Memoir + Critical Introduction Assignment
Forms of Literary Nonfiction

Your submission will include three components:

1. Text Mapping Worksheet

2. Critical Introduction w/ Convergence Section

3. Memoir Draft

Instructions:

Step 1: Text Mapping Worksheet (20%)

2. Complete the “text map” highlighting:
= Key themes/motifs/symbols

1. Choose 2-3 course readings that relate to your memoir topic or style

Goal: Explore 2-3 course texts that resonate with your memoir idea and identify the connections
between the texts and your personal narrative. You may choose from our set of memoirs:
Somebody’s Danghter, A Dream House, and Hunger.

= Significant quotes and chapters (specify their significance to the memoir’s themes,
purpose, form/style)

® Features of the memoir that the writer(s) build on or invent; stylistic or structural
observations. ***This part invites you to define the memoir genre and reflect on how the
writer engages with or expands the memoir tradition. ***

Course Texts

Key Themes / Motifs

Significant Quotes &

Memoir Features /

themes I noticed in
Hunger were regarding
childhood trauma and
its lingering effects
into adulthood,
societal judgment,
shame, and repression
regarding large bodies,
and the complexity
and nuanced
relationship between
food, comfort, and

following quotes, so
this doesn’t get
excruciatingly long.

“But when people use
the word ‘obese,” they
aren’t merely being
literal. They are
offering forth an
accusation” (Gay 12).
This quote is
significant to the

/ Symbols Chapters Stylistic & Structural
(Significance) Observations
1. Hunger Some of the key I’m going to list the 4 | Her memoir strongly

rejects the common
things you’d typically
see in the memoir
genre, through her
personal narrative and
criticism against
society and its
stereotypes. Her body
isn’t just a body—it’s a
source and site of
trauma, ongoing
struggle, and the




control. The authot’s
ongoing journey of
self-acceptance, and
the way that the
medical field fails in
treating large bodies
with respect, dignity,
and honesty. There’s a
large surrounding
nature regarding
fatphobia. The motifs
I noticed include food
and the body
representing physical
sustenance, yet
emotional repression
and coping for
trauma. Trauma is the
foundation of sexual
assault, and it’s
lingering impact on
one’s physical and
emotional impact. 1
also noticed the
cultural perception
about fatness, and
how fat represents a
space of vulnerability
and resilience, the
general struggle of
being a big girl in a
small world. There’s
such a desire to be
seen and understood
after her trauma, gain
control and narrative
of her and her life.

This connects back
with the symbols as
her body serving as a
symbol of trauma, and
the societal
expectations of
remaining skinny and
“perfect”. There’s also
the obvious “hollow

memoir’s theme of
obesity and insecurity,
as they are pointing
the finger at you and
saying, “you are obese,
and you are the
problem”, essentially.

“So many years past
being raped, I tell
myself what happened
is ‘in the past.” This is
only partly true. In too
many ways, the past is
still with me. The past
is written on my body.
I carry it every single
day. The past
sometimes feels like it
might kill me. Itis a
very heavy burden”
(Gay 41). This
connects with the
memoirs theme of
being left hurt, as
what’s in the past isn’t
only left in the past if
it still affects one now.
That scar may live on
in your body forever,
despite trying to
repress it. Repression
never leads in
succession.

“She was performing
penance for the sin of
having been fat” (Gay
138). This connects
with Gay’s style of
being very personal,
blending with the
theme of obesity and
repression. By being
fat, you are basically a
“sin” to society, and,
you have to face the

continuous social
injustice she faces
throughout her
memoir. Instantly, I
love how she warns
readers how “this is
not a weight-loss
memoit”, and how she
holds absolutely
nothing back. There’s
a before and after
picture of her memoir,
and how she lives with
trauma throughout.
While she understands
the desire for change,
she critiques societal
expectations regarding
weight loss in that
society makes fat
people feel “less
than”, and chooses to
coexist with her body,
after the fact. It’s
personal and critical,
providing stark
commentary on
society and its hurtful
approach towards

obesity.

