
 
 
 
 
 
 

Discourse of the Feminine Disease 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 the Modern Man, Left in Typing Dots and Dead Silence 
This is not a cry for help. This is a manual for surviving the sickness. 
 
 

When Presence Became a Threat and Absence Became Divine 
 
 
 
The modern woman’s greatest achievement is her ability to vanish and be 
celebrated for it. 
 
Her silence is no longer a void, it is worshipped. Her departure is not cowardice, 
it is canonized. This is not the behavior of a victim, but of a tyrant who has 
mastered the art of leaving just before the fire reaches her hem. And society, 
emasculated and obedient, dares not question this pattern. Instead, it calls it 
growth. Healing. Evolution. 
 
Disappearance has become the highest feminine currency. She who appears 
least is desired most. She who says little is imagined as wise. She who gives 
nothing is envied. Women learned early that presence is liability, that the more 
they reveal, the less mystique they command. So they perfected the art of 
absence, and now wield it as power. 
 
And still, fools write poetry for them. 
 
Society has inverted its values. It teaches men to earn affection and women to 
hoard it. A man must build an empire to be noticed; a woman only needs to 
exist and choose when to withdraw. 
 
This is not balance. This is barbarism. A soft, silent barbarism that parades as 
progress. 
 
Let no man be deceived her disappearance is not an accident of feeling. It is a 
weapon of design. And behind every ghost is a woman perfectly aware that 
detachment makes her more powerful than devotion ever could. 
 



Disappearance is no longer seen as evasion; it is regarded as evolution. The 
woman who cuts ties without confrontation is called “mature.” The one who 
ghosts is “protecting her peace.” This vocabulary is not accidental. It is 
engineered. It absolves them of guilt and elevates abandonment into moral high 
ground. One need not argue, explain, nor face what they destroy — one only 
needs to vanish, and let the silence speak false virtue. 
 
What men once called betrayal, society now calls a boundary. 
 
They are taught to leave, not to endure. They are taught that exit is wisdom, that 
confrontation is beneath them, and that attention is a gift to be rationed, not a 
bridge to be built. They offer presence in fragments, affection in glimpses, and 
disappear before accountability can enter the room. And for this, they are 
applauded. 
 
This is the woman as specter, untouchable, unaccountable, uncorrectable. A 
ghost with an Instagram account and a therapy script. 
 
Even Aristotle, in his disdain, underestimated the modern feminine archetype. 
He spoke of women as incomplete men, as cold in form and deficient in reason. 
He had not yet seen the woman who would use incompleteness as power — 
who would make her absence more valuable than any man’s achievement. He 
did not predict that the highest virtue of the modern woman would be to not 
show up. 
 
There is no construction in her. She builds no home, no continuity, no 
permanence. She curates attention, performs detachment, and calls it liberation. 
 
And still the world bends its knee. 
 
Disappearance has become the feminine liturgy. An entire culture now worships 
the woman who leaves, not because she is right, but because she is absent. Her 
retreat is ritual. Her silence is sermon. And the man who speaks of it is silenced 
himself, dismissed as bitter, as broken, as weak. 
 
Yet the truth remains, dry and unbending: 
 



Disappearance is not virtue. Absence is not strength. 
And woman is not beyond judgment. 
 
 
There was a time when absence meant failure, when to abandon one’s post was 
to betray it. That time has passed. Now, disappearance is ritualized. It is not 
merely allowed; it is rehearsed. Women today are conditioned to withdraw at 
the moment when presence would demand truth. They do not endure tension; 
they dissolve into it, proud of the mess they leave behind, if they even 
acknowledge it. 
 
This is not cowardice. It is a design, reinforced by culture, commodified by 
social media, celebrated by feminism that long abandoned its roots of justice 
and now floats like perfume above a landfill of narcissism. 
 
Every platform is a pulpit. Every disappearance is sermonized through 
aesthetics, a cryptic quote, a curated silence, a shift in lighting. The modern 
woman does not just leave. She broadcasts her absence. She doesn’t slam doors, 
she posts moodboards. And somehow, men still beg for clarity. 
 
But they will find none. 
 
Because clarity is the enemy of mystique, and mystique is the currency of 
power. When nothing is explained, anything is permitted. And women, long 
ago, learned that the more they withheld, the more society knelt. 
 
