bouts of desperation, and repeated cycles of extreme weight
loss followed by extreme weight gain.
By the end of 2015, I was over three years out of graduate school (USC)
and I was struggling to make work that was meaningful. I knew that I was
not honestly tackling the real issues I struggled with, and I decided then
that, despite my fears, I would start making work about body image. My
first painting in this series, “New Beginnings,” became the work that pulled
me from this artistic slump and gave me an unyielding passion for my work.
It also began to heal my perception of self, teaching me as I painted that
the women I depicted ARE beautiful. Furthermore, they are not beautiful
despite their weight, but rather their weight is part of what makes them
beautiful.
As I worked on this series, I began to release the negative self-identity of
“fat” and embrace, instead, identities of “beautiful,” “strong,” and
“fearless.” More and more, I released the shame and self-hate that was
weighing me down more than any extra lbs ever had. Through creating this
series and sharing its development on social media, I found community and
support. I found women who are strong and confident in their skin, women
who are not weighed down by their bodies but who instead are using their
weight as a platform to incite change and give hope to others. I know now
that women are fat OR skinny, young OR old, scarred OR smooth... AND
we are beautiful, AND we are strong, AND we are powerful, AND we are
fearless. We are WEIGHTLESS.

Dear eating disorder,
I am so sick and tired
The professionals preach that I need my brain rewired.

It’s like they forget that I am a human,
A daughter, a friend and strong-willed woman.

It’s not about weight nor about scales
It’s about having control on the smallest of details.

I feel anxious, depressed and have unsettling fear,
I have missed out on life, year after year.

No family or friends, I have lost all connection,
My illness has sent them in the opposite direction.

Teaching fitness is my passion. It makes me happy.
But when I’m with mum I’m unbelievably snappy.

My emotions are everywhere, completely erratic.
I like to keep busy and struggle to stay static.

You look at my face, you’ll tell me I am well,
But inside I feel on the very edge of hell.

To see a lost life because of this disorder,
I really do think that’s bang out order.

I am strong willed and I have determination,
One day I will see this illness to its cremation.

My illness is hidden behind my forced smile,
Sometimes it is genuine but that’s every once in while.

Off to bed and I shut my eyes.
My thoughts go wild, oh please tell me why?

I take a few pills and they knock me out,
Switch off my thoughts and leave me with no doubt.

I feel like a prisoner trapped in my head,
Most days I really do wish that I could be dead.

Talking about dead, my friend passed away.
Her disorder took over and she just couldn’t stay.

I think about her often, she was so kind.
She saw no hope, her thoughts made her blind.

To see a lost life because of this disorder,
I really do think that’s bang out order.

I am strong willed and I have determination,
One day I will see this illness to its cremation.

I will stand proud and tell you my story,
To stop other people from going through the purgatory.

I hope it is soon that I am done with treason,
But deep down I know I’ll survive for good reason.

- C. McArthur, 2019.

Underwire Series: Unnamed Contributor, 2019.

UNDERWIRE
-Unnamed Contributor, 2019

WE WOULD
RATHER BE
HURT THAN BE
NUMB

WHAT SHE DID TO GET
THIN
Confessions from the
Recovery Ward
Unnamed Contributors

Stealing food from your Grandmother's
house to binge and purge later that
afternoon, or donating blood at 3
different blood banks in one day to burn
1200 calories.

I walked around the Food Court 12 times
and day dreamed about all the food I
would get if I could.

I hate everything. I only binge for the
purge, because I am addicted and
because I get triggered every time I feel
full.
I am such a mess.

I can not taste anything. My favorite
cereal tastes like dust. Chips are my
biggest binge food taste very hard and
salty. Fruit seems so pointless and sour.
Bread tastes like a clump of paper. I don’t
enjoy food anymore - it doesn’t matter if I
binge or restrict, I can not enjoy food
anymore.

Starving for 34 hours and 29 minutes so
your ribs will show a little bit more in
that bikini picture you post on Instagram
so that cute guy from Tinder will regret
not texting you back after that one date.

FIGURE IN A BATHTUB/PIETA. MARINA RENÉE-CEMMICK. 2018.
STEEL, PLASTER AND COPPER PIPING. 180CM X 120CM.

LEFT AND RIGHT: FIGURE IN A BATHTUB/PIETA. MARINA RENÉECEMMICK. 2018. STEEL, PLASTER AND COPPER PIPING. 180CM X
120CM.

APPEARANCE

when I look at my
appearance
I think it holds me back
from the life I want
I do not see the beauty
everyone speaks of
I wish I could see it

HANNE DION FAMOYE
HOSPITALIZED
My stomach hurts, the
taste of vomit.
I'm lying in my hospital
bed.
My parents are here to see
me, empty inside.
I want to be beautiful.
This is so humiliating.
Beautiful like a photo
shopped model.
A nurse forcing me to eat.
I want to be perfect.
Nobody is I suppose,
nobody is.

four
[cake]

An Appetite for Metaphor
Recent interest in food studies has opened doors
into new understandings of art analysis, in
particular how the use of food imagery and
metaphor represents complex ideas and deeper
meaning in art. Cake and eating disorders have a
unique bond. In this chapter, cake has served as a
symbolic subject, representing various complex
ideas and deeper meanings behind the relationship
food and the people who suffer from eating
disorders endure. Cake is more than a mere
dessert, it is a powerful medium that can impact
the identity of the individuals who suffer from the
illness.
Cake has been a source of refuge and sweetness
while also being an alluring seductress trying to
tempt the individuals into indulgence.
Subsequently, cake can become a symbol of lustful
craving, desire and ravenous hunger. Artists such
as Elina Lukas look at this relationship as a form of
control and deservedness and perceiving the
experience eating cake as almost ecstasy, release
and comfort. Where as Dana Sherwood, examines
themes surrounding the ceremonial nature of cake
and the lives of animals. She utilizes this to create
a safe space to explore these and other societal
taboos and how they are linked to chaos, control,
freedom and liberation.
Cake is curated to reflect some elements of our
shared human experience. Artists: Elina Lukas,
Maureen Connor, Hanne Dion Famoye, Lee Price,
Dana Sheerwood, Amy Feldman, Maddie Fischer
and undisclosed contributors share their
relationship to food. Furthermore cake can truly
reflect both a deeply intimate and personal
experience with food and larger themes of human
connection through identity formation through
consumption. After all we all eat.

Lee Price
Full, 2007
Oil on Linen
44" x 54"

Maureen Connor: The Senses (Taste)

1992, Film Stills.

Red
Red strawberry
cake
red cake
strawberry
whipped cream
strawberries
red
red
cream
red
strawberry
cake
red
strawberries
red cake
whipped
cream

RED
hanne dion famoye
Red is a poem written about Hanne's time spent
in hospital for bulimia recovery. The repetitive
word structure creates an image of the cake
which overflows the senses, and as if you were
trying to savor and take in every aspect of the
cake.
This poem also iterates about the overflow of
information that she was experiencing when she
was ill from her condition in treatment around
her desires for indulging and fixation of food.

Amy Feldman's work focuses on her
own journey through compulsive
overeating by writing and performing
puppet segments using humor to
augment the heaviness of the subject.
(No pun intended).Losing weight and
maintaining it should be easy, "A
Piece of Cake" as people say.
However, for some of us it is much
more complicated....
Often the willpower to refrain from
overeating is not to be found. Neither
is the ability to stop after a "normal"
size portion of certain trigger food
possible for some of us. In her
performance, the cake calling her
name so to speak and she struggles
with the temptation.

Amy Feldman "A Piece of Cake" Performance, 2017.
Photo,2019.

Amy Feldman
"A Piece of Cake"
Performance,
2017.
Photo,2019.

