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PRAISE FOR FITNESS FOR EVERY BODY


“Meg Boggs is an icon and the fitness role model we desperately need. This book is a game changer for anyone who wants to feel better, get stronger, and approach fitness without the harmful distraction of diet culture. Let’s all say it louder: Fitness has no size.”

—Caroline Dooner, bestselling author of The F*ck It Diet

“If you’re a woman who’s sick of being told that your body is too big to be athletic, or that you’ll only be able to accomplish tough physical feats if you look like a fitness model, this book is for you. Part memoir, part anti-diet manifesto, and part strength-training guide, Fitness for Every Body offers the liberating perspective that your body is capable of so much more than diet culture gives it credit for—from lifting heavy weights to handling challenges like pregnancy and delivery, mental illness, and whatever else life throws at you.”

—Christy Harrison, MPH, RD, author of Anti-Diet

“Meg is the definition of REAL. This world needs more women like her, who prove that no matter who you are, your body should be celebrated for all that it can do.”

—Lauren Fisher, seven-time CrossFit Games athlete and founder of Grown Strong

“As a long-time follower of Meg, I feel as though I’ve gotten a front-row seat at her evolution in the last couple of years. I’ve learned from her, been in awe of her, and just truly fell in love with her ability to break through barriers and hate when it comes to her fitness and her body.

With Fitness for Every Body Meg helps peel that journey back a bit, taking you through facts, combined with experience, that relate to anyone of any size. She uses her story to vehicle a message that everyone needs to hear, learn from, and be empowered by. I think this book is especially important for anyone who lives with thin privilege to identify and dismantle the systems that cause so much fatphobia and weight stigma in our society and learn how we can collectively be a better support to ALL bodies.

This is the book I would pass down to my children to read. I would be honored if my kids would have a woman like Meg Boggs to aspire to.”

—Sarah Nicole, blogger at The Birds Papaya
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For my daughter, Maci.

And for all the fitness warriors who deserve more representation.
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PART 1 The Part Where We Introduce Ourselves


WHY I’M WRITING THIS

First, breathe. Sometimes everything gets so overwhelming that we forget this simple practice. So, let’s breathe; let’s breathe deeply, meaningfully, and with a big “hell yes” as you exhale all of those old, toxic thoughts that convinced you to do uncomfortable things to your body so others could be more comfortable around you. Because it’s about time we stop feeling so fucking uncomfortable. So, breathe. Whew. Doesn’t that feel better?

Now we can start: Hi, I’m Meg. I’m just your average full-of-emotion thirtysomething, living in Texas, trying to stay positive among all the chaos that comes with life’s twists and turns. I’m a woman, wife, and mother who happens to be plus-size and is kinda-sorta-basically obsessed with fitness.
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I’m not the transformational weight-loss story you might be used to seeing when bodies like mine are acknowledged in fitness. And that’s exactly why I wrote this book.



Even though I’ve called myself a lot of different things during my life, only about a year ago did I start referring to myself as an athlete. I changed it in my Instagram bio and everything, so it’s pretty serious, and I finally feel proud to call myself that. (Because it’s exactly what I am.) It’s taken a while to start calling myself that. I’ve spent my life in a body that hasn’t been accepted by society, and that hasn’t been easy. I’ve fallen into the deep pits of diet-culture hell. I’ve clawed my way out of depression multiple times (and counting). I’ve faced my fears and failed. I’ve faced my fears and soared gloriously. I’ve believed all the myths and false truths about fitness and fatness and everything in between. But living through all these experiences has taught me so much. I’ve self-discovered in ways that I never thought possible, and it has changed my life. I wish I could say that it was because of a formula that I learned, a method that I could then share with you. I don’t know the formula. I don’t even know if there is a formula. But I’ll be damned if I don’t try to pick apart the pieces of what I’ve found and share it with you, because I wish that someone had shared their “formula” with me.

Like every little girl, I had dreams for myself when I was younger. Sometimes I imagined myself on a stage. Other times I imagined myself winning a championship. The dreams felt endless. But at some point, I grew up and I suddenly understood that my dreams were not endless, that they were not achievable, that they would only ever be dreams. And not because of lack of talent or ability, but instead, because of lack of approval. I realized that the body I was born in might not be the body given permission to live fearlessly toward dreams. I can still feel the sun’s heat on my face and the wall of my middle school pressed roughly against my back, as I sat on the dirt, devastated after being called “fat.” My bullies’ roaring laughter has burned itself into my memory. I can still feel the force of the volleyball hitting my head in high school, moments before I was removed from a gym class for finally losing my shit toward girls who loved to make fun of me because I wasn’t a size 2. And there are more memories.

