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Dedication



Weighing Love is dedicated to anyone who believes that they are not good enough, worthy enough or truly perfect, inside and out, just as they currently are. This book was written to show you that just as you need to put time and effort into making a relationship work with a spouse, family member or friend, that same time and effort, if not more, needs to be spent with yourself in order to ensure that relationship is strong, vital and authentic.
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The Intention Of This Book



This book was written with the intention of ultimately helping you fall in love with yourself, your body and your life through breaking free from ED (Eating Disorder) or any other dysfunctional relationship or connection that you have in your life.


For those of you who are choosing to break free from ED, it is a brave choice. I want you to acknowledge the power and strength you already have by just picking up this book. I also want to forewarn you that through this process of breaking free from ED and re-discovering who you truly are, there are going to be some uncomfortable feelings that may come along the way. Just remember that oftentimes in order to have breakthroughs like breaking free from ED, going through uncomfortable feelings often fueled by fears and uncertainty, is usually a necessary part of the process.


Just remember that those feelings are your fears and not reality. They are only uncomfortable feelings and you can push through them; they will become comfortable feelings as you move yourself out of your comfort zone and reach the other side: acceptance.


I promise you that this will all start to make more sense while you are going through this process.


Last, I want you to know that breaking free from ED, personal transformation and re-discovering who you are, is a journey that takes time. Please be patient with yourself, compassionate when you fall, and find the courage and strength that you have right now–the courage that allowed you to choose to want to read this book in the first place–to pick you back up again.


It is also very important to know that when we are in the process of changing and transforming into who we really are, we can and most likely will “slip up” by making a “mistake” such as falling back into old behaviors and patterns. This is a completely normal part of the transformational process. When this happens you can label yourself as being a failure and oftentimes it may feel like you want to give up on even trying to change.


We may even convince ourselves that we are not capable or deserving of being anybody different or having a different life, because we messed up. I am here to tell you that this couldn’t be further from the truth. Changing behaviors takes time and it is only normal that a slip up here and there will occur throughout the process.


It is at those times that you have the opportunity to pick yourself back up and continue working towards your goal, whatever that may be. Remember that the most successful people have all “failed” many times before they made it to the top of their game.


I say, let’s change the lens upon which we label and see the word “failure” and rather call it an “opportunity for learning more about ourselves.” It is through these learning opportunities that we gain valuable life experiences, which in turn allow us to grow more and more into who we truly are. It’s extremely beneficial to keep these types of thoughts in mind while you’re going through the process of personal transformation and re-discovery.


I have almost said everything I feel I need to say to you before you begin to read this book. I do suggest that you read through this book once. Then slowly read it again, only this time, do each of the exercises. Give yourself the amount of time needed to work through each exercise, without holding any judgments or expectations.


Just a few last thoughts before we begin:


(1) NOW is YOUR time to begin your journey in breaking free from ED. You wouldn’t have picked up this particular book on this particular day if it wasn’t meant to be any other way. I believe that we attract whatever we are truly asking for in our lives, and for some reason this book has landed in your hand today.


(2) NOW is YOUR time to begin your journey of re-discovering who you are through personal transformation. This is the reason why you are reading this book today.


(3) NOW is YOUR time to begin your journey of learning how to truly fall in love with yourself, your body and your life by becoming your own best friend.


ED may try to tell you differently along the way, but I am here to tell you that


YOU are worthy and deserving of all of this.


This is my intention for YOU.













Introduction



As I lay in my bed I looked around. My bedroom was no longer perfect like it used to be, it was a mess. It was a disaster. It was disgusting. There was absolutely no more love left in my room. My mirror was covered with self-hatred and self-doubt. My closet was filled with lies. My bed was filled with betrayal and lack of love. My pillow was soaked with sadness. Pain. Fear. My walls were smeared with guilt and regret. My curtains were covered in embarrassment and shame. My once perfect, pink and purple bedroom was no longer there. It was no longer there. Just like I was gone, my bedroom had disappeared too and manifested into something else. Something possessed by demons. ED had taken over, yet I had no idea.