A PIECE OF CAKE
BY AMY FELDMAN
(Amy is reading a book, Ten Steps to Inner Peace)
Amy: Now where is that part about body image? (looks through the book until she
finds the right place) “End the war. Make peace with your body and accept it
exactly as it is. You are so much more than what you weigh and how you look.
You are a spiritual being with a heart and soul that need your attention. Expand
your spiritual life.”
Cell phone rings.
(Amy answers the cell phone.): Hello. You have something to tell me? Yes, I am
sitting down. You what? You proposed. I can’t believe it. What did she say? You
are getting married!!!! (shrieks with joy.) My Son is finally getting married. She is
such a wonderful girl! We just love her. You have made me the happiest Mother
alive. So, do you have a date for the wedding? Two weeks? (looks down at my
stomach and in dismay) Oh no! You don’t want to rush into anything. I know I
said you are not getting any younger and all your friends are married with
children, but things take time. Finding a venue, invitations, finding a dress, … So
there is no persuading you? Two weeks then it is. Bye.
Amy: (In horror) Last year I weighed 60 pounds less. I can’t be seen like this at
my son's wedding! What will everyone say? (says like a mantra, I am more than
my body weight. I am more than my body weight! Oh!!!!!!!!! (gives up in
desperation) Checks her phone for a fast fix. Win the war against fat. (swipe) Say
good bye to your belly. (swipe) Get slimmer in seconds. Use duct tape on your
mouth (swipe) ingest tapeworms to absorb any calories consumed(swipe). Wire
your jaws shut (swipe), Blast Your belly fat away. Take the fight against fat to the
cellular level. (swipe) Carve out curves with exercise. (swipe) Use hypnosis.
(Swipe) Acupuncture, (swipe) shots, (swipe) fasts, (swipe) creams(swipe)
operations (swipe) and psychotherapy.Most importantly, avoid all combinations of
flour, sugar, fat and chocolate.
(Cake puppet calls from under the table): Amy, Amy? What about me? I am
waiting for you down stairs.
Amy: I don't know how to say this... I think we have to stop seeing each other.
Cake: (Cake comes up from under the table) What? You can’t be serious.
Amy: I know I have said it before but this time I really, really, really mean it.
Cake: But we have had so many good times together. I’ve always been there for
you, day and night.

A PIECE OF CAKE
BY AMY FELDMAN
Cake: Wait is there someone else? A donut perhaps?
Amy: No. It’s not you. It’s me.
Cake: I don’t get it. Don’t I pick you up when you are down and make the good
times better?
Amy: Ever since I can remember I have turned to you for comfort. Sometimes you
were my only friend. You made me feel special, entitled. You distracted me from my
problems and feelings. But you are here one minute and gone the next. You always
leave me wanting more. I wish I never met you. (Sobbing)
Cake: Baby...
Amy: Oh, sweetie. Don’t you think this is hard for me too? I love you. Everything
about you. You are scrumptious.
Cake: So?
Amy: I need you out of my life.
Cake: But why? Your mother even loves me.
Amy: (Breaks down) You talk to me day and night. You are always on my mind. I
can’t stop thinking of you. Craving you. You make me crazy. I want you all the
time. Not just a bite of you but all of you. And.... I have a wedding coming up.: My
son is getting married... I can’t go looking like this.
Cake: You know I have never cared about how you look. I won’t let you desert me!
Amy: Oh please leave me alone. Just go away.
Cake: Whatever you say but I will be waiting for you. (Cake disappears.)
Amy: (Looks nervously between where the cake went and back to the smart phone
many times and then speaks to where the cake went.) I am sorry sweetie. One
more time for old times’ sake.(Amy goes under the table eats erotically comes up
and wipes the crumbs off with her arm.)
Amy: How did I fall once again? I hate myself. I am such an idiot. What is wrong
with me? I need a real life miracle! (prays) God, if you are really there, then zap me
thin now!

Maddie Fischer "Cake Eaters"
Drawing,2018.

Maddie Fischer "Big Mouth"
Drawing,2018.

MADELINE
FISCHER
"While my work often deals with dark themes, I like to
buoy it with bright colors and dynamic compositions.
Trauma is not a one-dimensional experience of sadness
and shame but it is also one of resilience and selfacceptance. I want to show the many layers of this
experience through the ongoing process of discovery in
my work."
-Madeline Fischer
Much of Madeline Fischer's work is about abuse, its
aftermath, and the way we all develop mechanisms
and mental patterns as a result of surviving trauma.
She is interested in the way mental and emotional
defenses become a patterning. Fischer's utilization of
expressive figures and repetitive imagery of eating
sweets aims to enlighten the audience on the reality of
our relationships with food. Her piece titled Big Mouth
aims to address these notions through the way we
develop survival strategies, and repetitive patterns.
She illustrates how someone can be both consuming
food, while also being consumed by food. The complex
relationship is exemplified in her piece titled Big
Mouth. The work reminds the viewer, that our
indulgences play a pivotal role in a larger and more
complex relationship with food.

Ode to
Confectionery
I could feel myself fading away
my knife slid through the layers of that red velvet
The first slice was cut in the cake
All because I was not strong enough to say no
I debated and contemplated until my stomach had the last
word
"Just eat the damn cake" it said
THE FIRST BITE WAS TAKEN
And as I ate, my thoughts went violent.
They got as violent as the toilet bowl was going to be tonight

I SHOULD NOT HAVE DONE THAT
I FUCKING DID IT
OH SWEET JESUS IT TASTES SO FUCKING GOOD
I WANT IT ALL
SHOVE IT IN , SHOVE IT IN, SHOVE IT IN

OH
MY
GOD
what have I done
.
They don't know how food makes me feel
The cake is gone
It is all gone
all I could think of was how I would see it again
How I would taste it again
How I would hate myself again
But I can control it, right?
-Unnamed Contributor

EATING IN THE DARK
(RAISED BY RACOONS)

Dana Sherwood

Dana Sheerwood Feral Cakes: Film Stills, 2017
.

Deep in the night we eat. In the shadows, in secret.
Feeding the animal, our nature, our dark, shadowself. Feeding the wild animals in this way creates a
ritual space, the dark makes it sacred as well as
secretive. Like that piece of cake, gobbled at the sink
when no one was looking. It is an offering to the gods
of the wilderness, those feral beings who have no
truck with shame or guilt. Feeding the beast(s) offers
safety, they won’t reveal my secret; my silent
companions devouring, unashamed and without
judgement. Alice and Persephone learned the hard
way what it costs to partake of the charmed delights
offered in the Underworld.

EATING IN THE DARK
(RAISED BY RACOONS)

Dana Sherwood

Dana Sheerwood Face to Face in the Palmettos: 2017
Watercolor on Paper, 9" x 12".

The refusal to eat, and denial of the pleasure of eating
gives power to the powerless. I never quite
understood what this meant, but I think the denial of
pleasure, refusing not only to feed our bodies but also
to nourish our souls, relates to the mother and the role
mothering has played in our lives. If we were refused
that nourishment, if our physical bodies were
controlled in every other way, then not partaking, as
an anorexic adolescent and also as an orthorexic adult
makes one powerful, even super-human, judging
ourselves and lording it over the rest. But cake; cake
is also something powerful, with an alchemy of it own.

Dana Sheerwood
Sea of Cake
2019
Watercolor on Paper
9" x 12"

Dana Sheerwood
Cake is eaten in celebration, in ceremony, it marks a
liminal space of enticement, pleasure and magic. It is
filled with butter, sugar and wonder. It is no surprise
that Wonderland runs on petit fours, tea parties and
heady, giddy, madness.
It is a place where abstinence is exchanged for
decadence and hedonism. The push and pull of these
polarities makes us who we are: the blessed
perfectionists and the pathetic rejects embodying the
sacred and the profane at once, disembodied saints
and ghouls alike.
I have always liked animals for their honesty, they
don’t shame and pain us sensitive ones as humans do.
They offer safety and sanctuary. So why not feed
them? Isn’t it good to honor and support them as they
have done for me? I have spent many hours observing
animals in the wild and in domesticity; they have been
my greatest teachers and offered some of the
parenting I did not receive early on.
More than anything they taught me to accept chaos
and embrace the loss of control. To give up the fear of
what others would think and to, in fact, chase down
my fears just as instinctually as they hunt their prey.
To follow curiosity and fun above all, and finally to
just know I am fine and perfect they way I am, and
sometimes failure is my friend.