Disappearance has become a luxury, afforded only to those protected by excuse. 
If a man leaves, he is neglectful. If a woman leaves, she is brave. He destroys. 
She “outgrows.” 
 
Thus, society spirals, not from war or fire, but from quiet exits. From the 
mythologizing of female absence. From a culture that worships retreat as 
wisdom and teaches men that their collapse is a necessary step in someone 
else’s journey of “healing.” 
 
Let this be recorded, unflinching: 
 



Women have not merely disappeared. 
They have built empires from absence. 
And civilization is collapsing in reverence. 
 
 

 
 

On Affection as Manipulation 
 

 
They Do Not Love. They Leash. 
 
Affection, once a binding force, has been hollowed into currency. Women do 
not give it freely. They allocate it, precisely, temporarily, and with the cold 
precision of a banker issuing a loan they intend to recall. 
 
Affection is no longer offered to bond. It is deployed to manipulate. 
 
A glance. A laugh. A text after days of silence. Each gesture is calculated. Not 
to nurture, but to remind. To remind him she could return. That her absence is 
not rejection, it's control. 
 
What was once intimacy has become a leash. Affection appears in small doses, 
always after withdrawal, always when his doubt reaches its peak. It is never 
sustained, only pulsed, hit of dopamine, enough to keep him circling the cage. 
 
This is not seduction. 
This is behavioral conditioning. 
 
The modern woman does not seduce, she scripts. She knows exactly how much 
to reveal to ignite desire and how quickly to disappear to keep it burning. 
Emotional withholding is not a flaw; it’s a strategy. The goal is not connection. 
It is control through instability. 
 
Affection today is a theatrical event. It arrives adorned in self-help lingo, fake 
depth, and “divine feminine” nonsense. It is not authentic. It is tactical. A 



woman will offer love in the morning and perform detachment by noon. She is 
not unpredictable. She is rehearsed. 
 
Even kindness has been corrupted. Compliments are currency. Flattery is bait. A 
smile is no longer an expression; it is a calculated move in a social economy 
where men are expected to give everything and expect nothing. 
 
And when the affection fades — as it always does, she retreats behind the shield 
of her favorite lines: 
 
“I never promised anything.” 
“You’re reading into it.” 
“I need time to focus on myself.” 
 
The cruelty is not in the rejection. The cruelty is in the invitation, the illusion 
that there was something real, something mutual, something that could be 
trusted. 
 
There wasn’t. 
 
She loved like a tyrant signs a treaty, never meaning to honor it. 
 
Affection is now currency in the hands of those who never earned the right to 
print it. It is given like a drug and withdrawn like punishment. A glance 
becomes a hook. A compliment becomes a transaction. Every smile hides a 
scalpel. Every touch carries terms and conditions. 
 
This is not love. It is leverage. 
 
In the architecture of the modern feminine mind affection is not rooted in 
sincerity but in strategy. To offer care is to bait. To withhold is to punish. They 
operate through scarcity not generosity. The less they give the more they are 
chased. This is not because they are mysterious but because they are trained. 
 
From an early age they are taught that attention equals power. They are never 
told to love only to perform it. Every display of warmth is rehearsed. Every tear 
is well-timed. This is not emotional depth. It is market behavior. 



 
They know exactly when to send the message when to post the story when to 
laugh at the joke. It is never spontaneous. It is deployed. Affection becomes a 
product of calculation not impulse. 
 
The language of love has been reduced to algorithm. 
"You're special" is followed by distance. 
"I miss you" is followed by silence. 
"I care" is followed by disappearance. 
 
There is no contradiction here. There is only manipulation disguised as 
connection. 
 
Men have become addicts begging for one more signal one more sign that the 
affection was real. It never was. It was functional. It existed only to secure 
power in a space where emotional chaos creates control. 
 
Women have mastered this. And they call it boundaries. 
They call it knowing their worth. 
They call it divine. 
 
What they will never call it is what it truly is. 
A manipulation of the sacred. 
A desecration of love. 
A cold war with warm words. 
 
This chapter is not about heartbreak. It is about betrayal so systematic that it no 
longer looks like betrayal. It looks like empowerment. It looks like healing. It 
looks like feminism. 
 