This life of rejection, of disapproval, this is the life I lived for years. It’s the life a lot of women—or anyone who doesn’t conform to a traditional beauty standard—live. Eventually, these put-downs and the constant barrage of weight-loss ads and marketing tactics by a billion-dollar industry win out. Women cave, spending all of their time, money, and energy on achieving the unattainable beauty standard. How do I know this? Because it is exactly what I did.

After I gave up on athletics, I spent years focused on music and education. I always had a poetic and musical side to me, and because of my body’s size, pursuing this nonphysical path just seemed like the right answer, the best option for me to be successful. I even got a fine arts degree and started teaching. But throughout all of that time, I struggled. Even though it had no bearing on my daily tasks, I felt as if nothing I did was ever going to be good enough or appreciated enough until I was living in a thin body. Like many bombarded by diet culture, I assumed that being thin and fit was the key to happiness. That it was the golden ticket to discovering what it’s like to achieve your dreams. (Or at least given the permission to reach for them.) I spent years constantly trying to lose weight.

Then everything changed: I had a daughter. After “finally” losing weight, I just gained it right back during my pregnancy. Plus, I suffered from postpartum depression. I lived in a sea of shame and was functioning on an approximate level of WTF. But in moments of clarity, I would remember the most important thing: I had a daughter. All I could think about was that I would not let her learn to hate herself the way that I did. And that she would especially not learn any of it from me. I once read a quote from the Instagram account Beauty Redefined that said, “Your body is an instrument, not an ornament,”1 and it has stuck with me ever since.

So, here I am, keeping that promise to myself. Being true to everything that I know I am. An athlete. A mother. And now, an author. And I have some important things to tell you:


1. Fitness Is for Everybody and Every Body

So, let’s get one thing clear right now. Fitness is for everybody and looks different on every body. No matter your shape, your size, your background, your capabilities, your strength, or your cardiovascular endurance. (Do you see my point? It bears repeating.) It’s for everybody. Including the women who have gone most of their lives without ever seeing themselves represented in the fitness world outside of a “before” photo. Including every woman who has ever felt invisible in a world that refuses to see her for more than her body, which is unfortunately, and most likely, every woman.

In the spring of 2015, I was told at my annual gynecologic appointment that I most likely couldn’t have a healthy pregnancy because of my weight, because of that specific number penciled on my chart. I was immediately instructed to try dieting and exercise, which was not new advice. But the fear and shame I was filled with pushed me over the edge. So, in full panic mode, I bought some big T-shirts from Walmart, a water bottle, a cheap workout mat, and showed up to a gladiator-style outdoor-group fitness workout. And I threw up everywhere. Literally. I came in dead last on every single exercise we did. I could not transition from the ground to a standing position without pausing to breathe and so missing parts of the workout. I could not move my three-hundred-plus-pound body without feeling as if my bones were about to break. The laughing voices in my head echoed, as years of judgmental eyes and passive-aggressive words regarding my weight flooded my thoughts. I felt helpless. I felt like a body like mine couldn’t be called fit—it just wasn’t meant for me. I felt like I was constantly some “in-progress” version of me that didn’t have the opportunity, much less the permission, to love her body enough to just move for movement’s sake. So, I lived with a constant burden. The burden of self-hate. The burden of society’s culture screaming at me to change. The burden of giving up and giving in. The burden of being fat.

For years, I spent hours measuring my body, carefully and obsessively weighing it, and exercised solely to lose weight. I did not consider myself someone who is in love with fitness, who thrives off the energy it gives me, who loves gaining muscle, who chugs protein shakes before getting my fitness on, who has competed in powerlifting competitions and combines, and who doesn’t give a crap about anyone looking my way as I set up my phone to record myself squatting hundreds of pounds and overhead pressing with sixty-pound dumbbells, and then crushing it because I feel like I crushed it. (Side note: Recording is an incredible way to see how your body moves during a workout. Seeing its capabilities, rather than its hindrances, is empowering.)