I wanted to go see the cake display
I wanted to see if my favorite slice was there
It was
I wanted
I wanted
I wanted
gently on

to take it home with me
open the package ever so gracefully
to cut the perfect slice and place it
my favorite plate

I wanted to taste the decadent sweetness of the
icing on my lips
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wanted
wanted
wanted
wanted

to
to
it
to

savor every single bite
feel full
all
go home

I starved again

Elina Lukas

Space Cake, Illustration, 2019.

Elina Lukas

Untitled, Illustration, 2019

SABATOGE
I loved my cake,
but I did not love
myself enough to
let myself eat it.
So I snapped my
pens, and poured
ink on the slice.
Now I can't have
what I love.

Elina Lukas Trapped Illustration, 2019.

Royal Flush, 2019
Unnamed Contributor

On My Mind
Paper Collage Sculpture
30cm x 50cm x 20cm
Unnamed Contributor, 2019.
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[control]

Dimensions of
Control
Personal control has been proposed to play a
central role in the aetiology and severity of eating
disorders. Although there is a multiplicity of
meanings used to define “control” and how it
manifests in eating disorders. The underlying role
it can play in the enabling and maintenance of the
illness is centrally relevant to a psychological
eating pathology.
Often, individuals who feel pressure, vulnerable or
trapped in their life circumstances seek comfort in
controlling their bodies as they feel out of control
in their lives. Thus, encouraging eating disorder
behaviors and rewarding them can give an illusion
of control in their lives.
However, this dominance and obsession around
food intake and weight becomes of exaggerated
importance and may begin to dominate their
existence.
The relationship between control and obsessivecompulsive symptoms manifest in a plethora of
ways. Artists such as Amelia Baron illustrate the
obsessive behaviors and needs of perfectionism in
her performance pieces. Her art examines the
pursuit of perfection through notions of insanity,
ritual, control and precision. Which can be used to
mask feelings, and illustrate how detrimental
obsessive behaviors can be.
There are also other dimensions of control that will
be explored such as addiction and vast impact the
obsessive-compulsive thoughts and symptoms can
have on an un-well person. Seeking perfection and
having control creates self-hatred and feelings of
never being good enough.

Humans are flawed creatures and when they lack will power
or feel guilt, they think they are worthless. This sets up a
series of self-fulfilling prophecy. They may binge, punish
themselves, over-exercise or feel worthless if they do not
have perfect control.
It is important to acknowledge eating disorders
control everyday things like going to the movies,
being with family, school or work events causing you
to avoid them or to be very strategic when
attending. An eating disorder has a direct control on
food, but it can have an indirect less obvious control
on other things because of all the emotional space it
can take up, and all the time and thoughts that
someone might spend on food because of it.
Furthermore, ritualistic behaviours attempt to help
perfectionist's tendencies towards fulfilling unachievable
goals which demand constant control. Ranging from eating
with certain utensils, specific locations or times of day, eating
foods a certain temperature etc. By engaging in these
behaviors, it can help individuals feel safe and in control. Lee
Price’s paintings exemplify the extent and ramifications of
control, through eating in private spaces, which are often
spaces of solitude. Private space emphasizes the secrecy of
compulsive behavior and the unusual settings emphasize its
absurdity. The solitude and peace of the setting is a good
juxtaposition to the frenetic, out-of-control feel of the
woman’s actions.
In seeking control over the physical body, it can result in
increasing mental and physical drain. Control and self-worth
are incongruent with each other and subsequently, can have
negative repercussions such as feelings of shame, lack of
self-worth and detriments to physical health. Thus, in this
chapter artist: Katya Grokhovsky, Lee Price, Keri Hannah,
Dayna Trajkovski, Mary Rouncefield, Amelia Baron, Chris
McArthur and Conni Boykins explore their insights around the
desire for control, and the fear of not being in control to
convey what the reality of trying to maintain control is like.

Lee Price
Emilie (Breakfast), 2009
Oil on Linen
40" x 64"

‘Pretty Hurts’ is a constructed photo series
that follows the character Stacey through
her everyday rituals, and seeks to
explore society’s obsession with beauty,
consumerism and outward appearances.
Stacey is a caricature of the several
facets concerned with body image
expectations, and the stereotypes placed
upon women; she is impressionable,
pressured and anxiety ridden. It is styled
as an amalgamation of eras which is
intended to prompt the question: have
female body image issues really improved
throughout the decades? Personal
preference and taste may change, but the
inherent pressure and desire to be
aesthetically pleasing remains.
-Keri Hannah

Kerri Hannah Pretty Hurts
Left: (Stacey Having Breakfast), Right( (Breakfast Close Up)
March 2019, Digital Print From Large Format Negatives
A1 (594mm x 841mm)

Pretty Hurts Left: (Stacey Watching TV)
Right:(TV Closeup) Keri Hannah
March 2019,Digital Print From Large Format Negatives, A1
(594mm x 841mm).

ADDICTION
BY: DAYNA TRAJKOVSKI

i’ve got an addiction to nothing.
not that i don’t have an addiction,
rather my addiction is nothing.
i crave feeling nothing,
being nothing,
having nothing.
see i’ve got an addiction to nothing.
not that i don’t have an addiction,
rather i want to feel empty.
i crave being empty,
feeling empty,
i am empty.
i’ve got an addiction to nothing.
not that i don’t have an addiction,
rather my addiction is nothing.
this is the hardest addiction.
i fear getting better,
because being better means
something.
i fear feeling something.
because i’ve got an addiction to
nothing.

Mary Rouncefield The Hospital
Patient: Pills, Sick Drawing, 2018.

Mary Rouncefield The Hospital Patient: Trollied Off Drawing, 2018.

Amelia Baron
Obsession for Perfection
2017-2018
Part 1
Duration: 18 hours across 3
days
Medium: Rice

Amelia Baron
Obsession for Perfection
2017/2018

Obsession for Perfection uses endurance performance
art to highlight the insanity of perfectionism which can
manifest within oneself, as well as the often veiled
facets of mental health inhabited within 21st century
culture. Through engagement in ritualistic behaviors, it
is an attempt to visualise the perfectionist's attitude
towards fulfilling unachievable goals which
demand increasing mental and physical drain.

Amelia Baron: Obsession for Perfection 2017-2018

MY FRENEMY
BY CHRIS MCARTHUR
You tell me you’re my friend and you’re the only one that
cares,
And I believe you because Im so naïve, lonely and scared.
You tell me that I can trust no one unless that one is you
Because my mental health is a burden, a nuisance, a taboo.
I feel so lost and all I see is blackness
There is no escape from this world, and Im overwhelmed with
sadness.
I was once so happy, cheerful and blessed
But then one day my life became an unbearable mess
I had no one there until you appeared
And I finally saw light in this dull atmosphere
But the more I listened to you, the more isolated I became
And before I knew it, I was a prisoner in my own brain
You stripped me of my freedom, decisions and choices,
And filled my head with too many voices.
I finally realised that you were no friend of mine,
You had one ambition and that was to eliminate me over time
What a foul crime you tried to commit
But you have not won, not one little bit
I cant say the same for the others lives you infiltrated,
But I do know that everything you do is so calculated
I see through your lies and Im finally taking care of myself,
So hear me loud and clear, Anorexia, go fuck yourself!

Thanks for Coming to my Dinner
Party, Oh No, I’m not Hungry...
By: Conni Boykins
I’d been thinking about this meal all day. A crispy,
olive oil-fried egg, heavily salted, and served on
perfectly toasted sourdough. My mouth salivated
as the meal came together and my hands were
nearly shaking with anticipation as I plated it all. I
sliced my fork through the yolk as the rich yellow,
perfectly runny center crowded the crust of the
bread. I was giddy as I took my first bite.
Then I threw the whole thing in the trash and
cried.
I come from a family of cooks. Not chefs, cooks.
The distinction, to me, is important. No one in my
family is aspiring for Michelin stars or James Beard
awards. They aspire to show love through food, to
support you, uplift you. The cooks in my family
think food can say “I see you and I am here for
you” better than words ever could. My childhood is
dotted with memories of Saturday’s soaking bowls
of beans to serve over rice and the smell of yeast
rolls rising on the counter. The kitchen was a
dance hall that was always open late. I moved up
and moved out and my love of cooking only grew. I
pulled four course meals out of tiny dorm kitchens
and kneaded dough by hand until my arms ached.
I’d invite all my friends and would smile as they
devoured it all. And I would smile at the end of the
night as I shoved them all out the door with the
leftovers. “Thank you for coming to my dinner
party. Oh no! I’m not hungry.”