This night was different, much different than any other night prior to it. I knew that I had taken my final straw. I knew that I needed to make a change in my life because I was now twenty years old. Turning twenty was a big reality kick in the ass for me.


If you look back to pictures of that night any outsider would think that I had a great twentieth birthday party. My boyfriend and all my friends were there. I was wearing a crown for heaven’s sake.


But behind that big smile that I always had on in public, I was crying inside. I felt fat. I felt stupid. I felt unloved. I felt lost. I felt really alone.


In my life there are a certain amount of times that I will have to do something; there is a certain amount of pain I let myself endure before I hit my version of rock bottom. My rock bottom is probably similar to most of yours, a lot lower than some of yours and possibly a lot higher than others. One way or another I would usually hit the ground so hard that my face would look completely deformed once I stood up. I would wake up and look in the mirror, completely unable to recognize my very own reflection; I was no longer myself.


He and I were both done with this relationship yet neither of us had the guts to officially end it. I smoked a lot of weed that night, hoping that maybe it wouldn’t make me be paranoid and more insecure of everything around me then when I was sober. Wrong.


I drank a lot thinking that would be the answer to becoming happier. Wrong. And then I did one more thing that night, which I had never done before–cocaine.


Happy Fucken Birthday Paula!!!


In my mind doing that one line of cocaine meant that I had officially given up on the person I thought I was going to be when I was a little girl. All the dreams I had created for myself were officially thrown out the door. I didn’t know who I was, what I was, what I was doing or where I was going in life.


The next morning I knew it was over. I knew things had to change because that wasn’t who I was; that wasn’t who I wanted to be. I came home a complete mess, fully knowing that was my last night of trying to keep doing what I had been doing year in and year out with my relationship, with myself and with my life in general.


I remembered hearing that the definition of insanity is when someone tries to do the same thing over and over again and expecting a different result to emerge. I guess at that point you could have called me insane because I was pretty much living my life in that exact manner. Doing the same things day-in and day-out hoping for different outcomes to take place.


I was living inside of a world filled with constant misery.


Actually, I was living inside of two different worlds.


Reality and fantasy land. Reality was ultimately filled with pain and a fantasy land, which I had created to cope with reality, was only occurring within my mind. My fantasy world is what kept me putting up with all the misery that I was enduring throughout my reality. Not only within my on-again, off-again, almost four year relationship, but in regards to my life as a whole.


My dream that we would one day wake up and be this different couple, these different people kept me clinging to him. Like a leech sucking blood out of a humans flesh I couldn’t let go of the thought of ‘us’. To the thought of what we once were. I needed to try harder right? I needed to give us a chance just one last time. The thing is, is that this just one last time occurred about 27831721893 times before that, always with the same outcome.


We would always engage in the same conversation. We would exchange our devotion and love for one another by stating how we would both try to be better, which would last for maybe a week, two tops. That would always be followed by a few weeks of pure bullshit, which would cause me to want to end it; but I couldn’t get past that just one last time mentality.


It wasn’t only in my romantic relationship that I was living out this just one last time mentality; it was also expressed within my relationship with food, my body and myself. I would engage in binges, weeks at a time, usually that coincided with the flow of my relationship.


Other times it would be expressed the opposite way as well. ED had a mind of his own where he would either punish me for being too happy or console me when I was feeling sad. I was living in a black and white world filled with high and lows, a completely yes and no city.


If my relationship was going well, ED was controlling me to be ‘good’ by trying to eat like a ‘normal person’ which in ED’s mind, meant dieting. Other times, he would punish me for being happy, for having a good day, by making me go to bed hating myself for my lack of self-control with food that night when he forced me to scarf down 4000 calories in one sitting, at 1 am mind you.


ED also didn’t hide himself from me during my weeks of hell with my boyfriend. He would disguise himself as some sort of doctor who spoke to me like he knew the right medicine which would make me feel better.


Truthfully all ED was, was a very uneducated anesthesiologist who only knew one thing, how to numb me.