I believed that narrative handed to me by society. The one screaming “You are not enough” until my ears bled. I envisioned a life for myself that involved symmetrical visible abs and a thigh gap. I craved for the moment my clavicle would finally protrude and be seen. (It never happened, even in the dark pits of my eating disorder.) I would ignore the little moments that were happening. The ones when I completed eight reps instead of five. The times when my squat got a little deeper. The times when I felt faster, my breath less shallow, and my shaking arms seemed just a little less shaky. For years, I ignored the little moments that were slowly but surely changing my life. I pushed them down further and further and pretended that I had no place to own them until my body looked a certain way. So, I looked down more. I squeezed the fat on my sides more. I sucked in more. I stayed in my little corner of the gym more. I didn’t feel as if fitness was meant for me. I believed that only a successful weight-loss story would give me the space I didn’t even think I deserved to take up.

My mind was filled with so much chaos and negative energy throughout these years. I would search the term plus-size fitness and see only exercises being modified for a body like mine. I wanted to grab weights and be a badass, but self-doubt won every single time. I found myself modifying every movement for the entire duration of a workout. I made sure not to push myself too much for fear of hurting myself. I was under the impression that as I was a plus-size woman, things just needed always to be modified. At least until I was no longer the fat girl working out. I was convinced it was going to be impossible for me to dive into fitness until I had a body that looked “fit.” I didn’t understand that thinness and fitness don’t have to be the same thing.

I felt like this until I gave birth to my daughter, Maci. Something clicked as I showed up to work out at eight weeks postpartum. Something inside me screamed as I squatted down, and it brought back memories of feeling as though my bones were about to break again. But something else clicked. I took a deep-ass breath as I shifted my body off my knees into a full plank position. I can still feel the gust of wind that whooshed across my face the moment I began to lower my body downward the best that I could. I got about two inches down and then pushed back up. It was my very first attempt at a push-up that wasn’t modified. It wasn’t much, but it happened. The feeling of that gust of wind will stay with me forever. It still changes my life every day.

Soon I started sharing these inspirational small moments of mine on social media, and people started paying attention. I get asked “How?” in response to my workouts every single day. There isn’t an answer to that question. I complete these workouts because I can, because my body was built for it. I realize this concept is new to a lot of people. It’s quite shocking to see a body such as mine do things that “should” be modified. I don’t have the traditional “fitness” body. But neither do a lot of the most badass athletes in the world. That’s just facts.


So, here’s the secret. (But, really, it’s no secret. And we’ll talk a whole lot more later about why fitness is for every fucking body, among many other things.) Here’s a way to give yourself the chance at a gust-of-wind moment:



Know that you are stronger and more capable than you allow yourself to believe. Yes, you! Start with the nonmodified exercise. Even if you can only do one rep, half of one rep, or the tiny beginning of a tiny beginning of the rep, do it. Try it. Sound crazy or impossible? Then you’re ready for it.

Promise yourself that you will always start without the modification. So what if you finish only one rep? That’s still freaking awesome. Just keep at it: transition back to the modification, and on the next set, start with the nonmodified one again. Little by little, my two-inch push-up transitioned into full-range-of-motion push-ups to pauses to balancing on medicine balls all within the last year. I spent my first few years of doing push-ups on my knees, assuming I needed to, assuming that push-ups were meant for a smaller body. The voices in my head and all over the internet shouted that I wasn’t ready and that everything needed to be modified for my plus-size body.

Changing the narrative around plus-size bodies and fitness starts by changing the narrative that we tell ourselves. We are capable of doing incredible things with our bodies: it is possible. We are more than just the modification. We are part of the fitness world. Screw the judgments or the looks that may come our way as we step out of our comfort zones. They mean nothing compared to what we can and will accomplish when we get out of our own way.

So, show up and get your fitness on. No matter your size or shape.

2. We Are Tired

To be honest, we are so fucking tired.

Tired of sitting at dinner tables filled with anxiety as we consider what others will think of what we eat. Tired of answering questions about our diet habits while waiting to see the doctor for a sprained ankle. Tired of walking into clothing stores and quickly realizing the largest size is seven sizes smaller than what we wear. Tired of watching movies and shows where our bodies are almost never represented or, even when they are, are portrayed as sad or funny—never normal. Tired of all the weight-loss ads promising a new, shinier version by starving ourselves. Tired of being told that losing weight would be the answer to all of our problems. Tired of the fatphobia that sucks the life out of us all and profits off it by the billions. Tired of being called brave for feeling beautiful and sexy in a larger body. Tired of living in a world that celebrates weight loss at literally any cost. It is beyond mentally and emotionally exhausting.