Loving to cook but hating to eat is a hell of a thing. I
meditate over pans of risotto that languish in my
fridge until mold grows like dust bunnies around the
edges. I force a few pieces of homemade ravioli down
my throat, simultaneously proud of and disgusted by
my achievements. I’ve thrown or given away enough
food in my lifetime to feed a village, an all-consuming
guilt swelling in my gut every time, and yet I feel
powerless against stopping. A compulsion to get rid of
the food is as quickly as possible. It’s a different type
of purging, but destructive all the same. The
disconnect here is one of a deeply fraught and
emotional relationship that is exhausting to try and
overcome.
I use cooking as an expression of love, but it’s a love I
refuse to grant myself. Eating is a painful experience
that is often surrounded my tears, anger, or
procrastination, most frequently a combination of all
three. Procrastinating on what to eat, I’ll tear up
standing in my kitchen paralyzed by caloric fear until
that fear shifts into an anger and resentment both
that I have to eat to survive and that I struggle to eat
at all. But cooking? Cooking sets me on fire inside. The
joy I feel while whisking oil into egg yolks, my wrist
cramping slightly, to make an aioli or the satisfaction
that courses through my veins as I cut into a perfectly
medium-rare steak is almost indescribable. The
alchemical process I perform in the kitchen weekly is
like running a race with an ever-moving finish line right when I think I’ve completed the final leg, I turn
the corner and realize there’s another hill. Every time
I get my second wind and charge up it, only to plateau
at the top when it’s time to eat. So I call friends over
and deflect or distract while I take a bite or two,
shooing the rest out of the door or down the disposal
at the end of the night.

I’ve created this mutually exclusive relationship
where there shouldn’t be one. Investing in cooking
to the degree that I do and refusing to eat it any
of it is not only unhealthy and wasteful, but there’s
a comfort there I’ve struggled to shake. But I try. I
have my ways.
The more comfortable I am around someone, the
more I cook, and the more I eat. My closest friends
see me eat the most and also get the most
elaborate meals. They eat eagerly and comfortably,
smile genuinely when I pack up all the leftovers for
them, and sneak quietly into the kitchen to leave
some of it behind. It’s not guaranteed that I’ll get
around to eating it but it’s a gesture that holds so
much love. I can’t eat if the food is not there. I
won’t put it there. So they do it for me. I show
them love by giving them food. They show their
love by giving it back.
Tell me your affliction and I’ll nourish your soul. It’s
a request I’ve made to everyone I know at least
once. A soup to get you through those final sneezes
of flu season, a cacio e pepe to carbo-load before
your half-marathon, a chocolate cake just because.
I’ve nourished my friends souls but have failed to
nourish my own. Some days after better than other,
some or worse. I’ve yet to find a balance, but until
I do, I’ll keep frying eggs in olive oil. I’ll stay giddy
as I take my first bite. Eventually I’ll take a
second. Then a third. One day I’ll finish the whole
thing.

One Fine Day
Katya Grokhovsky
One Fine Day, I will be thin and better looking.
One Fine Day, I will appeal to your gaze, I will please you to no end.
One Fine Day, I will conform, bow and submit.
One Fine Day you will finally subjugate me through my disappearance, the thinning of my
flesh.
One Fine Day, my teeth will crumble in my mouth, my hair will fall onto my hands, my knees
will hurt, my skin will flake, my stomach will ache, my jaw will clench, my eyes will water, my
mind will be cloudy.
One Fine Day I will loose my focus.
One Fine Day my voice will be soft, mild, meek, and weak and I’ll keep whispering.
One Fine Day I will become air, a gust of wind will blow me away to your side, for always,
for all the time.
One Fine Day, my body will loose one more gram of fat, one more.
One Fine Day, I will have no more energy.
One Fine Day, my muscles will atrophy.
One Fine Day, my thighs won’t touch.
One Fine Day, my arms won’t jiggle.
One Fine Day, my collar bones will protrude.
One Fine Day, I will be lighter.
One Fine day, I will be younger.
One Fine Day, I won’t be able to digest my food.
One Fine Day. I will be thin.
But today, I eat anything I want, I scream aggressively, out loud into the void of your
patriarchal control and I wish for that One Fine Day to never come around, again.

Katya Grokhovsky, One Fine Day, 2014,
photo Yan Gu Cheng

One Fine Day is an ongoing mixed media project, which
explores body image and the degrading and insulting
language used to refer to or describe the female body
through text, clothing, performance, sound, video,
installation and photo.
Katya Grokhovsky, One Fine Day, 2014, photo
Yan Gu Cheng
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Refuge for the
oppressed body
An eating disorder can be a source of security for many
individuals. Eating disorders can provide shelter for those
who need asylum from the distress and trauma from daily life.
From a young age, we are taught that our bodies are
designed to help us procreate. In adolescence the notions of
femininity and the sexualized female body are taught and
creates an engendered body. One of the consequences of
having a gendered-body is that women and girls may
experience unwanted sexual advances ranging from stares,
cat-calling to full on assault.
Often, they hold themselves to blame or responsible for the
sexual desire, violence or aggressive actions or responses of
men due to their female form. Not every case is the same, but
it is prevalent that the victim’s guilt festers into unease with
the femaleness which can create shame of the body, and self
loathing.
When investigating what role could an eating disorder play in
this exchange, we must consider how our body has been our
vehicle and was for so long in our control and has made us
feel safe and protected. However, many individuals who have
suffered from this illness have experience sexual assault or
abuse. After such experiences, people feel powerless and
frightened. It may cause the individual to start averting their
gaze when walking down the road or trying to unfeminized
themselves by wearing baggy clothes. By having control over
their food, and their weight, it helps them cope with now
internalized guilt, shame and disgust around the body.
Whether it is becoming sickly thin, or grotesquely large it
helps the person avoid unwanted physical contact, making
them feminine and less desirable.
For example, if your experience manifests or trigger anorexia
nervosa, then it may be some sort of reassurance that no one
can grab your breasts if you are too tiny to have any.
Similarly, no one can pick you up and take you away if you
are twice their size. Food and body can be a source of
protection and safety. This section features the contributors
Lee Price, Kiera Faber, Dagmara Zymant, Dayna Trajkovski,
Ariane Lopez-Huici, and Eszter Biró examine the source of
comfort that comes from food and the illness as a form of
defense against the "femaleness" of the body and
vulnerabilities associated with "femininity".

Lee Price Refuge, 2009 Oil on Linen
44" x 64"

I am safe here.
No one will touch me.
No one will hurt me.
NOT AGAIN.
It is just you a
and me strawberry
cheesecake.

Kiera Faber Completely Human, 2012.
Series of 36 photographs (25/36) 45" x 30.