I'love how she repeats
phrases, ideas, and
concepts throughout
the novel, especially in
consistently returning
to her original sexual
assault earlier in the
book. This repetition
is not stylistically
incorrect, wrong, or a
flaw, at all. It’s more
of a cyclical nature of
trauma, if anything.
It’s presence is
imminent and hard to
forget. I love how




space” left after her
childhood rape. Food
is used as temporary
comfort, and a way
for her to fill the
hollowness left inside
of her emotionally,
and from her past.
Food ultimately being
a temporary, yet
insufficient solution.

repercussions for that.
A sad, yet painful
reality for a lot of
obese individuals out
there.

“When I am at the
gym, I want to be left
alone in my sweaty
misery. I want to
disappear until my
body is no longer a
spectacle. I can’t
disappear, though, so
either I have to be
graceful in the face of
this unsolicited
conversation, or |
have to ignore it
because, if I allowed
myself to lose control,
I would let loose so
much rage” (Gay 165).
This quotation feels
very strongly suited
towards the theme of
emotional
repression—mainly
because her body is
only a spectacle, an
object, and nothing
more. If she allows
herself to repress her
emotions longer,
obesity will just get
wofrse.

The most significant
chapters are the ones
regarding childhood
trauma, reflecting back
on her childhood gang
rape, and the response
to it, its aftermath, and
her coping
mechanisms for such.
The sexual assault

honest, direct, and
bold she is within her
memoir, and going
straight to the point
for her nuanced, dark
topics throughout the
memoir. She’s
earnestly honest, and
she’s not afraid of
speaking about her
truth, something I
admire and love about
this memoir. I feel as
if Gay centers her
body as the main
narrative. Instead of
just simply recounting
life events, she
introspects how
literally, the trauma
affects her body. I’d
go as far as to say she
reclaims her own
narrative by placing
her body in the story
itself. The writing
itself is an act of
coming back, of
control back to her
body. I love how she
also explores hunger
quite literally and
metaphorically. I love
how she’s emotionally
hungty for love,
control, and healing,
with it coinciding
(even battling) against
her physical hunger
for food. This is both
a good and bad tool—
in these being
leveraged towards one
another and
conflicting
consistently
throughout her




shattered her sense of
being and made her
feel “like nothing, so I
became nothing”,
while using food as a
coping mechanism
because of her
growing size serving as
a protective barrier.
The chapter regarding
confronting her
attacker is also
significant, as she
seeks knowledge and
escape, not closure.
She finally confronts
the past and learns to
finally let go.

memoir. Overall, this
is incredibly thought-
provoking, and one
that really resonates
with me and how I’ve
viewed my body over
the past decade.
Obesity is never
something to laugh at,
people like me
struggle with my body
image on a daily basis.
I absolutely loved this
memoir, and I feel
very strongly about it
as a result.

2. Somebody’s
Daughter

Some of the key
themes I discovered
throughout Somebody’s
Daughteris the fact
that there’s the story
that’s framed by the
absence of Ford’s
incarcerated father,
leaving such a
mysterious and
nuanced void in her
life. While she’s trying
to cling to him for
support, her and her
brothers are left to
navigate their
childhood without
them. Despite the fact
that he committed
really violent crimes,
she clings to loving
and caring for him,
except for when she
finds out his actions.
She’s heartbroken and
left to confront this
complex and grappled
feelings by herself.

Again, ’'m going to
list three quotations,
so this doesn’t get too
painstakingly long.

“She knew what 1
wanted, and she
wanted me to know it
would not be mind.
We were locked in a
power struggle, not
that I would have
known to call it that,
and I was confused
because I did not want
power from my
mother. I wanted her
to acknowledge the
pain in my body and
heart. I wanted it to
mean something to
her because she loved
me, and [ knew it, and
I couldn’t understand
why she couldn’t just
say sorry. What was so
wrong with me that I
didn’t deserve that?”

