MY ENEMY

For what seems like years
I’ve been going to therapy
Anxiously hoping that one day
I would find a new identity
The thought of food has
Consumed my life
Just thinking about eating
Has caused nothing but strife
People are surprised 
When I say food is my enemy
To most everyone I know
To them its oh so heavenly
They don’t understand
They tell me “Just eat and chill”
They have no idea that the 
Thought of eating makes me physically ill
Eating to me 
Is only to survive
One day I hope to enjoy it
So, I can truly thrive
I dream of the day I can 
Actually enjoy my food
The texture, the smell, the taste
Without battling my internal feud




It’s hard to explain how I  
Feel after I eat
I feel disgust and failure,
 a total sense of defeat
I hate that I cannot control this 
Evil eating disorder 
At times I feel like my life 
Is hanging on the border
I would give anything 
To rid myself of this disease
Believe me, I could finally 
Live my life with some peace and ease 