Story of a Girl
Her world collapsed like house of cards
When parents went to war
Helpless she watched
How love died in court
Now mum and dad did not have time
She lived at grandma’s house
She was well loved but played alone
And ate her tears away
The bullies pushed and laughed at her
Nobody likes the fat girl
Her world collapsed the second time
When monster came at night
Pulled up her top pulled down her pants
And made her feel ashamed
Innocence lost at age of nine
Nothing’s been quite the same
A teenage girl with broken heart
Was hurting and was angry
She ate much less to scream for help
To starve herself to death
They force-fed her so she lived
She felt she lost control
She stuck her fingers in her throat
And freed herself again
But freedom was just life’s bad joke
New torment burnt her soul
The razor blade eased down the ache
Drugs silenced voices in her head
With all the pain
Where was the gain?
Handful of pills to find her peace
She laid herself to sleep
But life hung on to her
No rest for the broken girl
She watched the world from behind closed doors
With likewise damaged little souls
Who hurt and suffered and despaired
All waiting for their turn to leave
None ever left repaired

Story of a Girl
First kiss first sex first love so blind
She couldn’t see his ice cold eyes
She couldn’t see past his fake smile
She trusted him with her young life
He kicked her with his steel toe boots
And threw her onto wall
Raped her in front of his best mates
On their first ever Christmas Day
He called her stupid ugly whore
How could she ever be anything more?
She moved away to start again
Could not escape herself
Adored by all her dear friends
Behind sweet smile she hid her pain
She longed for soulmate she could cherish
But no one ever loved her back
She must have been not good enough
She gave a chance to one nice guy
Although she didn’t want him
A child was born, her biggest love
Worth all the sacrifice
Right thing to do was not so good
She did try as hard as she could
But marriage turned so cold and lonely
All by herself to battle madness
She drifted deeper into darkness
Reborn like phoenix every night
During the day she lost her fight
The time has come to wipe her tears
She woke up happy that one morning
Come darling, we’ll watch choo choos race
She kissed her daughter’s pretty face
It’s not an end, it’s new beginning
I love you more than anything
She said and held her angel tight
Then took her very last deep breath
And gave the last long loving hug
For the last time she smiled through the pain
She closed her eyes and they vanished
Underneath a train

Dagmara Zymant
Feb, 2019

HOW DO YOU
LEAVE YOURSELF?
BY: DAYNA TRAJKOVSKI

l e t m e ou t , l e t m e o ut ,
l e t me o u t i c a n ’t b r ea th e
i’ m l oc k ed i n s i d e a n d i c a n’ t m ov e
le t m e o u t, i c a n ’t s e e
i c a n ’ t s e e i n h e re , i w a nt t o l e a v e .
l e t m e o u t pl ea se y ou’ r e sca r i ng
m e.
i d o n ’ t w a n t t o b e he r e a ny m or e
l e t m e o ut
i’ m n o t me .

Ariane Lopez Huici Holly & Valeria,
Photography (1/2 , 2/2) 1998.
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The Recipe Book
2016
Eszter Biró

" M y G ran dm o the r w as d epo rt ed in Februa ry 1944 jus t a ft e r
he r 1 6t h bi rth d ay. S he to ok wit h hers elf a not ebook of
co llec t ed po em s. In th e barr a ck s of B ergen/Bel s en c amp
s he e ra se d th e po em s an d rep lac ed it w ith a c ol lect ion of
re ci pe s. H ow eve r sh e co uldn' t eat or t ou ch t he ingredie n ts
sh e man a ge d to esc ap e, a ssoc ia te a wa y from s t a rva t ion
th ro u gh th is p roc ess ."
-Es z ter Biró
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Finding Meaning
A question that may arise is why do we value thin? Value
examination is critical to this conversation since many with
eating disorders face severe health ramifications and often face
near death since their values revolve around their illness. Due to
such extremes that these values can have on someone, what
things can be so powerful to exert so much influence on an
individuals actions and what makes it worth it to continue to live
in the illness?
Some eating disorder sufferers have difficulty recognizing that
they are ill or appreciating the severity of their situation. Still
others may desperately want to stop their behaviors but, find
some sort of meaning in their lives through the illness. When
people develop eating disorders the importance of body size
heavily impacts the sense of intrinsic worth. Despite this,
countless individuals can struggle with letting go of their way of
life. This need to cling on to the eating disorder raises questions
about what the value comes from clinging onto the disorder. Is it
pressure for approval from a societal and cultural expectations
that reinforce ideals about weight?
Maybe the value can come from self-satisfaction by being able
to defy our natural physique and biological needs? Or possibly
eating disorders have value in their comfort, by being able to
support individuals to help gaining some form of control in their
lives. This chapter will start to shift those conversations
following artists try to uncover what, if any value do eating
disorders have.
People may value their bodies because it is a way to fit cultural
molds and gain social approval as Maureen Connor explores in
her works. Or individuals may use their physical bodies to
portray self-concept notions central to their ‘ideal’ identity. For
instance, having restraint around food can be tangible evidence
to show a heightened sense of discipline. In this chapter
contributors Ariee, Linda M. Crate, Tabitha Farrer, Dagmara
Zymant, Maureen Connor, Shammara Lawrence, Marina RenéeCemmick. and Štěpánka Jislováas works exemplify how
conformity and acceptance can play a role in our values.
When we focus on weight we are doing ourselves great harm.
Utilizing weight as a proxy for how we value ourselves is
detrimental to our health. Being self-aware and examining what
truly is important is the first step to shift our belief systems.

ED
Ed, he heard my quiet cry
Ed, he felt my burning pain
Ed, he knew, so he came by
Ed, he came by to remain.
Ed, oh Ed, my sweetest Ed,
Sneaks at night into my head
Whispers words into my ear,
Words that no one else can hear,
Words that keep me up at night
Words that keep me from the light.
Ed, my friend, Ed, my foe,
Ed, he’ll never let me go,
Ed, he’ll never set me free,
Ed, he’ll never let me be.
Ed, oh Ed, my sweetest Ed,
How he loves just to be fed
With my doubts and with my fears
With a little girl’s sad tears,
With self-loathing and disdain,
Ed, the poison in my vein.

Ed, my comfort, Ed, my ache,
Ed’s success is my mistake
Ed, his win is my defeat
Ed is bitter, Ed is sweet.
Ed, oh Ed, my sweetest Ed,
He enjoyed it when I bled,
Ed, oh Ed, he took it all,
Broke my body, stole my soul.
Ed’s a voice inside my head,
Ed won’t stop until I’m dead.
Dagmara Zymant
Feb, 2019

Štěpánka Jislová Ana (1/2) A5 Illustration, 2015.

"When I was in high school, I remember being hungry.
A lot. I was eating constantly though, I think I usually
went for 20-40 minutes max. without a meal or at
least a snack. Looking back, it wasn't hunger. I think I
was going for a feeling of being whole, of being full,
of being content. On the other side of this regime
were constant attempts at dieting and dieting I mean
starvation. Being convinced that I am quite a hideous
girl, I kept making lists, trying to figure which of the
last numbers I would get, in my imaginary beauty
contest between the girls in my class. Truth be told,
looking at pictures from high school I was just... okay.
I did some unfortunate fashion choices, yes. I was
also the thinnest I've ever been and the most
miserable.
It was years before I connected the dots. That being
healthy in body is being healthy in mind foremost."
-Štěpánka Jislová

Štěpánka Jislová The Warmth of Perfection (Blue Season Series) Illustration, 2016.

Štěpánka Jislová Ana (2/2) A3 Illustration, 2016.

Skeletal Friends,
Marina RenéeCemmick.
Pencil on Paper.
30cm x 42cm, 2014.

Shammara Lawrence
Interview
Do you value thin?:
Growing up, I always associated beauty with slimness and curves
in the right places because that's what I saw being praised in the
media. I rarely saw anyone who looked like me (a plus-size black
woman) being shown in a positive light and being deemed as
beautiful in movies, magazines, billboards, advertisements you
name it. It took years for me to reprogram my mind and finally
start believing that beauty comes in all shapes and sizes. Now,
I've much better off for it. While I still have my days where I
don't like my body, I no longer ascribe to such a narrow beauty
standard that excludes bodies like mine and I'm much more
forgiving compassionate to myself when I am having those down
days because I know they are fleeting. I used to berate myself
and it only made matters worse.
What does thinness communicate?
I can't say thinness communicates anything just like fatness
doesn't communicate anything. A body is a body. We attach
meaning to them based on our own perceptions of what a certain
body type means, and that's usually shaped by the stereotypes
and messages we've been conditioned to believe by way of the
media, our surroundings and the people we're around, medical
professionals, etc.
What did the eating disorder serve in your life and/or what
did it take away?
I wouldn't necessarily say there were any positives about having
an eating disorder, but gaining weight as a result of binge eating
sure did show me who my real friends were and which men not to
associate myself with as they only liked me because I was thin.