Ford has such an
incredibly thought-
provoking
vulnerability and
honesty in tackling the
complexities of her
relationship with her
father and mother and
following her journey
from childhood to
adulthood. The story
is framed around her
father’s imprisonment,
mainly the effects of
how that affects the
family, and how that is
grappled throughout
her memoit. It’s
practically an anchor
for exploring themes
like trauma and
navigating through
familial relationships. I
find her imagery to be
very vivid, and she
intentionally uses a lot
of sensory details in
order to retell her




The secret about her
father in the first place
puts forth this notion
of silence within her
family. This culture of
“don’t say, don’t tell”,
which internalizes
through her hiding her
own sexual assault for
years, and fearing her
mothers for how
quickly violent she
gets. I’d also say this is
generational trauma in
that trauma is
inherited across these
generations. Her
mother is often very
angry, emotional,
volatile, and
vulnerable from her
own experiences
having to raise a
family in the absence
of a father who did
incredibly horrible
things. There’s also a
theme of self-image,
and the image of
becoming a
“Somebody”, creating
her own identity and
finding her voice
outside of the
narratives she grew up
with. Some of the
motifs and symbols
include the letter from
her father in idealizing
love and creating such
a false sense of hope.
While she receives
plenty of letters from
her father during her
childhood when he’s
in prison, due to the
fact that he’s

(Ford 57). This
quotation is incredibly
powerful, moving into
the theme of the
emotional grapple
with her and her
mother, and
understanding that her
mother is nowhere
near the emotional
space to acknowledge
her love and mistakes.
This also leads into
the culture of
remaining silent—the
culture of repression
and keeping things to
oneself.

“Even when I was
home, I tried to be
gone in some other
way. Lost in music,
lost in a book, and
often lost in another
phone conversation
with Brett” (Ford
111). This quotation
feeds into the culture
of remaining silent
once again, and the
repression of her
emotions in not
having to deal with her
mother and having
both of them being
vulnerable. She wants
almost nothing to do
with her mother, as
nothing good comes
along with her mother
and her actions.

“I did not want to
think of my father as a
violent man, though
his incarceration was

memorties, like in a
past tense. I feel like in
Ford framing the
central trauma as her
fathet’s incarceration,
leaves plenty of room
for opportunities in
regard to showcasing
themes that have been
historically
underrepresented and
not really discussed in
memoirs. | find it
intriguing that Ford
consistently shows the
abusive relationship
with her mother, and
how her hatred
towards her ex
contributes towards
the narrator just
leaving the mother
alone in whole. It’s as
if the narrator
(daughter) is left
behind, in that she is
left to deal with the
absence of her father,
and the presence of
her abusive mother,
who clearly has her
own feelings against
the father. I have a
similar experience in
my parents being
divorced at a young
age, and it’s always so
emotionally draining
and grappling to deal
with that at such a
young age. There’s
such a duality with the
past and present, and
what her younger self
did, versus what her
adult self would do
now.




physically absent, she
holds onto such a
fantasy of being able
to have a relationship
with him, shattering
her heart throughout
most of the memoir.
I’d say her writing is
such a grapple with
self-discovery, as
storytelling is about
telling her own truth
and refusing to be
defined by her family’s
secrets and the things
she’s had to deal with.
I’d go as far as to say
the memoirs title is
such a symbol. The
family is held back by
her fathet’s crime, and
her identity isn’t just
about her family. She
is her own person,
and she gets to
investigate what it
means to actually be
“Somebody”, if that

makes sense.

the result of his
capacity for violence. I
wanted to believe that
had he been a free
man, he would have
been a fierce guardian,
and I wouldn’t have
ever been forced to
endure all the times I
couldn’t bring myself
to tell him about. 1
couldn’t reconcile
these two desires. 1
thought I would have
learned by now” (Ford
180). This quotation
links to the theme of
emotional repression
and wanting better for
other people, despite
them never being able
to get better. It’s as if
you cling onto hope
and that hope just
never comes.

