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F O R EWORD

From my experience, as an artist-
curator, the labour of art facilitation
forges connections between artists
and other artists, writings, concepts,
spaces, organizations, and viewers.
These considerations are of course
not unique to Eating Disorders or my
research practice but, they require
additional urgency here because our
art scenes are desperately
misunderstood and perceived through
a very narrow frame. 

My artistic voice comes from a
profound understanding of both the
illness, philosophical knowledge, and
educational institution experience.  On
a very personal level, I held the belief
of equating achieving thinness with
happiness and fulfillment. However,
what transpired was horrific and
corrupted from the innocent intention.
I became confined to my body. I
suffer from an eating disorder for
over 8 years now and 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. 



I firmly believe that art requires
vulnerability to be impactful. Utilizing an
autoethnographic art practice in this
publication, I strive to create a dialogue
about what we can learn from eating
disorders through my experiences,
stories, and creative manifestations
derived from my unwell body. Focusing
on exploring the internalized and
repressed self that can only be
uncovered through art, as it is a space of
reflection. Materiality is particularly
important, as the mediums are directly
relative to the ways I want to portray an
eating disorder. Thus, working with a
variety of mediums including acrylic
painting, photography, video, collage &
drawing  interchangeably depending on
which I believe can communicate and
facilitate the ideas the best.

When someone is suffering from an
eating disorder there is a lack of external
cultural awareness of the reality of living
with the disease. The following
publication provides a comprehensive
understanding of complexities between
mind, body, family dynamic, social
pressures, cultural norms & value
systems from my artistic and personal
understanding. All I ask of the audience
is to try to comprehend the essence of
my practice & graciously divulge into
these works. Try to form your genuine
connection to the subject matter; engage
with the dark  & intense emotions behind
the perceived experience & severity of
being ill.
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dinner party for the
boys I loved 

Food like my intimate relationships has always been a
source of refuge. For such a long time I derived my
identity and self-worth from the food I consumed and
the partner I was with. Both gave me the sweetness,
the fullness, and the feeling of happiness I craved so
much. 

Reflecting upon my experiences with male partners and
my relationship with food, I truly thought I did not
deserve the joy that comes from the companionship of
either food or a loved one. 

Every day I would walk past the most delicious red
velvet cake slice in a cafe window on my way to eating
disorder treatment center and wanted that slice every
single day. Cake is my favourite food in the world and I
forbid myself of cake for over 3 years.  Whereas in my
relationships, I spent so much time making myself into
what each of them wanted. I neglected my true desires
and feelings for the sake of fulfilling theirs.

I never thought anyone would love me for me. 
I never gave myself the things I loved.

Now, I am attempting to reclaim the past and use food
to express my internal dialogue.  This series explores
how my love for cake is beyond merely the food but
rather an allegory for the relationships that I've had
with every partner in my life. Ranging from the one
night stands to deep love affairs. Within all the various
forms and complexities cake is the only thing I can use
to even explore how deeply these encounters and
intimate relationships have affected me. Cake is my
safety, it's one of the few things in this universe I know
well enough and love enough to help express my
feelings and experiences.



just a taste
4" x 6" 

acryl ic paint on canvas
winter 2019



he fel l  f lat 
4" x 6" 

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



the f irst bite was the sweetest
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



Don't cal l  me cupake
4 "x 6" 

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



Stand By Me
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



come back to the dinner table
jamie. . .



I would give you al l  of the chocolate cake you
ever wanted 

6" x 4"
acryl ic on print

winter 2019



just one more bite
6" x 4"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



the meal ended too soon
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



picking up our pieces
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



we could've worked
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



come to the dinner
table jamie. . .

"just a taste" explores how my first experiences with
boys have affected my perception of intimacy. Each
cherry represents one of the males who I fell for in high
school. Cherries historically signify the souls of men,
temptation, and lust within the traditional still life.
Cherries to me, are associated with virginity, purity,
and de-flowering or more commonly "popping the
cherry". The work  is symbolic of the sexual desire they
males had towards me.  I hate the taste of cherries,
they do not appeal to me, and this is rather reflective of
my relationships with these boys. Nothing was of
substance and I was so focused on the fact that I got
attention from these brightly colored fruits I never
thought about how much I truly hated the taste.

"he fell flat" examines another early relationship.
Another boy I fell for in my high school years but never
really understood what it meant to be in a relationship.
Pancakes allude to the pretenses that comprised of our
time together They are not an actual cake. The pancake
is flat, dull, and needs to be covered in sprinkles,
toppings, or creams to be enjoyable. What I had was a
boy who did not give me any sort of delight. Growing
up I never liked pancakes and after eating pancakes
and keep trying to go back to see if the pancake would
be different, it will always be a pancake. 