Shammara Lawrence
Interview
As for what it took away, well, it wrecked my finances since I
got into massive credit card debt. I maxed out my credit card to
the tune of $4,500, mainly from all the takeout I used to order to
feed my binge eating disorder. Thankfully, I've since paid off my
credit card, but it really hindered me for a while and slowed
down my ability to save money in an emergency savings account.
What is one thing you learned from your illness?
How expensive and energy draining having an eating disorder
could be. Besides the fact that I went into massive credit card
debt as I mentioned above, getting help can be costly. I'm lucky
that I've had Medicaid (government-funded insurance) for most
of my life, but at one point when I was working at Condé Nast, I
had to pay a monthly fee for my health insurance through my
employer. Not to mention, the deductible and co-pays I was
responsible for whenever I went to therapy added up quickly.
And back then, I needed the most help with my eating disorder
since I was really struggling with eating healthily, as I was under
a lot of stress at my job that had a taxing schedule.
What is one thing that you wish people could have known or
know now?
Minimizing the harm of an eating disorder takes far more than
willpower. It takes having a strong support around you to help
you ward off temptation. It can take months, sometimes years of
therapy. It's not as easy as saying to yourself okay, I'm going to
stop this behavior now, and poof — you're free of your eating
disorder. It's a vicious cycle that takes work to get out of and
continual work and effort to ensure you don't fall back into that
cycle.

ARIEE
"Meal Battles" - Mixed media - photography and collage, March 2019
"Reflection Fears" - Mixed media - acrylic, photography and collage, October 2017

ARIEE

"They said they couldn't bear
to look at me
And soon enough whenever I
passed a mirror
I couldn't bear it either"
-Ariee

Through text and imagery she
aim to encapsulate the chaotic
sense of pressures, fears,
anxieties and challenges that can
be defined. Whether through the
fundamental act of eating a meal
or looking in the mirror, and the
highly complex relationship. Her
works explore food, control,
image, magnified by media,
societal, social and personal
pressures.

Maureen Connor: Contradictions May- July, 2012.
Exhibition Photography Akbank Sanat Istanbul Turkey.

MAUREEN
CONNOR
Narrow Escape, 1996.

Maureen Connor: Contradictions May- July, 2012.
Exhibition Photography Akbank Sanat Istanbul Turkey.

A Neo-Rococo armoire has been transformed to incorporate
video. (Monitors have been placed in the openings decorative
panels). At first all three monitors show an image of the same
platter of food which begins to be surreptitiously eaten until the
center monitor dissolves to show a woman trying, unsuccessfully
to fit into a dress. Next, the same woman, and several others, all
quite slim, try to enter a party through a door that is way too
narrow. After they manage to squeeze through they discover
that the chairs at the party are, like the door, too narrow for
even the slimmest among them to sit comfortably. Next, when
they try to use them to play a game of musical chairs they
realize that impossible to sit in, they are too weak to support
them as well. Each time the music stops and they compete for the
available seats, one of the chairs collapses and, as the game
continues, one chair after another breaks into pieces. No one is
slim enough to keep their chair intact hence there is no winner in
this game.

TABITHA FARRAR
Why I don’t use “Anorexic”
to describe people with
Anorexia Nervosa
I understand that most people just use the term “Anorexic” to
describe a person with Anorexia out of habit and convenience. I
just prefer not to use it myself.
So much so, that I often use the term “eating disorder” just
because that can’t be turned into a noun. You can’t call a person
“eating disorderic.”
My reasoning, is that it is very hard to separate the sufferer from
the disease when naming the sufferer with a word that is derived
from the disease.
Anorexia is a disease. It is disease that I have. It is not a disease
that I am.
I am not “Anorexic.”
I am a person who sufferers from a disease called Anorexia
Nervosa.
Or, most importantly, I am a person first.
In the same way that a person with cancer is not “cancer.” but a
person who is suffering from a disease called cancer. When you
call a person “Anorexic,” you imply that they are defined by
Anorexia, and this is not the case. Nobody is defined by a
disease, a disease is something that happens to them.
If you call me Anorexic, you imply that I cannot recover from this
or ever be anything other than Anorexic.
When you say that I am “a person with Anorexia,” you imply that
one day I can be a person without Anorexia, and this allows me to
believe that too.
Putting this another way, when you call a person an Anorexic, or
an Alcoholic, or a diabetic, you are using their illness to define
them. You are implying that their illness is them. You are not
allowing yourself or the person to whom you are talking to
consider that this person is a person with an illness rather than
a person who is an illness.No person is an illness. We are all just
people. People like you.

TABITHA FARRAR
Why I don’t use “Anorexic”
to describe people with
Anorexia Nervosa
What’s the difference?
The difference is … the is!
Is is the 3rd person singular present indicative of be. To be.
Is is very different than has, which is the a 3rd person singular
present indicative of have. To have.
To be = to exist.
Is implies that I am Anorexia. Is implies that I cannot be
experienced without Anorexia. Is implies that there will never be
a time when I am without Anorexia. Is implies that I can’t ever be
separated from Anorexia. Is implies that I am Anorexia.
To have = to hold, to possess, to endure, to experience, to
undergo.
Has implies that Anorexia something that is other than
myself. Has implies that Anorexia can be separate from myself.
Has implies that there might be a time when I don’t have
Anorexia. Has implies something other than self is being
experienced.
I hope this goes some way to explain why I take a silent umbrage
when I hear the word Anorexic. Like I said before, I understand
that the differences here are subtle, but words can be
powerful. If you know a person with Anorexia, referring to them
as a person with Anorexia rather than “an Anorexic” can
subconsciously indicate to them that they are separate from their
illness — even if they have lost hope that they ever will be. In
doing this you can help a person understand themselves that they
are not their disease, and that they can be without Anorexia.
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I remember the
staring as I was
trying
to eat, and the
laughter as they
realized they were
watching me;
I became even more
insecure of my body
than I even was
bought iced tea and
zebra cakes instead
of salad bar after
that so I could get
it down before
anyone could watch
me—
I've never liked
people staring,but
those boys turned
me into a closet
eater unwilling to
eat in front of
anyone too scared
to be judged
for doing something
everyone needs to
do to survive; their
laughter still rings
in my ears.
- linda m. crate

Feel the Earth Beneath Me
Marina Renée-Cemmick

Crawling Being. Marina Renée-Cemmick. 2016. Lithograph on Paper. 60cm x 85cm.

I feel my way forward
I move warily
Reaching, crawling,
I flex my limbs
Feel the earth beneath me.
I feel my body, heavy in this darkness.
I feel the emptiness of me
.
I begin at the beginning, where the spaces between were smaller. And the lines that connect my
feet to the ground were shorter, and stronger.
It's all alive. Grown, nourished, transformed, connected. A shared structure underlying the roots,
the form beneath, within. First we scavenged, like the crow, the wolf, a mouth to snarl, with teeth to
tare the flesh; to lick the wounds. Did the pack begin as a single creature?
When did we rise above the rest, tread with heavy feet and heads held high, marking invisible lines
across the earth and allowing the threads that join me to you to become tattered and frayed?
We flatten with concrete paths that crack later, leaves growing up through our marks, to the light.
The earth shifts, and our walls crumble. We plough down, tracking, fracturing, leaving deep
wounds. We eat up all that's grown, all that's given 'ours for the taking". All teeth and tongue
guzzling, drinking reaching, grabbing -ripping the very roots from under our feet. And so the mouth
eats, and tries to fill it's empty steel bones, crawling blindly into the unknown.
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How to be?
Those afflicted with eating disorders can have
completely different relationships with the
way they experience their bodies. In order to
understand this lived-corporeality artists and
poets have been exploring the phenomenon of
overvaluation of self through their association
with their body and their disorder. The which
can create a complex relationship within the
human experience, creating the embodied
experience. The way people experience their
bodies

Artists in this chapter include Lidia
Zajdzińska, Keri Hannah, Ryan Manzolini,
Marina Renée-Cemmick and Luisa Callegari
examine these notions through dual inspection
of their relationship with heir disordered
bodies and disordered minds.

Manzolini said “Its very hard to explain, it's
more than a habit, more than a hobby, more
than an obsession, it's a force majeure.
Nothing else motivates you. Every second of
the day is consumed by an urge, or an impulse
to help constrain yourself to be one step
closer to thin.”
In this chapter, it will seek to address these
topics of mind-body dualism and explore how
these thoughts, and behaviors are so
disconnected from ourselves. Living with an
eating disorder has a significant impact on the
way individuals perceive their body and the
human form in general.