ED’s medical plan prescribed that I engage in additional self-mutilation by stuffing my face day after day until the pain from my stomach outweighed the pain that was pounding through my ever exploding chest and mind. When I felt nauseous each morning and had irregular bowel movements I knew ED’s medication was working. Usually after a week of late night binging, he would incorporate some special teas, liquids or pills to help flush out all the excess toxins which were originally numbing but always caused my hips to stretch, my belly to bulge and my ass to expand.


A few tablespoons of mineral oil would sometimes do the trick or some diet pills would work too. But that seemed wrong, that seemed like I had an eating disorder or something and God knows I was smarter than that. I once tried throwing up and I remember sitting over the toilet with my fingers down my throat and the only thought that came to my mind was, “Paula you are not bulimic, you don’t have an eating disorder, get up and go to your room.”


That’s how ED manipulated me, by telling me I was not one of ‘those’ people. Due to the fact that ED’s prescription did not involve toilets or not eating, I did not believe I was engaging in any behavior that was really harmful, physically or psychologically.


I now know that’s completely and utterly untrue.


ED became the spokesperson for my new love in life, Diet Teas. I could eat whatever I wanted and ED convinced me that it would erase all the calories eight hours later as they came streaming from my ass. So I guess ED did incorporate a toilet into his prescription after all, yet because it was coming from my behind rather than my front I didn’t think there was a problem. That’s how normal people go to the washroom. So I was just having some fun the night before and adding in some assistance with the release. That’s normal right? Wrong.


I wanted to lose twenty pounds so this is what people do when they want to lose weight right? Wrong. But that’s what ED convinced me to believe and let me tell you he is the most manipulative son of a bitch I’ve ever met, so I always believed him.


Let’s get back to that night. Since I was twenty now, I felt that I could no longer waste any time. I did not want to wake up at twenty-five and still be sitting in the same place that I was sitting at when I was eighteen. I knew I wanted more. I knew I had to try, but where the heck did I begin?


When it comes to everything in my life, I write to express, to figure out, to explore, to tap into my soul. So I grabbed a piece of paper and a pen and just began to watch my insides unfold. I will not go into details of the letter I wrote that night as it has no importance to my story but the overall theme was related to me knowing that I needed to leave, to get out, to move forward.


I had written countless letters just like this one up until this period so my boyfriend probably didn’t even notice the big difference in this one. However, this letter was streaming from a much deeper and truer place than I had ever written from before. This shift was completely related to the search I was on for finding my true self. I had been on this search since the young age of nine, although I didn’t even realize it. Completely and utterly unconscious. Completely unaware.


I wanted to find my way out of this maze which was my life, out of ED’s Haunted House. I was searching for myself, one with real freedom, self-love, self-expression and independence. Even though I didn’t really know if I would ever achieve this, I knew that I needed to at least try.


Just like always, whenever I would make such a bold decision, there would be two voices conversing inside my head. I now realize one was ED’s voice and the other was my true self talking.


I didn’t know this that night. For some reason though, I chose to listen to the voice which had been suppressed inside of me for so long now; it was so loud now that it was screaming to me at the top of its lungs; “Paula, how much longer are you going to treat yourself like this? How much longer are you going to put your life, your dreams, your inspirations second for a relationship you aren’t even sure fits you properly? How in heaven’s name are you going to be able to be with someone if you don’t know who you even are? How is it possible that you can contribute anything to a relationship with another human being if you are not even sure whose reflection you are looking at when you look in the mirror? How are you going to ever truly love somebody the way that you want and receive that love in return, if you don’t even love yourself? How? Why? When are you going to put your foot down and change?”


That voice had spoken to me for years now. I just ignored it. Well actually fear, denial and uncertainty caused me to ignore it, not to mention ED’s confusing manipulative games.


That night, however, my true self could no longer hide from me anymore. For some reason I couldn’t put it under the blanket, shove it under the rug, stuff it in the closet or lock it in a box. This voice was oozing out of every inch of my body, dripping from my nose, pouring from my sweat, salivating from my mouth.


It was now unavoidable. It was not only taking a stand but it was doing so with purpose, determination, and motivation. Somehow fear, denial, uncertainty and ED took a back seat that night, which I am so grateful for because if they had been sitting in the driver’s seat like they had always been up until this point, who knows where I would be today.