"the first bite was the sweetest" explores lustful desire
in my life. I have never been one to enjoy strawberries
or fruit on my cake & it rather took away from what I
wanted. In Bosch's "Garden of Earthly
Delights", strawberries are thought to be symbolic of
the debauchery and sinfulness of humanity. The
strawberry at first tastes sweet, but then afterward
lacks flavour so people keep going back to have
another bite to get that same sweetness. I found similar
parallels with my experiences hookups. Although there
were very few instances of this in my life, I found
Casual flings to me subverts and perverts what I truly
wanted which was acceptance and love. 



"stand by me" conveys my first relationship of three
years. He was a good person, but deep down I never
felt that spark. We never went "all the way". He was a
cake stand, he filled that emotional support that I
needed at that point in my life but, truthfully there was
no cake, just a void. It was only taunting me and
preparing me for what I wanted.

"don't call me cupcake" is a piece that explores the
fetishization of the young female. Calling a girl
"cupcake" refers to a sexually attractive young woman.
A cake is a wholesome food, it wants to be shared and
celebrated with family and loved ones. Cupcakes, on
the other hand, are single-serving indulgences. To me,
the cupcake is not my dessert of choice. It is a selfish
celebration for a party of one filled on top with icing
and more of voyeuristic pleasure. I relate a lot to
cupcakes, they are petite, small, and dainty whereas
the consumer is rather barbaric. Cupcakes are eaten
with big bites, licking the surface covered in frosting,
gone within minutes. 

The various men in this series saw me as a voyeuristic
pleasure, their petite delight. There are two sides to
these experiences, the experience of the eater, and the
experience of the cupcake. You can see the innocence,
the adorable cuteness of the cupcake but, then it slowly
gets unraveled, bitten, and devoured. Oh, guys
will eat cupcakes, sure, but as for the cupcake, it is
more of a violating experiencing, robbing it of what it
once was.

"come back to the dinner table" depicts the struggles of
my first true love affair. "i would give you all of the
chocolate cake you ever wanted "  is the only one in all
of the images that portray a whole cake. I felt
wholeness, I felt mutual companionship, I felt complete.
When I was with him I could see life, a future and for
once I truly felt what love is.  "just one more bite "is a
rendition of what unfolded, the falling out. He kept
pulling away and I did not want that. 



For once I felt that love and so desperately wanted it. 
 "the meal ended too soon" conveys the sentiments of
how I felt after the relationship ended. The crumbs, only
crumbs remained. So much scattered pieces that I tried
so hard to scrape back up and try to eat one more time.
The essence of the cake was now gone and the love
was no longer there. "picking up our pieces" depicts his
broken plate. Representing, the remnants of humans
that both felt empty, shattered, and broken. 

"we could have worked" is the last piece in this series
that shows what I had hoped for.  Chocolate cake is a 
traditional flavor, very facile and everyone loves
chocolate cake.   He was chocolate cake. I never saw
the appeal in chocolate cake, the taste was something I
never was drawn to.  The only time in this series I
wanted to put myself into the artwork. I am Medovik
cake. It is an uncommon cake, known as Russia Honey
Cake.  It is filled with layers of honey, cream and,
incredibly sweet.  Him and I are facing each other, with
almost a calmness and desirous to be together. Despite
being two slices, with two juxtaposing ingredients, they
were a great pairing.



What does it mean to be in love? Does it mean to
sacrifice? Does it mean giving up who you are?
Discovering who you are? 

Having an eating disorder often means stubbornness,
isolation, and routine. I found that being in a
relationship with an eating disorder with someone who
did not understand the illness was incredibly complex.  I
wanted to be the P E R F E C T woman. I always
worked out, not a single nail was chipped, hair perfectly
in place, and my makeup was always done. I never
fought, I was always so selfless and made him so happy
and pleased him every way I could. I followed all of his
stupid rules:

I USED A FUCKING COASTER, I ATE ON HIS BIG
SCARY PLATES WITH BIG SCARY UTENSILS, I ATE IN

PUBLIC. I ATE AFTER 6 PM. I ATE ICE CREAM FOR
HIM. I DID IT ALL FOR HIM. 