The significant
chapters in the
memoir are ones like
the burning snakes,
where her
grandmother states
“We don’t give up on
our people. Not even
when we’re burning
alive”, as this anecdote
serves the family as
destructive, loyal, yet,
loving, all at the same
time in things that
they endure. The
complexity of the
daughter and her
mother’s relationship
as well, with her care
mixing with anger and
physical abuse that

I feel like this allows
her to capture
emotions in a plethora
of ways, especially
when reflecting back
on her past
experiences and things
that have happened. A
dual consciousness, if
that makes sense? Her
understanding of her
childhood allows for
her to develop more
of an idea for
adulthood, and how to
prepare for those
situations, should
those happen again.
There’s such a duality
in her perspective
being constantly
switched, which allows
her to circle back on
those painstakingly-
emotional
moments/wounds
from her childhood
and allowing her
emotions to grapple
with how she felt then.
One thing that’s
different about this
memoir than others, is
that the ending does
not really happen. Her
path towards
forgiveness for her
father is very
complicated, and there
isn’t a very clear
answer. She leaves the
reader to question her
own decisions, and to
be introspective about
the things they do in
their life. You don’t




spiral into how the
narrator develops
survival and instinctual
tactics to protect
herself from her
mother. The truth of
confronting her father
(climax, if you will) is a
reunion with the
family, but in such a
messy way. She chose
to reconcile with him
and chose to forgive
him, despite his crimes
being very heinous.
The ending was
especially
heartwarming, as it
emphasizes the
complexity, nuances,
and ongoing nature of
healing and what it
means to reconcile
with someone.

have to automatically
forgive, but, to live
with trauma, would
mean to find
acceptance rather than
closure. Some things
in life, you’ll never get
an answer to, and

that’s perfectly okay.




Step 2: Critical Introduction (Analytical & Convergence Section) 3-4 pages (35%)

Goal: Reflect critically on the readings and how they inform your memoir. Situate your memoir
within a broader literary and cultural context. Cite both primary texts and additional readings and
materials.

Prompt: For each text on your map, explain: How it informs your understanding of personal
natrative, memory, and/or identity. Discuss the techniques ot strategies you admire and might
adopt (or reject) in your memoir.

Convergence Section of your Introduction: Write a 2-3 paragraph convergence statement that:

* Connects your personal story to the broader literary traditions/themes explored in the
course. Explains how your memoir contributes to or dialogues with these texts.

= Positions your voice as part of a larger literary or cultural conversation. How are you
engaging with and/or expanding the memoir tradition?

There are such intricate explorations from Hunger and Somebody’s Daughter that truly
inform my own writing. They inform my own memoir in both of these stories not being scared to
tell their true stories, and to never hold back on your own voice. As a male, I feel like situating
my own memoir into my own extreme anxiety, and how that mixes with my relationship with
food—and how that dynamic affects someone. More specifically, my memoir will contribute to
both of these stories in navigating through my complex relationships with my mother and father,
both of which are divorced and are polar opposites from one another. I’d like to touch on the fact
that I also had visits with my father while living with my mother and speaking the truth as to
how I navigate through those relationships—parents, food, and my own anxiety. My personal
story will explore these grappling themes, the nuances of it all and how I genuinely found my
character through them, at least, in the end. My memoir is in dialogue with Hunger in exploring
my own relationship with food, and how I’ve been treated as a bigger person—especially in
navigating food as a source of temporary comfort. My memoir is also in dialogue with
Somebody’s Daughter in navigating through familial relationships with my parents and the rest

of my family, and how both of these dialogues intersect with one another.