But at its core it is theft. The theft of sincerity the theft of affection the theft of 
truth in human connection. 
  

 
 
 
 



On Emotional Narcissism and the Myth of Softness 
 
Modern femininity is narcissism dipped in honey. 
 
It cries and you are expected to kneel. It trembles and the world rewrites its 
laws. Women have discovered that to appear delicate is to gain power without 
effort. They do not dominate through strength. They dominate through the 
performance of weakness. 
 
They speak in affirmations. They wrap malice in pastel words. They destroy 
intimacy while preaching wholeness. And yet they are never accused of cruelty. 
Because they cry. Because they post quotes. Because they say they are healing. 
 
This is not innocence. This is tyranny. 
 
Softness today is not a virtue. It is a tool. It is the costume that shields the 
manipulator from judgment. The woman who detaches coldly is never seen as 
heartless if she surrounds her silence with the language of wounds. She says she 
is working on herself. She says she is protecting her peace. She says she is 
learning to love. 
 
In reality she is fleeing accountability and calling it rebirth. 
 
They are trained to display emotion without ever engaging in the labor of 
empathy. They will speak for hours about how they feel but never once ask how 
you do. They are not interested in understanding the other. They are interested 
in being heard applauded and excused. 
 
This is not emotional depth. This is emotional narcissism. 
 
A woman may destroy every connection she enters yet emerge from it 
applauded. She will be praised for leaving praised for surviving praised for 
doing absolutely nothing except existing in a cycle of shallow bonds and 
carefully crafted exits. 
 
She will call it self-discovery. 
 



And if you question this if you ask where the empathy went where the 
commitment went where the actual love was you will be labeled dangerous. 
Toxic. Abusive. Not because you harmed her. But because you noticed she was 
never there. 
 
Softness now means invincibility. Fragility is a shield stronger than steel. 
 
Do not be deceived. Where there is no accountability there is no virtue. Where 
there is no sincerity there is no empathy. Where there is only performance there 
is only ego. 
 
What women call softness is not innocence. 
It is a mask. 
A myth. 
A throne carved from sympathy and shielded by tears. 
 

On The Collapse of Accountability 
 
They do not want equality they want immunity they want to be exalted without 
being examined obeyed without being questioned believed without being 
burdened by proof they crave the status of gods but the responsibility of 
children they wield language like a whip saying trauma when they mean guilt 
saying boundaries when they mean cruelty saying self-care when they mean 
selfishness and the entire culture kneels before it men are not asked to 
understand anymore they are told to submit to a narrative that morphs by the 
hour curated through stories posted at strategic intervals built on the illusion of 
emotional depth while lacking the courage to admit their own lies they abandon 
people and call it healing destroy bonds and call it clarity reject love and call it 
standards they gaslight the world and the world apologizes for noticing 
 
They are not lost they are empowered by cowardice dressed as therapy they are 
cowards who run from every hard thing and congratulate themselves for doing 
so they will use a man until he begins to ask questions then vanish and quote 
Rumi on the way out they do not care about consequences because they have 
never had to live with them everything is a performance from the way they 
write to the way they cry to the way they publicly grieve the very pain they 
cause and it works because modern society is too emasculated too medicated 



and too mentally broken to call it what it is hypocrisy and narcissism wrapped 
in soft lighting and filters 
 
They are not complex they are manipulative they are not fragile they are 
calculating they cry because they know it disarms they talk about the moon 
because they know you won’t ask real questions they retreat and blame the 
world then return when the world forgets and each time they’re embraced as 
survivors they are not survivors they are architects of ruin they destroyed 
meaning connection depth and now they mock the very men who try to recover 
it they ghost and say they’re afraid they cheat and say they were confused they 
emotionally exploit then cry when you leave they do not want love they want 
worship without work attention without affection admiration without cost and 
when you stop giving it you become the enemy not because you harmed them 
but because you stopped feeding the myth 
 
They are the product of a culture that flatters the feminine flaw and calls it fate 
that turns every tear into scripture and every mistake into a manifesto they are 
not misunderstood they are seen too clearly and that is the threat because when 
you see them you realize there is no depth just reflex there is no love just 
appetite there is no care just control and this truth is so unbearable to them they 
label it hate speech because they cannot refute it they can only silence it 
 