*




March 14.2006


Today is my birthday; I am now twenty years old. This is the first day of a new time in my life where I should let go of all my teenage insecurities and try to look and move forward as a mature young woman. I recognize the fact that there are many things which I want to fix and improve about myself and within my life, but that if they don’t change all at once or even right away when I try and things don’t work out the way I want them to, I can always try again.





*


Eating Disorders have particular stereotypes around them. Just as I did, many people assume that because they are not hunched over a toilet bowl and they’re not super skinny to the point where they need to be hospitalized, that they do not in fact have an Eating Disorder.


I know some of you didn’t pick up this book because you believe you have an Eating Disorder. Some of you might have. Some of you may be turned off from this book already because the whole term Eating Disorder is making you feel like you cannot relate to the information that I am going to present to you.


I invite all of you to give this book a chance by beginning to understand why I am presenting the term Eating Disorder within this first paragraph.


The DSM (Diagnostic Statistical Manual) is a book that Psychologists and Psychiatrists use in order to label, categorize, identify and diagnose individuals with particular disorders. Eating Disorders are found within this book and amongst them there are specific categories depicting each particular diagnosis. If an individual fits into one of these categories as they’re outlined, they can be given that specific diagnosis. Similarly, if they do not fit into any of these categories then they would not receive a diagnosis. You may be asking yourself, “What happens to those people who do not fit into the box as decided by whoever wrote the DSM? Does that mean they are not worthy of receiving care and attention for treatment for their unhealthy relationship with food and their bodies?”


In some cases, yes, this is very true.


This is the kind of real-world context through which most people see Eating Disorders. I am not saying that the DSM is entirely wrong, incorrect or something I do not believe. What I am saying, however, is that from my experience of being a young female with lots of female friends, I feel the term Eating Disorder needs to have a broader spectrum of symptoms and behaviors associated with it. We need to look at it through a different lens.


The truth is:


• Eating Disorders affect individuals of all shapes and sizes.


• Eating Disorders affect individuals who do not even believe they have an Eating Disorder.


• Eating Disorders affect even those who may seem the most unlikely to be living with one.


I know this because I lived it. I never thought I had an Eating Disorder.


Well I shouldn’t say never. There was one time in my late teens where I remember crying hysterically to my boyfriend at the time and his mother, shouting, “I think I have an Eating Disorder!” over and over. Yet, nothing ever came from this seeming revelation because the truth was I wasn’t super skinny, I wasn’t hunched over a toilet bowl and because everything else seemed to be normal in my life, I felt that whatever I was going through emotionally during that time was a result of the fact that I was having a hard time losing twenty pounds.


Those twenty pounds, those four extra sizes that I thought I needed to shrink, kept me locked inside of a prison, a prison that lay within my mind. A prison that was filled with rights and wrongs, good and bads, black and whites, and all or nothings. A prison that had me become completely disconnected from my body, food and lastly myself, so much that all I could focus my energy on was the shape and size of my body. The number on the scale. The number of calories I ate. The number of calories I burned. The plan I had to follow in order to attain the right numbers, the right size and the perfection of my body.


I was a young girl growing up in the 90s, living in a relatively big city, where fashion images surrounded me, television shows promoted this idea of perfection and all of my friends were also overly concerned about the shape and size of their bodies. This to me was normal. Completely and utterly normal.


It wasn’t until my forth year at university when I was studying psychology and reading about Eating Disorders in my textbook that the reality of my situation hit me. What I had considered to be normal up until this point was no longer seen as normality, but something much more extreme.


Even though the specific categories outlined for Eating Disorders that I was reading about did not perfectly relate to anything that I was currently doing, there was certainly an overlap. I would say that about 90% of my behaviors and actions at this time were in complete alliance with one of the particular Eating Disorder categorizes.


Yet, if I were to go to a typical treatment center that only helped individuals who fit the categories completely, I would have not received any treatment, because I wasn’t “sick enough” in a sense. It is no kidding that many individuals who are dealing with issues around weight, their bodies and food live in silence and do not communicate how they are truly feeling out of fear of being rejected or ridiculed that there is nothing “wrong” with them as a result of not being “sick enough”.