My voice will be positioned in various different conversations with society and the world.
Well, there’s only so much I can say in just a few pages—however, there’s lots of conversations
I want to hold within a larger literary/cultural conversation. For example, I want to explore this
relationship of the temporary comfort of food and situating that within the context of my parents
divorce. I want to explore the plethora of emotions I felt as a kid who didn’t really have many
friends to look forward to. I want to explore societies view of what it means to be a bigger
person, and what kinds of stuff a bigger person has to deal with in such a small world. The world
isn’t built for bigger people—the airplane seats, tiny desks in school, the food that’s gone
through shrinkflation, and so much more. I also think it’s pertinent to recognize the number of
calories that are in specific foods and drinks, even if we may not recognize it. I could’ve never
imagined that the chips I ate back then would’ve translated to the monstrous number of calories.
It's almost as if food intentionally draws you in to temporarily satisfy you, only to leave quite
negative, temporary, and ugly effects on you. You as in your body, your soul, your mind, your
perception of yourself, you as in what you feel like everyone is saying around you. This is how
I’m situating my voice as part of a larger cultural conversation about what it truly means to

navigate the world as a bigger person in a small world.

There are many ways I’m engaging and expanding the memoir tradition. Memoirs are
meant to be painstakingly hard truths that you can’t stand to see on paper—but need to speak
amongst your own truth. Your memoir is your truth. [ want to be cold-hearted in the way that I
write my memoir, in a way that everyone can sympathize with and understand. I will expand on
the memoir tradition by being experimental with myself and certainly being introspective of
myself. A lot of my inspiration will come from the way Hunger explores the relationship with

food—the grappling of temporary comfort you face in order to swallow all of your pain away,



and how Somebody’s Daughter explores the challenges it takes to forgive someone. I want my
memoir to be painful, cringe, introspective, nuanced, to challenge the scopes of what it means to
even write a memoir in itself. I’ll be experimenting with the memoir tradition by challenging the
scopes of what a memoir is and pushing those boundaries to fit my own voice and story within
them. At the end of the day, a character cannot be fully explained within a novel-length
manuscript. [ want my audience to question the nuances of my memoir, and to sympathize,
question, concern, and add their own commentary onto my own story. I love how my own (dark)
writing juxtaposes with the kind of person I am in real-life, and I want my audience to question
that juxtaposition—which is how I’ll overall expand and engage with the memoir tradition, and

to push my experimentation of memoirs as far as I can.

I will only be citing Hunger and Somebody’s Daughter for my memoir, and blending the
themes, traditions, and voices within my own memoir. My memoir will be situated within
multiple literary and cultural context—societies view of a bigger person, navigating through a
parents divorce/fallout while seeking temporary comfort with food, grappling with your own
emotions/life, and so much more. In regard to Hunger, Gay’s memoir informs my understanding
of personal narrative and identity, by stressing to me that it is totally okay to be completely
honest and introspective. There’s such a hesitance in spilling out my own traumas in my
writing—but Gay makes it so incredibly motivating to go ahead and do so anyways. I absolutely
love her technique of honesty and being factual and straight to the point in her own memoir.
Though, I will draw a line against how many details I will drop in my memoir, as there’s an
emotional hesitance within myself (as a writer) that doesn’t want to shock my audience that
much. I will also reject the strategies from Somebody’s Daughter of starting at the very

beginning and then making way towards the end (present) of your life. Simply, I don’t want to



go from the past to the present type situation. I want to situate my own contextualization in the
way [ want it, and going from point A to point B is simply something I don’t want to adopt in my

writing.

Ford’s memoir informs me of my understanding of personal identity by understanding
that identity is meant to be complex, grappling, and confusing. You are not meant to know
yourself at a specific age or place in time. It’s taken an incredibly long time for me to try to
figure myself out, and I don’t even know myself all that much. In both of these memoirs, there’s
an intentional technique of both authors never finding out who they are as people, and I admire
the nuanced complexity of how you’ll discover yourself throughout time. I love their strategy of
how much dialogue there is, and I feel like there could be more incorporation of such throughout
their memoirs. I’'m not totally sure if I’ll incorporate much dialogue into my pieces, but, I want
this to be as personal and truthful as possible. [ never want to sugarcoat anything—a strategy that
both authors never used in their memoirs either. Both of these memoirs inform my understanding
of personal narratives in that these narratives are heartbreaking, and how their fragmented
identity reflects that. I feel like another strategy I will try to reject in my own memoir, is one
where there are too many characters which get lost in the mix. One grapple I had with both of
these memoirs is that I feel like the number of characters was a bit too much for me. I want for
my own memoir to be complex—but to be very personal and introspective of oneself, not a

reflection of another’s life.