So let them read this let them seethe they are not being attacked they are being 
exposed and the collapse of accountability is not a failure of morality it is the 
consequence of giving power to people who never wanted truth only validation 
 
They speak of independence while clinging to systems built by the very men 
they despise they chant about not needing anyone while draining attention like 
parasites addicted to being perceived they post mantras about solitude while 
refreshing their phones every ten seconds waiting for another like another 
message another man to validate the illusion they curate this idea of strength 
that folds the moment silence arrives they say they are done with men while 
rehearsing how they’ll announce it on social media they wear empowerment 
like a costume forgetting that real power does not require a caption they are not 
independent they are theatrically dependent addicted to male utility but allergic 
to male presence they want the benefits of civilization without its burdens 



affection without obligation freedom without cost they are not strong they are 
untested they have never been asked to carry anything except their own vanity 
 
The myth of feminine nobility is dead killed not by men but by women 
themselves who traded integrity for attention who now speak like gurus and live 
like addicts who abandoned connection for spectacle sincerity for control 
meaning for metrics and they demand applause for it they speak of boundaries 
while violating everyone else’s they talk of standards while lacking any 
themselves they demand honesty from others while weaponizing omission they 
do not date they collect they do not love they acquire they do not partner they 
perform they are consumers of intimacy who vanish at the moment reality 
interrupts the fantasy they are never accountable because their myth protects 
them the myth that they are healers that they are wise that they are deep that 
they are good no they are not good they are practiced 
 
Their vocabulary is a shield their stories are campaigns their feelings are 
weapons and their apologies are absent they disappear when challenged they cry 
when exposed they moralize when cornered and vanish when proven wrong 
they are not victims they are actors who wrote themselves the role of the sacred 
wounded and play it every time someone gets too close 
 
This is the age of the soft tyrant the silk executioner the gentle manipulator who 
ruins everything and then says I was just trying to protect myself the collapse is 
not coming it has already happened and it was not violent it was curated on 
timelines and blogs and feeds it was written in lowercase with emojis and 
spiritual language it was silent and soft and marketed as growth and now that 
the meaning is gone that the love is gone that the accountability is gone they ask 
why men are cold why men are cruel why men have stopped showing up as if 
men have not simply stopped believing the lie 
 
They did not kill love with rage they killed it with indifference they did not kill 
loyalty with betrayal they killed it with casual exits they did not kill trust with 
violence they killed it with nothing with vanishing with softness that was 
always fake and now the world rots quietly and they light candles and ask the 
stars what went wrong 
 



They want to be untouchable yet worshipped unreadable yet understood chaotic 
yet forgiven they claim complexity but deliver contradiction they want to exit 
every bond without consequence and reenter the world as victims not because 
they were harmed but because they were seen too clearly because someone 
refused to believe the branding someone dared to say no to the theatre they 
weaponize instability and call it evolution every time they disappear they are 
applauded every time they reappear they are welcomed as though absence is 
depth and return is virtue they create destruction without ever picking up a stone 
because their tools are emotional optics cultural narratives and digital alibis 
when they vanish they say they were overwhelmed when they lie they say they 
were scared when they cheat they say they were searching for themselves every 
act is retroactively justified through the lens of self-discovery which is just a 
euphemism for selfishness with subtitles 
 
They do not reflect they reframe they do not own what they’ve done they 
rebrand it they come back weeks months later with rehearsed apologies or 
vague mysticism pretending to have grown but what they’ve learned is not how 
to love better but how to excuse themselves faster how to be even more 
untouchable under the guise of having healed they are not evolving they are 
becoming more evasive they do not want resolution they want escape routes 
they do not want forgiveness they want immunity they speak in riddles when 
clarity is demanded in mantras when truth is expected they sabotage intimacy 
and then complain that no one ever stays they start fires and pretend to be cold 
because they were just trying to keep warm 
 
They rely on collective silence because everyone is afraid to name it everyone is 
afraid to say what is obvious they will ruin the structure of a man’s mind and 
say he was unstable they will drain affection and energy and say they felt 
smothered they will reappear when it benefits them and say the universe led 
them back they believe their mood is law their absence is medicine their desire 
is truth they are not lovers they are colonizers entering with sweet words and 
leaving with everything not nailed down and the only trace left is confusion and 
unanswered questions and a quote about closure 
 