The ironic thing is that when I went to go get help for my eating disorder my own mind convinced me that I wasn’t “sick enough” to even get help. I work with many clients, who express the same idea.


What I have learned is that feeling of not being “sick enough” occurs because of two reasons. One is the effect of living in a world that has stereotypical ideas around what Eating Disorders are. Add to that the fact that people living with Eating Disorders often don’t even believe they have an Eating Disorder; their mind convinces them otherwise.


The truth of the matter is that Eating Disorders can occur on a broader spectrum of behaviors and symptoms.


The Eating Disorder that I had did not disrupt my ability to participate in life, though it did affect it. I definitely wasn’t at the end degree where I needed to be hospitalized as I was still able to go to school, participate in extracurricular activities, eat food and hang out with my friends. My weight was viewed as normal and because of that no one would ever think just by looking at me, that my relationship with my body, food and myself were extremely dysfunctional and unhealthy.


I think because no one said anything, I just assumed that thinking this way was once again normal. When I lost those twenty pounds everything else would fix itself for the better. Boy was I wrong. For over a decade of my life I lived this way and thought this way. A decade too long.


This is why I wanted to write this book, to help you from spending any more of your precious time being preoccupied with food, your body and the way that you look. This is why I have dedicated my entire career around this, because I know firsthand what it feels like to truly not feel comfort in your own skin. In this book, I would like to introduce you to ED and re-educate you about what Eating Disorders are and the spectrum that I believe is associated with them, ranging from mild-moderate-high.


All of the views expressed in this book are culled from my own experience both professionally and personally.


Let me be clear in telling you what this book is NOT about. This book isn’t about trying to fit yourself into a box–not even on the spectrum of whether you feel that you have an Eating Disorder or not. Nowhere in this book do I delve into this spectrum. I simply want to share this knowledge with you to increase your awareness of your own relationship with yourself, your body and food and to also encourage you to transform those relationships in whatever capacity you are looking to do for yourself.


I also wanted to create a platform where the stigma associated with the term Eating Disorders could change and rather be seen through a different lens, one in which any and all individuals who feel they are preoccupied with food, their body and their weight more than they would like to be, can not only come together, but receive help and guidance in transforming those relationships in their lives. This and nothing more is the goal.


In the course of this book, I will walk you through tips and tricks that will help guide you through


• Gaining awareness of ED


• Separating from ED


• Awakening your authentic self


For it is going through these three important steps that you will truly be able to fall in love with yourself, your body and your life the way you always dreamed was possible.


I truly look forward, and am honored, to be a part of this important process in your life.













Part One



The Concept of Weighing Love


The size of my pants should be smaller, but it isn’t.


The number on my scale shouldn’t be this number, but it is.


The amount of calories I ate today should have been less, but it wasn’t.


The total number of calories I burned off today should have been more, but that never happened.


A number on a scale. The size of your pants. The amount of calories you ate today. The total number of calories you burned off today.


Each of these numbers holds so much power, so much influence, so much impact on your day. For it is through these numbers that you have begun to learn about who you are, who you should be, what you should look like and what you shouldn’t.


It is through these numbers that you have been essentially Weighing Love–love for yourself that is.


I know this because I have lived it. For years the number on the scale held so much power as to govern who I viewed myself to be.


If the number was acceptable, I could continue my day feeling good. If the number was unacceptable and completely wrong, I would know that I was wrong, that I needed to change, lose weight and be skinnier.


Nowhere in these statements did I differentiate between my external body and my internal self. Somewhere along the way, the shape and size of my body overtook my entire being. The person that I was inside did not matter as much, hold as much importance or value, when my external appearance and my body was always weighing in wrong.


I share this with you to talk about something that I have learned, both professionally and personally, has extreme influential power on individuals’ lives and that is the whole concept of Weighing Love.


The number on a scale, the size of a piece of clothing and the amount of calories consumed or burned off hold so much more than just a numeric value.


These numbers have become a means to represent who we see ourselves as.


These numbers have become a way for us to categorize ourselves as good or bad, worthy or unworthy, good enough or not good enough.