I spent years convinced I wasn’t worthy of celebrating my body. I assumed that loving your body was only for those who achieved “better” bodies, smaller bodies. I grew up reading the magazine headlines. I heard the intense screams of Jillian Michaels. I felt the eyes as I stepped into a pool wearing a T-shirt and shorts. I heard the laughs as I drew a heart around my crush’s name on my middle school book cover. I felt the shame as the department store worker said, “Sorry, but we don’t carry that size.” I felt the hunger consume me with every breath. I saw the number on the scale dropping as the number of times I felt self-hate rose. I felt my life passing right by. I believed a truth that was never my own. And I’m still not completely sure how, but somehow, I woke up.

Now I feel hopeful: I know better now, and I refuse to allow this to be my narrative anymore. Now women such as Lizzo are being celebrated. Women such as Tess Holliday are on magazine covers. Now I am celebrating myself, too.

But things don’t change overnight. I see the looks of disgust as I begin wearing the clothes that I love. I get criticism for loving fitness but not losing weight. I read comments questioning my health. It still sucks sometimes. And it still hurts. The old narrative still tries to win. But no matter the number of times critics scream “diabetes” or “glorifying obesity,” whether it’s to make their millions of dollars or whether it’s to deal with their own internal battles, I still celebrate.

Society’s idea of me is not my narrative anymore. (But I’m exhausted enough by it to last me a lifetime if I choose to let it.)


Because ALL of our bodies are worth the biggest celebration imaginable for being here and our best in a world full of fatphobic, health-concern-trolling bullshit. There, I said it.



We don’t need twisted motivational strategies. We need acceptance. We need representation. We need inclusion. We need the message to be that our worth has nothing to do with our weight.

If anyone cares about changing lives, that’s the message that will change people. Because for the first time, it will come from a place of self-love, not from a place of self-hate. We are tired of being told to hate ourselves enough to change. We were not born to be forced into miserably shrinking our bodies. We were not born to be labeled. We were not born to be belittled or displaced by society. We were not born to feel like a burden on society.
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It starts with a simple thank-you. Your body deserves to feel that every once in a while.



We deserve to live out loud and for it to be normal and beautiful to see. To earn promotions. To dance our hearts out. To break records. To lift heavy weights. To fall in love. To wear swimsuits. To be main characters with real and complex story lines. To feel represented. To not hide ourselves anymore. Because shrinking ourselves for the comfort of others has never been the answer. Bodies are meant to be different shapes and sizes. They all deserve to take up the space that they take up. They all deserve respect and love and the opportunity to live a full life.

Now I train several times per week (plus a killer hot yoga sesh). I’m strong as hell—I frequently challenge some of the men that I train with. And I’m the healthiest that I have ever been, both physically and mentally.

For me to begin appreciating my body, I had to let go of this false narrative that the most important aspect of health is what you can see rather than what you can feel. And let me tell you, I feel amazing and strong and in love with my journey. (Even though society says I should feel otherwise and that I am not trying hard enough to be thin.)

The way your body looks and is shaped has never been the problem. You owe society nothing. You are allowed to focus on your health without any sort of aesthetic reasoning. Fitness has no size. We’ve just been conditioned to believe that is does.




[image: Image]






PART 2 The Part Where We Talk about How Thinness and Fitness Are Not the Same Thing


BREAKING UP WITH DIET CULTURE

What Is Diet Culture?

Diet culture might be a new term to you, or it might be a phrase that you’ve heard over and over as you began unpacking all of the damage it’s caused you over your lifetime. Regardless, it’s a big part of our society, and a lot of the time we don’t even realize its presence until we are trying to escape it, just to find it everywhere we look. Which is fucked-up and infuriating.