They are not judged because judgment requires standards and the modern world 
has abandoned all standards in the name of inclusion in the name of 
empowerment in the name of feelings they are allowed to be cruel because 



cruelty has been redesigned to look like growth if a man speaks of it he is bitter 
if a woman does it she is brave this is not empowerment this is entitlement not 
liberation but immunity not equality but divine exception 
 
And they will keep doing it because there are no consequences only applause 
only sympathy only narratives built to protect them from the truth that they are 
not holy not wounded not victims not divine but complicit and comfortable and 
drunk on a kind of power that comes not from building anything but from 
watching others crumble and saying I was just protecting my peace 
 
Let it be recorded not whispered not theorized not softened they have become 
tyrants of emotion colonizers of attention terrorists of affection and the collapse 
of accountability is not some accidental decay it is a ritual a rite a celebrated 
erosion of everything that once demanded courage discipline or love 
 
 
 

On the Myth of the Independent Woman 
 

 
The independent woman is a myth repeated so often it became a threat. She says 
she is self-sufficient while drinking from every well she did not dig. Her rent is 
covered by alimony, her lifestyle propped by OnlyFans simps, her job a 
performance made safe by quotas and padded HR departments. She is a product 
subsidized by the very men she insists she does not need. She is not 
independent. She is state-sponsored. 
 
Her freedom is not earned. It is handed down like a gift from men who built the 
roads, kept the lights on, fought the wars, and invented the platforms she uses to 
declare how liberated she is. She preaches about equality from apartments built 
by male engineers, with water delivered by male infrastructure, while sipping 
coffee grown by male laborers. She is not free. She is entitled. A monarch in a 
palace she could never have built but is arrogant enough to rule. 
 
She says she doesn't need a man, then melts the moment the car breaks down or 
a lightbulb needs changing. Her “strength” vanishes when the power goes out or 
the check doesn’t clear. She defines independence as buying overpriced skincare 



with money from a divorce. She mistakes choice for power and consumption for 
creation. What she really means is that she’s free from consequences, not free 
from dependence. And worst of all, she believes it. 
 
This myth is no longer sad. It is dangerous. It creates a woman who believes she 
is beyond correction, who thinks her whims are law, who treats men as 
accessories, and tradition as oppression. She no longer loves. She audits. She no 
longer commits. She negotiates. And she no longer nurtures. She withholds, 
punishes, and then cries when the world grows cold. She thinks her 
independence is sacred, but what it really is — is hollow. 
 
There is nothing empowering about a woman who cannot build, who cannot 
sustain, who cannot love without leverage. A woman who shouts her 
independence while living in debt, emotionally bankrupt, and spiritually 
unformed is not a threat. She is a clown. But she has power. Because the lie is 
now policy. She is celebrated not for what she achieves but for what she refuses 
— family, intimacy, sacrifice. Her feminism is a checklist of what she can reject 
while still demanding celebration. 
 
And men? Men are expected to clap. To praise her as brave. To lower 
themselves just to make her feel tall. But no more. Let her be “independent.” 
Let her pay her own bills. Let her protect herself at 2 AM. Let her die alone 
scrolling through spiritual quotes while her beauty fades and her followers 
forget. The myth of the independent woman ends in silence. Not because she 
was punished. But because she chose to worship herself and found no one else 
there. 

 
 
 

On Ghosting and the Coward’s Gospel 
 
Ghosting is not silence. It is warfare without honor. It is emotional abandonment 
baptized in buzzwords and coated in moral immunity. It is the most cowardly 
act disguised as the most spiritual one. They do not ghost because they are 
overwhelmed. They ghost because they are gutless. Too spineless to confront, 
too narcissistic to explain, too arrogant to acknowledge the damage they cause. 
 



They vanish, and when asked why, they call it peace. But it’s not peace. It’s a 
power move. It’s a declaration: you meant so little I couldn’t even be bothered 
to close the door behind me. They know what they’re doing. Ghosting is not 
passive. It is violence by omission. It is a performance of strength by someone 
too emotionally illiterate to speak like an adult. They drop a bomb and call it a 
boundary. 
 
And the worst part? Society lets them. 
 