These numbers have become a means to dictate whether or not we can go to the beach, try on those shorts, buy that slice of pizza and most importantly truly love ourselves or not.


Thinking this way has led many people to become overly preoccupied with food, their bodies, their weight and their appearance.


This usually occurs automatically as a means of trying to control what is really going on in a person’s life. There is a lack of what I like to call positive self-TALK.


Self-TALK is an acronym that I made up, standing for:






• self-Trust


• self-Acceptance


• self-Love


• self-Knowledge








Each of these terms holds enormous value in influencing how we view ourselves, relate to ourselves and think about ourselves daily. When we do not embody a positive self-TALK, we often turn to external means such as calorie-counting, weighing ourselves daily to have a reference point as to where we stand that day, restricting, obsessing over how many calories we burned at the gym or being attached to a certain pant size, all as a means of telling us our worth. If these numbers fit into what we perceive to be acceptable, then we can feel good about ourselves that day. But what happens, if they do not?




You may go on a diet.


You may begin to increase your cardio at the gym.


You may avoid mirrors.


You may avoid shopping.


You may begin to compare your body to others.


You may begin to compare yourself to others.


You may turn to others to bring you your happiness.


You may no longer engage in activities you enjoy because you do not feel comfortable in your own skin.


You may restrict your daily food intake.


You may begin to binge eat.


You may weigh yourself daily or even multiple times a day.


You may purge–through diet pills, diet teas, laxatives, vomiting or over-exercise.


You may call yourself fat and not good enough.


You may be hard on yourself and self-critical.


You may beat yourself up by binging or engaging in other acts of self-harm.


You may begin to see food no longer as something that is meant to nourish, but through black and white lens where everything can now be categorized as either good or bad food, right or wrong foods.


You may begin to feel bad about yourself because of these numbers.


You may begin to essentially define yourself according to these numbers.


You may view your self-worth based on these numbers.


Ultimately, you may no longer truly love yourself as a result of these numbers.





These numbers are no longer just numbers. Things that we learned in kindergarten that allow us to count, to do math and to understand how to interact with money. These numbers have now become something more, something that hold enormous power; they in turn dictate whether you are deserving of truly receiving love. Love from yourselves, love from others, and love from the world around you. You may feel that you are in loving relationships with everything I just mentioned but the truth is that unless and until you are able to see these numbers for what they are, just numbers, this is not entirely true.


As a result of feeling this way you may begin to try to control everything around you, to ensure that everything is set up right so you can attain that number which you have in mind. The number that is deemed and considered perfect. The number that you believe once reached will give you what you are truthfully looking for in all of this–permission to love yourself.


For it is self-love that we are all truly yearning for, not a number on a scale, a particular pant size or the perfect numbers consumed or burned off.


For me learning how to actually embody this notion of self-love was extremely difficult, especially because I didn’t even realize that I was engaging in all of these types of behaviors as a means to attain it. I had it all backwards. For me the notion of loving myself completely could only occur when I liked the way my body looked. My body was used as a scapegoat and reasoning as to why I was not allowed to love myself. My body was the reason that I wasn’t fully happy, couldn’t be free to do whatever I truly wanted, couldn’t choose to wear that outfit or couldn’t feel confidence in who I was.


My body was the thing that needed to change, or so I thought.


Yet, the truth is it is about so much more than just having a perfect body shape. It’s about loving yourself for everything you are, everything you are not, everything you once were and everything you are working to be.


Loving yourself comes from knowing that no matter what happens inside of you, that whatever fears appear, you’ll see them and not allow them to stop you because you believe you are worthy of trying to create the life of your dreams.


Learning how to fall in love with yourself is so important. I cannot believe we are never taught this alongside math and science in grade school. For when you truly love yourself there is no greater feeling; you are exuding that sense of love throughout your entire being, proud of who you are and what you represent.


When you have a solid love for yourself the way in which you interact in life is a lot brighter and everything around you positively shifts. This feeling has nothing to do with a number on a scale, the amount of calories you burned off, the amount of calories you ate or the size of your pants. Rather this feeling results from you truly accepting yourself for who you are today.


As you grow to trust, accept, love and know yourself, the same will begin to develop towards your body.