So, what exactly is it? Christy Harrison, an anti-diet registered dietitian, nutritionist, certified intuitive-eating counselor, and author of Anti-Diet, defines diet culture as “a system of beliefs that worships thinness and equates it to health and moral virtue.”2 It encourages weight loss and the pursuit of thinness and societal beauty standards—at all costs. Which usually leaves you with a lifetime of pursuing an impossible thin “ideal” with feelings of failure. Diet culture forces us to become extremely aware of food choices and then filled with shame about meeting one of our most basic human needs. It oppresses bodies that do not meet the “ideal” standards and pictures of “health,” which damages the physical and mental well-being of women, those with disabilities, people of color, people in larger bodies, and all other marginalized groups. A lot of the negativity that I’ve experienced as a woman in a larger body throughout my life has stemmed from this culture, which consistently forced me to believe my body was wrong and unworthy.

Diet culture conflates size with health, creating weight stigma.

Diet culture suggests that fat people be stereotyped and shamed and criticized and harassed until they become thin. There is literally a federally funded “war on obesity,” which encourages this in the name of “health,” sponsored by the US Department of Agriculture obesity-prevention programs. Yet, studies have shown that the failure rate for diets is significantly higher than the success rate of maintaining after weight loss. In November 2018, the NEDA (National Eating Disorders Association) announced new legislation that amends the current USDA obesity-prevention programs to include eating-disorder prevention. According to the NEDA, the Long-Term Investment in Education for Wellness (LIVE Well) Act reflects that “weight-inclusive programs that reject an emphasis on weight and weight loss by focusing on health being multifaceted improves the health of individuals with and without eating disorders.”3 It incorporates eating-disorder prevention within the already existing federal nutrition education (and obesity) programs. So, while there will still be funding for obesity-prevention programs for the foreseeable future, I hope that the LIVE Well Act will provide an opportunity to shift the conversation away from current weight-focused, fearmongering programs toward weight-inclusive ones that encourage overall health and well-being for all sizes, without the weight stigma that continues to negatively affect those labeled as obese. Here are some stats on why changing the conversation is so important:


	There has been a 66 percent increase in weight discrimination over the last decade since the rise of national obesity-prevention campaigns and words such as BMI and obesity epidemic became part of our national vocabulary.4


	Forty to 60 percent of girls aged six through twelve are concerned about their weight or becoming too fat, which endures throughout their lives.5


	Of American elementary school girls who read magazines, 69 percent say that the pictures influence their concept of the ideal body shape, and 47 percent say the pictures make them want to lose weight.6


	Seventy-nine percent of weight-loss-program participants reported coping with weight stigma by eating more food.7


	Ninety-five percent of dieters will regain their lost weight in one to five years.8


	A content analysis of weight-loss advertising in 2001 found that more than half of all advertising for weight-loss products made use of false, unsubstantiated claims.9


	Americans spend more than $60 billion on dieting and diet products each year.10




Diet culture uses movement as a form of punishment.

We become convinced that exercise and movement are specifically for fat prevention and/or fat punishment. (Rather than, oh, I don’t know, for fun and enjoyment.) Diet culture also somehow gives others the permission to comment on any sort of movement made in fat bodies with “Good job” and “Way to go” in reference to the assumption that we’re exercising specifically to be less fat. (We’ll dive much deeper into this in Part 4.)


Diet culture creates thin privilege.

Having thin privilege essentially means that you can enter a restaurant, an airplane, the doctor’s office, or any other public place and fit into a seat every single time. There are so many more examples, such as walking into a retail store and being able to try on items. But this isn’t something thin people asked for—it was created by a culture that values smaller bodies over all other bodies and only accommodates those that it values. (Nevertheless, thin people should acknowledge that they have this privilege.)

Diet culture is the ultimate gaslighter.

Restrict, punish, restrict, punish, restrict, punish. A lot of the diets we go on (or “lifestyle changes” or whatever euphemism you want to give them) will most likely always feel like famine. Our body’s natural instinct is to protect itself—it’s why our species has survived for more than 300,000 years—so it’ll likely revolt against these changes. Our inner survival instinct is the reason we “hit plateaus” on diets and feel like we completely messed up, which causes us to assume we have these terrible bodies that are undeserving and unworthy and all we have to do is just restrict harder. Punish harder. And so the cycle continues.

Diet culture believes that it’s okay to risk the life of a fat person.

It’s a do-whatever-it-takes mentality. This tends to lead to eating disorders, disordered eating, broken relationships with food, body dysmorphia, and even, in some cases, death. The same eating disorders being diagnosed in thin bodies are being ascribed to those in fat bodies with active denial of any difference. (Even going so far as to diagnose “atypical” anorexia in fat bodies… just because they are fat.) Diet culture prefers fat people to either shrink their bodies into thinness or die trying.