Nonetheless, the illness heavily impacts the
identity of the affected individual. In this
respect the person can lose themselves to their
disordered thoughts, impulses and behaviors.
The illness is beyond the control of the
individual, and often the boundaries between
self and illness become blurred. When someone
is living with an illness, they can lose
themselves to disease. They can start to drown
within the illness, be surrounded by it, while
also being separated from it as their own
entity. There are vast psychological
implications and often the rationale behind the
person’s actions when ill can be irrational:
“In one sentence I would describe Anorexia as
that moment when you realize the feeling of
your thighs sit on the chair and you just want to
rip through your skin, claw through every layer
till you bleed and tear out all the fat. “Anonymous contributor
The illness can be ludacris to people on the
outside but, that's the desire and that is the
goal, which often people will not stop until the
achieve it. The desire and longing for being
thin is common among most people on a weight
loss journey, however it is more than just the
number on the scale to these individuals and
every ounce of existence is dictated by their
disorder.

I SEE MYSELF OUT OF FOCUS, I DO
NOT FEEL MYSELF.
-Ryan M
Ryan M: Out of Self , Photography 2018.

Lidia Zajdzińska: (Left), (Right) Untitled, Postcard Collage, 2018.

Lidia Zajdzińska: Untitled, Postcard Collage, 2018.

Unnamed Contributor, 2019

I THOUGHT THAT
BEING SKINNY
WOULD SOLVE ALL
MY PROBLEMS

I ' L L
S T O P
W H E N
I ' M
T H I N

NO, YOU WON'T.
BECAUSE YOU WILL NOT SEE
IT.
YOU WON'T BE ABLE
TO STOP.
AND NO.

YOU WON'T BE HAPPIER.

YOU MIGHT LOSE SOME WEIGHT.

B U T
M O S T
O F
A L L
Y O U
W I L L
L O S E
Y O U R
M I N D .

WHAT AM I
WITHOUT
YOU
In my practice , much of my work explores
locating the self within the landscape of the
mind. From my experience, I have struggled
to form my identity, I have been constantly
torn from feeling in tune with my psyche
while at other times, I feel lost within my
illness.
Often I feel myself through the gaze of
others and define myself through what I
perceive their evaluations are of me.
I also feel myself through objective
measures; such as the scale, the feeling of
an empty stomach or how tight my clothes
fit.
Conversely, I do not feel like I know myself,
I feel extraneous from my own body. I look
in the mirror and do not recognize who is
staring back. I remember being called fat a
few times in 8th grade and 9th grade, they
were joking because I was the smallest
skinniest kid but I never believed they were
joking so it was a trigger of mine for a while

In terms of “lived corporeality” and my
understanding of embodiment. The best
way I have examined it in my work is
through feeling. Whenever I am feeling,
I form some sort of understanding of how
my illness is affecting me.
When defining one's self and their
experience with the illness, I have
learned a lot through my various
projects. In the Washroom Series, every
image explored an aspect of the physical
activity related to my eating disorder,
one day I was feeling myself through
starvation; and other days I could feel
how bloated and sick I felt after a binge.
Feeling oneself through physical activity
has been proven invaluable to me, as a
society we need to remember that we
often are defining one’s identity through
one’s own body.

Ryan M .

Disembody. Marina Renée-Cemmick.
Charcoal on Paper. 78cm x 102cm 2017..

Keri Hannah
Venus With a Penis :Bejoy As La Fornarina
23.4 x 33.1” Gloss print, 2018.

Keri Hannah
Venus With a Penis :Bejoy As La Fornarina
23.4 x 33.1” Gloss print, 2018.

"Seeing within photography is shaped massively by the society
in which the observer is present. Naturally when societal rule
is determined by a patriarchal environment, this influences
how gender is seen within the image. In a world where male
dominance infiltrates fields such as the economy, politics and
the arts, the disparity between the sexes will remain an
omnipresent issue. Gender inequality has long plagued other
artistic areas, and photography has proved no different. ‘The
Body Project/Venus With Penis’ is an exploration of the
classical nude, and how it historically sought to objectify the
female body. Women were often portrayed as passive models,
present for the pleasure of the white, heterosexual male as
per the notion of ‘the male gaze’. I investigated the topic from
‘the female gaze’ perspective that turned these paintings on
their head. I utilised a male model, and took inspiration from
famous paintings such as ‘The Birth of Venus’, ‘La Fornarina’,
and ‘The Rokeby Venus’. The resulting pieces were intended as
a celebration of a modern and alternative way of looking,
where both female and male are harmonious, and classical art
paintings are reimagined to be inclusive of celebration and
unity, as opposed to oppression and stereotypes."
-Keri Hannah

Keri Hannah
Venus With a Penis
Bejoy As La Fornarina
23.4 x 33.1”
Gloss print, 2018

Afterword
I did not develop an eating disorder
because couldn't cope with our media
saturated culture, I developed an eating
disorder because I couldn't cope with
my life. I did not develop an eating
disorder because I hated my body; I
developed an eating disorder because I
hated myself. I did not develop an
eating disorder because I wanted to be
like a model; I developed an eating
disorder because I wanted to be anyone
but who I was. I did not develop an
eating disorder because my mind was
filled with images of photo-shopped
girls; I developed an eating disorder
because my mind was genetically
predisposed to mental illnesses like
anxiety and depression. I did not
develop an eating disorder because of
culture. Eating disorders are illnesses,
not a cultural phenomenon.

I n t h e e n d ,
a l l t h a t i s
l e f t i s y o u
a n d y o u r
d i s e a s e .
I t c a n
d e s t r o y t h e
t h i n g s y o u
o n c e l o v e d
a n d r u i n s
t h e j o y s o f
l i v i n g .

Luisa Callegari: Untitled Dystopia Series, Photography 2016. (Work
done in partnership with Léo Ramos Chaves).

Contributors
Contributors
ARIEE
Ariee is a BA Fine Art graduate and artist based in the U.K. She specialises in painting/drawing and enjoys using
mixed media, sewing, collage, text and photography. Her work explores diverse themes - from mental illness and
identity to childhood, beauty and nature - all with an emotive and involved creative approach.

ANSLEY ADAMS
Ansley Adams is a working artist, showing and selling her work internationally and nationally. In 2018 she was
awarded a grant from the Arts Council of York County to fund her current project. Currently, she has a solo show
and installation on exhibit at Tapp’s Art Center in Columbia. She received her MFA from The University of South
Carolina and her BA from Wingate University. Ansley Adams is the Director of Fine Arts at South Piedmont
Community College.

ELEANOR ANTIN
An artist/filmmaker working for many years in installation, photography, video, film, performance, drawing and
writing, Antin has an international reputation ranging from one woman exhibitions and major installations globally.
She is represented in major collections including the Art Institute of Chicago, the Whitney Museum, the Museum of
Modern Art, the Jewish Museum, the San Francisco Museum of Modern Art, etc. As a performance artist she has
appeared in venues around the world including the Venice Biennale and the Ford Theatre in Washington, D.C. The
core of her work strives to explore issues of age, race, sex, and class.

AMELIA BARON
Amelia Baron from Blackburn and graduated from Leeds Arts University. During her adolescence, she spent
lengthy stays in psychiatric wards due to ill mental health, but it was during these years that she regained her
passion for art and poetry. Amelia’s work can take a metaphorical stance on the fragility and vulnerability of
mental wellbeing. She hopes to continue engaging with the public, provoking emotions and awareness through
various stimuli including visual art, performative acts and poetry.

ESZTER BIRÓ
Eszter Biró was born in Budapest in 1985. In 2012, she received her master's degree on research in creative
practices from the Glasgow School of Art, where she then continues her studies as a PhD candidate in 2015.

CONNI BOYKINS
Conni Boykins is a writer whose work focuses on body image, cultural criticism, gender, and other fine subjects. She is
deeply interested in the intersections inherent within individuals' lived experiences and seeks to uplift and support
disenfranchised groups in both her work and activism. In her spare time, she enjoys buying too many books, drinking
too much coffee, and feeding her friends.