I’'m incredibly excited to write my own memoir, but I’'m also very scared to put my truth
out there. A lot of my poetry is very dark, disturbing, and nuanced. Whenever I’ve introduced
my writings to those who aren’t writers or poets, I’ve always left a warning that [ am in a

perfectly capable position in my life, and that I no longer think like this. Just yesterday in my



creative writing pedagogy class, I introduced a piece that I was terrified to show. It’s one that |
am reading for the purposes of mental health, and to introduce the idea that writing should never
be idealized or sugarcoated. My pieces are vulnerable, and this is what I’'m expecting in my own
memoir. Although I will be very hesitant to write my memoir throughout, if I left a heartbreaking
impression on the audience (you), then that’s all that matters. I’'m perfectly fine with those who
don’t understand my writing style and even go as far as to question it. I want my memoir to be
questioned and critiqued. If you don’t like what I did in my memoir, state why and ways I could
improve upon it. ’'m generally not a fan of sugarcoating writing—I want the barebones truth
when it comes to my story, because my story could be resonating with others who’ve gone

through similar things.

Step 3: Write a Memoir 4-5 pages (35%)

e Focus on crafting a narrative that is reflective, vivid, and grounded in your own
experience, while demonstrating awareness of literary context.

Chapter 1: Dead to the World



I hadn’t gotten over the fact that I ate five small bags of chips last night. Locks on the
cabinet, her steps on the creaky wooden floor being harder than normal, and my phone still
having notifications silenced. We were going to head to O’Charleys for dinner, but that never
ended up happening. I saw the famous golden arches and gained a new addiction to iced coffee
thanks to working at Dunkin’ Donuts. I no longer work there. I’d went ahead and put on the
same shirt I still have to this day—the 3XL hollowed out Pikachu shirt. My mother couldn’t
stand it. She’d always wonder why I’d always worn the Washington DC shirts that I’d gotten
from my middle school a few years ago, and now she’s moved onto a new fixation. Every time
she’d vacuum around my room at 8 in the morning, I wanted to die. She knew that I hadn’t been
going to school since COVID was still around, and classes were remote for a little bit. I’d try to
avoid her whenever I woke up and tried to eat breakfast—on the rare occasion I chose to do so. I
don’t anymore, at least, ever since she criticized my cereal to milk portions, and how outrageous

they were. [ wonder if she’d call herself outrageous for taking us to Dairy Queen that same night.

She was so damn flippant. One moment she’d criticize the amount of food I’d be bringing
home from Arby’s, which was valid. I still found it shocking that I downed two chicken
sandwiches, a roast beef, small fry, and a few cookies—all in one sitting. All in one damn sitting.
Whenever I’d go to my dads for the weekend, I’d always make sure to go to a restaurant of some
sorts to have some real food for once. I haven’t touched the snack cabinet since she’s gone
apeshit from the things happening during the COVID era. Protein bars, questionably colored
juices that looked more ultra processed than a McChicken, and zero sugar drink—she got that
one right, I will say. My father never messed with any of that stuff, and he’d always make that
damned sweet tea, that I even refused to drink because of how much sugar was in it. I’d correlate

my dad directly with cookies, soda, chips, and snacks—that’s all he bought to eat. That, and the



frozen meals that I’d convinced my mom to get every once in a while. I never understood how
my mother complained how much water I’d drink and then go on a tirade about how diet sodas
are way better for you than regular sodas. These two parents in my life contributed horribly to

my view of food and the way I try to handle eating now.

