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Misophonia  
 
Dinnertime is when families eat together. Not me; I am already in the next room. 
There is clinking and scraping of metal on porcelain bowls. They inhale as they 
put food into mouths. 
Inhale slurp lips smacking. 
My body tightens. Saliva clicks in their mouths. The news anchor speaks loudly. I 
angle myself so I can’t see the jaws snapping shut. 
Sniff. Inhale slurp. 
My teeth are clenched and jaw tight. 
“You don’t need to inhale when you eat. Just put it in your mouth,” I say. 
Crunch crunch. 
I bite twice on invisible food, mouth closed. 
Smack smack scrape. 
Stop it, you probably make noise too when you eat, I tell myself. Saliva clicks. 
They chew with their mouths open. Saliva forms in my cheeks. 
“–Caucasian man was found on Manly ferry wielding a knife. Police say–“ 
Inhale slurp. Snort. 
I do a tiny snort. Don’t be a hypocrite, I think. 
Sniff sniff. 
I sniff. 
Snort. Slurp inhale. 
“Can you just blow your nose? Are you doing drugs over there? Stop snorting.” 
Inhale. Smack. 
“I’m already sitting a room away and I can still hear you,” I say. 
Smack. Scrape scrape crunch. 
I bite again. I turn up my music to battle the news anchor. 

Heard some people acting crazy over something strange. 
Slurp. 
My blood is itching; I crush shoulder up into my ear. 

How does it feel to be loved? 
Smack smack. 
I smack my mouth too. 
Smack. 
I clap my hands over my ears a little too hard. Stop it, stop it, I repeat. I shove my 
fingers in my ears so everything is covered in a layer of low rumbling, white 
noise of the body. 

That’s what they say. 
Must be insane. 

Somehow a smack and slurp slips through. I smack. My cells itch. I breathe in and 
out. Calm in, calm scrape. 
Scrape crunch. 
Fucking hell, I sneer quietly. I clench my teeth and hold the urge in. 
Smack. 
I squeeze my eyes shut, slap my ears and smack smack smack my lips.  

How am I supposed to find love? 
I dig my nails into my ears. 
“Can you just stop?” I yell. 
Smack slurp crunch sniff inhale scrape clink. 
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I slam my laptop shut and storm away, biting twice again and I smack my mouth 
one more time, slapping my ears. 
 
It’s just eating, I try to tell myself. 