LUISA CALLEGARI
Luisa Callegari , is a Brazilian born and raised artist currently in São Paulo,. She graduated from Visual Arts at
Faculdade Santa Marcelina in 2015 and earned Visual Arts at UNESP for my masters degree. Her artworks are
about body, gender constructions, clichés and contradictions of the feminine universe, sexuality and maternity.

MAUREEN CONNOR
Artist Maureen Connor's work combines elements of installation, video, interior design, activism, human resources,
feminism, pedagogy and social justice. She is known for her feminist work from the 1980s and '90s Connor has
been included in numerous publications and exhibited widely in national and international venues. She teaches at
Queens College, CUNY since 1990, she is now Emerita Professor of Art. In 2010 she co-founded Social Practice
Queens, an MFA in Social Practice Art at Queens College in collaboration with the Queens Museum.

LINDA CRATE
Linda M. Crate's works have been published in numerous magazines and anthologies both online and in print. She is
the author of five published chapbooks, a micro-chap, and the a forthcoming poetry collection entitled More Than
Bone Music (Clare Songsbirds Publishing House). She has a novel, also, called Phoenix Tears.

HANNE DION FAMOYE
Hanne Dion Famoye is a a writer from Hong Kong. She publishes works about her eating disorder illness, sexuality
andher family relations, so I see this opportunity to publish works on this matter as a very important step into
breaking the silence.

KIERA FABER
Kiera Faber received her MFA from the Visual Studies BA University of Rochester. Her work has been nationally
and internationally screened and exhibited world wide. Her art explores the repercussions of loss and trauma
through enigmatic abstract narratives.

TABITHA FARRA
Tabitha Farrar is an eating disorder recovery coach who focuses on biological aspects of recovery for adults with
restrictive eating disorders. Tabitha recovered from 10 years of anorexia by adapting the principles of FBT to
achieve nutritional rehabilitation, and developing her own neural rewiring techniques to achieve mental freedom.
She authored Love Fat, and Rehabilitate, Rewire, Recover! and has produced recovery content for adults in the
form of blogs, podcasts, books, and YouTube videos.

MADDIE FISCHER
Maddie Fischer is a painter, improv and sketch comedian and an honest-to-god-pen-and-ink-illustrator. Maddie
graduated Sarah Lawrence College with a concentration in Art History and Theater and now works as a freelance
illustrator and graphic designer. She was an honored alumni from Arquetopia Foundation’s Artist-in-Residency
program in 2017 in Puebla, Mexico and continues her practice in Brooklyn, NY.

AMY K. FELDMAN
Amy K. Feldman is a drama therapist who has worked in Israel and abroad for over 20 years. Her special interest
in eating disorders has been sparked by both her own personal and professional journeys. Feldman has found the
medium of puppetry to be especially conducive to exploring feelings, thoughts and emotions in a safe environment
of play. She has designed or built refrigerator puppets, puppets made out of kitchen utensils, and a stomach
puppet among others. Feldman received her BA in social work from Bar Ilan University and her Masters in Drama
Therapy from New York University.

KERI HANNAH
Keri Hannah is a Glasgow School of Art communication design graduate who specialises in constructed imagery.
She is captivated by the technical world of medium and large format photography. Her practise revolves around
female identity, body image and the impossible quest for aesthetic perfection.

ÇIFEL HÜSEYIN
Born in 1989. Completed bachelor education upon discipline of architecture.. After bachelor participated
professionally as an architect, communications specialist, editor. Followed by completion of master studies in
architectural design in theory through Istanbul Technical University - University of Antwerp. He has a strong
interest in exploring queerness and personal studies through interdisciplinary approaches such as cinemaarchitecture intersections, visual communication design, video-art, photography.

KATYA GROKHOVSKY
Katya Grokhovsky was born in Ukraine, and is based in NYC. She is an artist, independent curator, educator.
Grokhovsky holds an MFA from the School of the Art Institute of Chicago, Her work explores societal ideas of
femininity and gender roles through the contemporary woman lens.

ŠTĚPÁNKA JISLOVÁ

Štěpánka Jislová is a Czech illustrator and comics artist. Born in 1992, she resides in Prague and has successfully
finished her degree at Ladislav Sutnar Faculty of Design and Art.She has published her short comics stories in
various Czech and foreign magazines. She participated in the comics symposium The Superheroes of Eastern Bloc
(2015) and was awarded a Californian residency in Wilkinson College.

ANNIKA LANDAHL
Annika Landahl was born in Hamburg Germany 1993. Youngest of five children she graduated and currently
volunteers to help refugees. She has suffered from mental health issues for a while and her work was paused for
several hospital admissions but, now she strives to create content and continue her apprenticeship.

ARIANE LOPEZ-HUICI
Ariane Lopez-Huici is a photographer living between New-York and Paris.
Her work examines the human body, transgressing the conventional canon of beauty. Accentuating the shadowy
areas of the human adventure, she uses black and white photography with a pronounced grain and deep blacks.
After photographing the naked body for many years, she examines true beauty and personality of the anomalous
and aberrant human forms.

ELINA LUKAS
Elina Lukas is a nature lover and cake enthusiast, eliinake is passionate about creating minimalist art with a
limited colour palette. Primarily working digitally, most of Elina’s artworks feature botanic line art and outer
space, creating a slightly surreal mix of objects and a shift in perspective.

RYAN MANZOLINI
Ryan Manzolini is an emerging artist interested in politics of the human body, identity formation and autonomy
of the flesh and mental health. He received his BA in Politics at Queen’s University with a research focused on
the politics of the human body including what rights does one has to their own body and and what can they
choose to do with it. Individual agency and body politics, along is what he is currently passionate about and
will continue investigating.

LEE PRICE
Lee Price was born in the small upstate New York town of Elmira. She studied painting at Philadelphia’s
Moore College of Art and has a long-held fascination with the intersection of the subjects of food and
women.

MARY ROUNCEFIELD
Mary Rouncefield, as a mature student, graduated in art in 2009 from the University of the West of
England, having previously taught mathematics and statistics to school and university levels.
Much of her artwork focuses on health and human rights issues affecting women and children. She cares
very much about the injustices and cruelty meted out to vulnerable members of our human society and
believe that art can be a means of communication and a catalyst for change.

MARINA RENEE-CEMMICK
Marina Renee-Cemmick’s inter-disciplinary practice invites exploration into the duality between the mind and
body. Through drawing, oil paintings, and sculptural forms, that investigates the landscapes that we inhabit
daily; the physical body and the mental state in relation to external spaces. The works look to draw
awareness to acts of wounding and healing, exposing the continuous human endeavor to repair and patchup the damaged by accepting human fragility, fractures and failures.

DANA SHEERWOOD
Dana Sherwood is New York based artist whose work explores contact between human and non-human
animals in order to understand culture and behavior. She received her BFA from the University of Maine in
2004 Sherwood has exhibited globally. The animals play a complex role as subjects and collaborators, She
experiments with nocturnal interactions serving them decadent cakes, confectioneries, and rare meats for
them to enjoy, capturing their indulgence on film and making paintings of the encounters.

DAYNA TRAJKOV
Danya Trajkovski is an emerging writer from Australia. She has suffered from Anorexia Nervosa for 5 years
now and strives to express her experiences through poems and literary works.

LIDIA ZAJDZIŃSKA
Lidia Zajdzińska is a student and collage artist from Poland. She loves going through old magazines and
utilizes them in simple means for creating complicated compositions. Instagram @lidka.mbl

DAGMARA ZYMANT

Dagmara Zymant was born in Bydgoszcz, Poland. She decided to move the United Kingdom and has always
loved art making but, focuses primarily on writing. Zymant utilizes writing to help in dealing with different
issues she faced. Some of her poems have been featured in local poetry journas and won in poetry
competitions. She has been battling an eating disorder since the age of 12 and currently is a mother of a
wonderful 5 year old little girl, Lucy, who is the driving force behind her will and determination to recover
and write.
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It's okay
not to
feel okay
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