I never understood the feeling of fullness, and what it really meant for your stomach to be
satisfied. I’d always eaten until I couldn’t anymore, especially because I was shamed for wasting
any sort of food and drinks within their households. It didn’t help that my dad would get
completely wasted with his psychotic girlfriends, leaving such vulnerability in a huge house. For
how grand his old house was, the number of terrors that’d happened in there couldn’t be
imaginable to the normal kid. I’m not normal. No, I’'m absolutely not normal, and you’re fucking
lying to me if you say that I am. I was so athletic before my parents divorced—and it crushed me
to have a completely new life in just a few months. I moved schools, code switched my
personality around certain people, and never truly expressed myself. I never told my mother
anything, and I think she could tell that I was holding myself back. Imagine having your own
mother tell you that your own emotional health just wasn’t real—a fake projection hung up in
support of your own psychotic fantasies. She’d always ask me how my days were going, and |
code switched into answering very friendly. I’d been a bit distant from my dad due to my issues
with who he’d dated, and I never really liked the fact that he drank almost every time he picked

me up on every other weekend for visitations.

Ever since we moved out of that grand house with his ex-wife, I never really felt the
same. The moment I met that woman—I knew to run. Run like hell. I did, but he didn’t. That
fucking idiot could’ve gotten shot. Killed. Dead to the world, just like that. Just because he

couldn’t listen to his son for once and took his word over his. There’s such a nuanced superiority



complex about him that I never understood. Everything he says and does is correct, and you can’t
overrule him. He is always right, but so is she. When it comes to me, I’'m always wrong. I locked
myself up in the room and slept during the times they worked and partied when they were gone.
Locked up in my room with the air conditioning not working, because sweating to death was
miles better than having to deal with the both of them. How ironic they both work at hospitals,
but I don’t want this to be about him. She was a fucking devil, and I hated her. I always had that
pit feeling about her that still sticks with me—and I tried to warn him about her. Bags of chips
would be found in my room, and sticky stains from the sodas rotting in my room would lead to
daily confrontations from my dad. Even when I jumped into the pool with my phone, I just kept

thinking about food. In fact, I got a bag of Takis instead of a fixed phone.

I never understood what it meant to be full. Well, how could you feel full, when you’re
constantly thinking about the future, and what could go wrong at any second any moment any
time of the day. There are no words to describe the amount of anxiety I’d get when I was
sneaking snacks in my mother’s house, and I’d hear her footsteps on the wooden floor. I’d
always kept a bottle of water next to me, for any of these instances. Even when she installed
cameras, | never went for walks. [ walked to the Dollar Tree at the corner of my neighborhood
and waited till the sun started setting to walk home. The sun would block the number of snacks
and food I’d get. I wouldn’t even look at the bag until I got to my room and started eating.
Calories didn’t mean anything to me. I thought those complex looking numbers would be
something only a nutritionist would understand. What a great fucking thing to teach boys and
girls the safeties and risks of sex, but to not intersect that with the food and drinks we were

consuming on a daily basis. In a way, I had sex with food in that I couldn’t control myself. Of



course, my high school would bake cookies during lunch. This wasn’t an invitation; it was a

necessity for me to experience.

I wasn’t just invited for the experience of tasting food and eating it, I was invited to feel
the sensation in my mouth. To taste the myriads of flavors in my mouth, for the texture to groove
right amongst my skin and lips—it was an experience of itself. My mother always ate buffalo
chicken tenders and fries when she was pregnant with me. This translated into my continuous
love for the foods—the same ones that’d kill me and leave my body disproportionate. My body
was something I kept concealed with the clothes I’d constantly outgrown. My mother always
questioned when I’d stopped growing, and when I’d stop going up in waist size. My father on the
other hand didn’t care, so why should I? My mother was obviously frustrated with my father, but
there was nothing she could’ve done. I was relieved. I’d gotten used to running to the Subway
just a few minutes away and getting two footlongs for the price of one. I’d normalized the
“deals” Id gotten in my email. When the food would set in my belly, after the fact, I’d feel
horrible about it. I’d have mental breakdowns as to why I ate that, and how I’ve eaten so much.

