
Our Story
We grew up in the happiest home you can imagine. Me, Hagar, Amit, my parents, and of course,
our dog, Yoyo. We were all so close. We went places. We ate good food. We laughed to the
point of tears. Hager and I were always together. Some twins are forced together, but our
parents never made us. We chose. We were two leaves on the same branch, two eyes on one
face.

By our twelfth birthday anorexia had crept up and consumed me. Four years later, Hagar
became sick with the same disorder, and the sunny lights of our happy home turned cloudy and
grey.

When Hagar and I started being more conscious about our bodies we started eating less and
drawing more. We expressed the turmoil in our minds through art: drawing, writing, and dance.

I escaped through music, dancing my way to motivation and strength.  But there is also a certain
stiffness in the world of dance that did not ease my disorder. I saw myself through this rigid lens:
not talented enough, not good enough.

I did a lot of drawing too. Through art, I expressed my deepest and most complex emotions.
Hagar created art too. Our pictures from that time are like haunted memories of thoughts and
feelings we had while our minds were poisoned by eating disorders. But I know that the act of
putting it all down on paper saved my life. It gave the dark thoughts an outlet. It helped me see
them from the outside, from a new perspective.

Everything in our home surrounded the disorder. When we stopped eating, there was a certain
tension, palpable to everyone around: a mix of anger, sadness, frustration, and helplessness.

We spent what should have been our best years in and out of hospitals and therapy centers.

After a long and meaningful recovery process that accompanies me until today, I was able to
find healthy coping mechanisms and recover.  I was given the tools to live, and I chose to use
them.

Hagar remained impervious to treatment and therapy, and she didn’t have dance as an escape
outlet. Hagar only got worse and worse. When she turned 18, she attempted suicide, leaving
her with a severe head injury and fifteen years in a suffering, vegetative state.

In 2019, while Hagar lay in her coma, my father was in a bicycle accident which brought him to
the same hospital, with the same type of head injury, in the same department, only a short
elevator ride away from Hagar.



The family was broken, existing in the hospital, in-between two floors, two beds, two broken
bodies, two helpless souls. Our eyes were perpetually puffy with tears during that year when
they both lay helpless: neither alive nor dead. When our father found eternal rest, we buried him
with a mix of mourning and relief.

They say that lightning doesn’t strike the same spot twice, but we got two hits at once.

In my struggle with anorexia, doctors and therapists told me that what I was doing to my body
was ruining my chance of ever having children of my own. This worried me for a long time,
especially when I met Fede, fell in love, and married him. By some miracle, one year ago we
welcomed Ariel into the world.

One month after the birth of Ariel, Hagar’s soul was released from the grips of this world. During
that time there was a mix of emotions. We felt sadness in the presence of death, yet relief after
fifteen years of seeing Hagar’s eyes lie open with nothing behind them. We experienced a
sense of closure of a chapter, and an opening of a new one with the miracle of Ariel’s life in its
center. It is as if the impossible new life that Ariel represented challenged the cycle of life and
put Hagar to her final rest.

I am so grateful for the resilience of my body despite the abuse it had to endure. Every day,
when I look into Ariel’s beautiful brown eyes,  I am reminded that despite all of the death and
tragedy that my family has seen, we humans are built for life.  Today I am proud of my work as a
therapist, empowering children with art and movement towards a healthy life.

After experiencing unspeakable sadness, there are two options: be consumed with self-grief
and let victimhood and sadness take over, or turn outward to the world and help others. We are
not victims, my family. We are just normal people. “In every house, there is a toilet”, my father
used to say.

The EyeSeeYou project and the Twins NFT Collection were born through the intention and need
for us to expand our reach. Our vision is larger than our own story, we hope to encourage a
movement of empowerment for people all over the world.

EyeSeeYou is centered around the power of art. There is no doubt in my mind that art helped
save my life. Art is a bridge to the human psyche, a window into the turmoil of the soul, and a
tool for deep healing and therapy to make way for recovery.