Because truly loving yourself also showcases itself through treating your body with the respect and love it deserves. You show this through the foods that you eat, the water you drink, the movement you allow it, the amount of rest you provide it and through having the gratitude for everything it can do for you.




For not calling it names.


For not cursing at it when it looks different than you think it should look like.


For asking it for forgiveness when you do not treat it the way it deserves.





The notion of self-acceptance is also highly related to loving your body. For it is through firstly accepting your body for what it is today that you are on the road towards truly loving it. Yet, for so many of us this concept of self-acceptance, especially when it comes to our bodies feels utterly impossible. Instead, so many of us get focused on our weight and the size of our body to be the thing that should give us the love and happiness we are truly searching for. We begin to believe that if we can manipulate our weight, if we can change the shape of our bodies then we will be happy. We begin to only see our bodies as what they look like and how much they weigh and we overlook all the amazing things that they do for us each day.


Digestion is ignored and seen as something that our bodies should just do automatically for us.


Having legs to walk is just seen as a normal part of life and not viewed as a gift.


Breathing is something that we take for granted and we ignore the enormous power it has in keeping us alive.


From living this way, we have created a disconnection from our bodies and ultimately from ourselves. This can cause us to treat our bodies in ways it doesn’t deserve.


We fail to give our body love when we choose to starve it for a day, restrict what it can eat by going on another fad diet that never works or stuffing it full of food to deal with our emotions.


We fail to listen to our body when pain arises and it is trying to tell us something is off and asking to be heard. Rather, we simply get upset and angry, as this pain is nothing but a hassle and a disruption to our day.


Our body is much wiser than we give it credit and it can only handle so much abuse, whether that be mental, emotional or physical, until it gives up and completely fights back through physical symptoms and pain.


• To truly love your body is to know your body and trust that when these symptoms come up it is your body’s way of trying to communicate with you that something is unbalanced in your mental, emotional or physical life.


• To truly love your body is to listen to it when it speaks to you and to respond accordingly.


• To truly love your body is so much more than just your weight on a scale, your pant size or the shape of your buttocks. To love your organs, the tissues, the bones, the muscles, the fat, the hair, the skin, the blood, the plasma and the cells.


• To love your body truly means to accept it for what it is, what it isn’t, what you wish it was and what it may be.


• To truly love yourself and your body, you must first re-establish this connection that you had with it and yourself as a young child.


• To truly love yourself and your body fully you must know that you are deserving of that.


• To truly love yourself and your body fully you must fall in love with food and see it as a gift and an ally, rather than the enemy.


• To truly love yourself and your body fully you must accept that you currently do not.


• To truly love yourself and your body fully you must believe that you can and will.


As much as I love everything I have written about in this last section of the book, in hopes of connecting and sharing with you the importance of loving yourself and your body, I do recognize that by me simply saying all of these points to you, doesn’t mean that this way of thinking, acting and being, is magically going to happen overnight.


I know that what you are looking for is much more than just words. You are looking for practical steps that you can implement in your life, which in turn allows you to fall in love with yourself, your body and your life.


Because I have your best interest at heart, I decided to write the next section of this book as more of a workbook that will walk you through practical steps that you can use to help transform your relationship with yourself, your body and your life.


I am going to walk you through exercises that will take this knowledge from a place of simply recognizing that things are not exactly what you would like them to be, to a place where actual results begin to occur. These exercises are meant to allow you to look at yourself and your life in a way in which you might have never looked at it before. They are meant to enable you to understand your relationship with yourself, your body and your life in a very intimate way.


For it is the part of you that resides deep inside that we need to focus our initial attention on. By diving down into the depths of yourself, past the surface level that is filled with particular numbers and ideas of what you should look like, we can begin to truly address the importance of developing a positive self-TALK.


Unlike dieting which serves only as a temporary “fix”, learning how to truly adopt a positive self-TALK into your everyday life results in real and lasting changes not only in all areas of your life but changes that will last for a lifetime.


This is what I want for you, not some quick and easy “solution” that never lasts. You deserve to fall in love with yourself, your body and your life–for the rest of your life!
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