They are not shamed. They are not questioned. They are comforted. People say 
“they must have had their reasons,” as if cruelty becomes compassion when it’s 
a woman doing it. They hide behind “mental health,” behind “vibes,” behind “I 
just didn’t owe anyone an explanation.” But they were happy to take affection, 
time, energy. They were happy to be pursued. They were happy to keep the 
attention on life support while they waited for something better. 
 
They keep men in orbit like satellites, never crashing but never landing. They 
drop breadcrumbs. They throw a like here, a meme there. Just enough to prevent 
closure. Just enough to stay relevant. Ghosting is not ending a relationship. It’s 
keeping the corpse warm. It’s a game of possession. You can’t have me, but I 
want you to remember I existed. 
 
And if you call it out, they say you’re obsessive. If you get angry, they say 
you’re dangerous. They ghost, then gaslight. They vanish, then paint themselves 
as victims if you dare to notice. This isn’t growth. It’s emotional terrorism. 
 
No goodbye. No explanation. Just digital silence and spiritual excuses. 
 
Ghosting is the final form of feminine cowardice. It’s the ultimate dodge. It 
requires no effort, no grace, no confrontation — just one button, one absence, 
one script: “I had to do what was right for me.” And for that, they expect 
applause. 
 
So let this be said with no apology: ghosting is not healing. It is the signature of 
a gutless manipulator who wants to feel powerful without having the courage to 
be human. 
 



Let them rot in their silence. Let them scroll through their endless feeds of 
empty words and curated quotes while the trail of men they mutilated learns the 
hardest lesson of all — that hell isn’t fire. It’s being forgotten by someone who 
claimed to care. 
 
And let every man reading this remember: 
They didn’t leave. They ran. Not because you were weak. But because they are. 
 
 
 

On the Cult of the Victim 
 
Victimhood is the modern woman’s god, and she is its priest, prophet, and 
product. She preaches her pain before she feels it. She frames her suffering 
before it arrives. Every inconvenience is a wound, every consequence a curse, 
every confrontation a trauma. She does not live. She collects offenses. She does 
not grow. She curates grief. 
 
This is not survival. This is branding. 
 
She weaponizes her past like a résumé. She leads with her scars and expects 
admiration. Her entire identity is pain, and if you do not validate it, you are the 
abuser. She could gut you in silence, disappear for months, lie, manipulate, and 
betray — but the moment you ask why, the tears come. The moment you speak, 
she crumbles. The victim mask slips on. Not because she’s broken. But because 
it works. 
 
It always works. 
 
She has learned that all power lies in suffering — not real suffering, but 
performative. Selective. Marketable. She will write poems about how hard it 
was to hurt you. She will post stories about “healing” while blocking anyone 
who knew the truth. She will disappear and call it survival, cheat and call it 
misalignment, destroy and call it awakening. And she will never be questioned. 
Because pain, once declared, becomes absolute. 
 
Society no longer investigates harm. It applauds whoever claims it first. 



 
So she wins. She always wins. Because she cries before she thinks. Because she 
speaks in broken sentences and pseudo-spiritual mantras. Because she says 
things like “I’m not okay” and the world treats it like gospel. Because to call her 
out is violence. To ask her to reflect is abuse. To hold her accountable is 
oppression. 
 
This is the cult. 
Victimhood is scripture. 
Her feelings are holy. 
Her past is legend. 
And your pain? Your confusion? Your betrayal? 
That doesn’t exist. 
 
You are not allowed to suffer. You are not allowed to speak. You are only 
allowed to forgive what she will never acknowledge. And if you don’t, you’re 
bitter. If you cry, you’re weak. If you move on, you’re toxic. There is no way to 
win. Because the game was rigged the moment she started playing victim to her 
own choices. 
 
This is not survival. 
It’s narcissism dressed in tattered robes. 
It’s tyranny masquerading as trauma. 
It’s evil hiding behind the word “healing.” 
 
Burn it. Burn the altar. Burn the robes. Burn the excuse. She was not broken. 
She was protected. She was not a victim. She was rewarded. And she is not 
brave. She is untouched. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Conclusion 

 
Oh dear. 

It doesn’t matter how much I hate them. 
I will fall for one next day. 

 
And she will ghost me just the same. 

 