A few years ago, I was willing to die trying. I was willing to believe the lies. I was willing to give up my life in the pursuit of thinness, which I believed would offer happiness. Let me tell you, I lost a ton of weight while starving; while skipping meals for days at a time; while pushing my body out of pure hatred. All this just to find myself in a body almost one hundred pounds less and still considered plus-size. I found myself begging for an escape. Then I discovered two things that helped immensely with breaking the cycle: intuitive eating and body positivity. One of the scariest parts of breaking up with diet culture is figuring out how to heal your relationship with food. The other part is how to handle the emotional toll it takes to see your body changing and possibly gaining weight during recovery.

INTUITIVE EATING

Healing my relationship with food was absolute hell for about a year, if I’m being perfectly honest. I had several moments of wanting to just completely fall back into my old way of trying diet after diet, each one a little more extreme than the last; of spending large chunks of every paycheck on all the shakes and “fat-burning” pills; of skipping meals; of obsessively hanging charts of calorie-exact meals and my weigh-in disappointments all over the fridge. It would take everything in me to stop zooming in on photos of myself while internally pleading for any noticeable change. I was so comfortable in the discomforts of dieting that I had lost sight of any other way of approaching food. (Hello, diet-culture gaslighting curse.)

I was first introduced to the concept of intuitive eating during the pits of my recovery hell. I was feeling triggered by just about everything food-related at the time, so just the word eating on yet another “plan” felt almost impossible to even entertain. But within a few weeks, I started reading more on it. Intuitive eating didn’t click right away, but I’m not sure where I’d be right now if I hadn’t stuck with it.

Registered dietitian Evelyn Tribole is the coauthor of the foremost book on the subject, Intuitive Eating, and creator of the ten key principles of intuitive eating, which describes intuitive eating as “a self-care eating framework, which integrates instinct, emotion, and rational thought.”11 There are no guidelines about specific foods to avoid. Instead, intuitive eating focuses on trusting our bodies and their natural intuition.


The Ten Key Principles of Intuitive Eating


	
1. Reject the diet mentality

	
2. Honor your hunger

	
3. Make peace with food

	
4. Challenge the food police

	
5. Discover the satisfaction factor

	
6. Feel your fullness

	
7. Cope with your emotions with kindness

	
8. Respect your body

	
9. Movement—feel the difference

	
10. Honor your health—gentle nutrition



I know what you’re thinking: Okay, so what does any of this even mean? I’ll break down what I learned from each principle, including a few examples of how I applied it during my eating-disorder recovery while forming a new, healthier relationship with food.

Rejecting the diet mentality almost feels as though you’re breaking a law. For me, it felt as if a revolution were erupting from my soul. It’s going to most likely feel quite terrifying at first. But the feeling of empowerment that does erupt from taking complete control of your body is exhilarating. It’s been a process to digest this revolutionary new way of (literally) surviving as a human being.

To help reject diet mentality, I chose to quit little destructive habits, first hourly, then daily, weekly, and eventually altogether. This meant saying goodbye to:


	Weighing myself (I eventually threw the scale away)

	Tracking my exercises and food intake, either via a chart that I kept on the fridge, or in an app

	Participating in weight-loss discussions



Honor your hunger. Feeling hungry does not mean that your body is failing. There is absolutely nothing to be ashamed about for feeling hungry. It’s what our bodies are designed to feel to, you know, stay alive. Somehow, diet culture often has us pairing the sensation of hunger with feelings of shame and guilt. When you think about this logically, and not through the lens of diet culture, it’s just absurd.

So to honor my hunger, I started paying attention to:


	The physical sensations in my body when I felt hungry (usually an emptiness, sometimes a growl in my stomach up into my throat)

	How I approached cravings and hunger in terms of my mood (recognizing any internal judgmental thoughts)

	How I felt after eating (and how this affected my overall mood)



Make peace with food and give yourself permission to eat. Food is not evil and is certainly not here to ruin your life. We spend so much time being deprived of the foods we love that any chance we get to consume them turns into a moment of guilt and shame. This is pretty crazy, considering we need food to survive. But maybe if we weren’t so deprived all the time, we would actually have moments to enjoy fueling our bodies with any of the foods we love.
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