There was no support in both households. Everything was completely fucked sideways.

Looking back, I don’t know how to feel. I am now twenty pounds lighter, and I still don’t
feel different. I feel different, but I don’t. I’ve noticed that I no longer struggle so much with
walking up those godforsaken hills on the University of Cincinnati’s campus, and those complex
stairs scattered across. Before, I’d take the elevators and absolutely dread taking the stairs. The
stairs and I are not friends, at least, when I’'m forced to be walking upwards. I’'m hyperfixiated on
the amount of calories I’'m eating in a singular meal, and I’ve never ate anything past 8PM and
before 11AM. Being conscious of the time and when I’m eating is never something I’d taken

into consideration. I’ve learned how to speak up for myself and to draw boundaries. Even when



my father’s taking me out to eat at a restaurant, I typically only get water or sweet tea. I’d never
order more than ten boneless wings—taking a few of them home for later. Although I’'m never
going to give up my favorite snacks like Takis, Flamin’ Hot Doritos, and Milo’s Sweet Tea, I’ve
learned to stop chasing for the feeling of being very full, and to listen to my body. Working out
in the gym only for two months changed my lifestyle, for me to be more self-aware of my eating
habits and body. Although I’m only twenty pounds down, there’s such a long way to go. I’ve
made it a habit to carry a gallon of water with me, to remind me of why I started on this journey

in the first place. I learned to control my body and to draw boundaries.

That anxious little kid from so long ago, doesn’t represent the person I now stand for. The
one who’d neglected sleep, let go of their eating habits, and stuck to just one place for the most
of their life is now gone. Dead to the world. I still feel dead to the world in many ways. I wish I
wasn’t as self-aware as [ am now, as I feel like it does more harm than good sometimes. I’d
really hatched outside of my shell ever since I came to the University of Cincinnati. I had to
learn that not everybody is after you, and that most people genuinely want the best for you and
what you do in your life. I look around the campus and smile at people who I feel are having a
bad day, because that used to be me back then. I used to wish for someone to take control of
myself and to do the work for me. I clung onto a false reality and begged for change while doing
nothing for myself. I wished for someone to do the work for me while refusing to do the work for
myself. I never wanted to foster that kind of environment on me again. To be surrounded by the
negativity of others, my mother, my father, divorce, everything about it. I almost drowned
myself in a pool that was several yards deep. However, in the end, I escaped from it, and I was
born a new person. Well, at least, I’'m kind of a new person now. I don’t know what I am, but

I’m continuing to just roll with it and see what happens. Now, I sort of, walk freely.



Peer Review Component (10%) Due: Monday, October 13" at 11:59 pm

Each student will review 1 classmate’s text map, convergence section, and memoir. The Peer
Review Partners list is available in the Files section. Use the email feature on Canvas to
communicate and exchange drafts and feedback.

e Provide constructive feedback:
o What connections between texts and memoir are strong or compelling?
o Where could the convergence section be clarified or deepened?

o 2-3 Suggestions for improving flow, clarity, or engagement in the memoir? What is
working well? What parts (themes, use of dialogue, and use of other literary devices)
could be strengthened?

I would just like to clarify that I reached out to you regarding my peer partner on October
14®, and that I would not be penalized for my partner’s delay. It is optional to give and
receive feedback at this point, and that I’d receive full credit for the peer review portion of
my midterm since I completed my draft on time and showed effort to contact them. I’m just
leaving this here as a reminder, as I’m sure our minds are on lots of things during this busy
time of the semester! Thank you for your patience. I’ve always appreciated the quick
response to emails and understanding of frustration.