I hated it, but I did everything I could to appear
"normal". I would have mental breakdowns in his
washroom, starve myself for days before I would see
him, or purge as soon as I got home. I suffered so much
to make sure I was enough for him. I wanted him. I
wanted the life we had together. I never saw myself in
a domestic role, never thought I would be happy just
sitting in his arms on a sofa and be perfectly content. I
loved the monotony because it was with him. It broke
my heart when we ended since I did everything,
everything in my power to make us be together. It
made my eating disorder angry since I could not control
the world around me. This painting ultimately conveys
how strongly I felt towards him. I never gave any
indication of how deeply my mental illness affected me
and how much it lingered over all of our time together,
but it was worth it. No one made me as happy as he did
and no one ever will. 

All I have left is me 

                                    and I don't want to be me. 



i should have been the only one
i should have been the only on
i should have been the only o
i should have been the only 
i should have been the onl
i should have been the on
i should have been the o
i should have been the 
i should have been th
i should have been t
i should have been
i should have been e
i should have been en
i should have been eno
i should have been enou
i should have been enoug
i should have been enough  
i should have been enough f
i should have been enough fo
i should have been enough for 
i should have been enough for y
i should have been enough for yo
i should have been enough for you
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look who showed up
for dinner

The series explores how the individuals in my
family have impacted my perception of food. My
family has been my biggest trigger for my eating
disorder. Coming from a traditional family, mental
health was never discussed. I could never say I
was unwell because none of us knew how.  I
wanted to be a normal family, everyone sits at
the dinner table and talks about how boring our
days were but, it was never that. We all
struggled with our demons. We distanced
ourselves, used our vices to cope, and festered in
solidarity. 

This series further explores how I am using food
to no longer be a source of weakness for me, but
to reclaim it and communicated the unaddressed
and unresolved experiences that led me to
become ill.



look who showed up
for dinner

"being friendly with my sister" is a painting about how
hard I struggled to have a positive relationship with my
sister.  I do admire her confidence and ambition.
However, we are two very different people. We would
never have been friends if we were at the same school.
She is loud, energetic, blunt, and unapologetically
herself. Her temper is so hot it can melt an ice cream
cone in seconds. She is mean, she knows my
weaknesses and exploits my sensitive and emotional
nature. I always wanted to have a sisterly bond, but
she did not want anything to do with me. She never said
I love you to me or even asked how I was doing.  The
only things I cling on to is our familial connection and
the few nostalgic remnants of our childhood.   This
painting captures one of our fond memories of my sister
singing about a restaurant's famous ice cream clown.
Whenever I look back on the past, our memories she
never really tried to make me smile. I felt like the clown,
masking myself, and always trying to make her happy
when she truly never cared for me.

"momma is in jamacia, bake your own fucking cake" is 
rather self-explanatory, I felt abandoned by my mother.
She left me in my time of need, and she could not give
me the emotional support I needed from her. With that
being said, she did not give me what I needed but
rather showed me. She is the strongest woman I know,
she had endured so much hardship and pain and I have
the utmost respect for her. Emotionally we both have
our maladies. She has been resilient through it all and
this painting emanates the fact that you need to be
strong and endure life's trials on your own.



look who showed up
for dinner

"thanks for being there dad" embodies the involvement
of my father in my life. Growing up he was consumed by
his hobbies, and often tried to get us involved. Despite
this, he never could be there for my sister and I. We
grew up with our mother being at all of our school
events and her hosting our parties. I still do not know if
he was neglectful of us, oblivious, or just truly does not
understand what it means to be a parent. After my
parents' divorce, we struggled to find our connection.
To this day I believe he prioritizes his immediate
surroundings and new family over us. This painting
exemplifies how he never could give us his time and
attention and rather scavenge to make some sort of
effort. 

"nonna's cannolis make my mom mad" is the final
painting in the series that illustrates how my family has
become estranged. Cannolis are a traditional Italian
food that my grandmother (Nonna) would bake for us.
Each cannoli symbolizes one of my mother's siblings and
each chocolate chip represents my cousins, uncles, and
aunts. Growing up we had a close-knit family, but as we
got older and my mother's siblings and she began
feuding we lost that connection with my cousins and
family. In terms of my eating disorder, I used to love
cannolis, the crisp shell, and smooth creamy filling, but I
became more and more fickle and criticized the pastry
for not being sweet enough, filled enough, and not
tasting the way I wanted it too. Family is the same, we
can not project our ideals onto individuals, sometimes
the reality is, people and foods can no longer bring us
joy and can not be there for us the way we want them
too.



domestic goddess: I hate your coasters & wi l l  smash al l
of your plates

4" x 6"
acryl ic on print

winter 2019



being fr iendly with my sister
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



momma is in jamacia bake your own fucking cake
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



thanks for being there dad
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019



nonna's cannol is make my mom mad
4" x 6"

acryl ic on print
winter 2019
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