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A Love Letter to Iy Bedy

Last year | taught a "Love Your Body" workshop
with my dear friend, Stacie. | like to call her the
"beauty maker" because she's known for making
everything she touches, beautiful.

| arrived at the conference room the morning of
the workshop to help with set up and was
welcomed with soft lighting, roses in vases and
scented candles. It was stunning. We had planned
several activities, including art projects, writing
exercises, group scenarios, etc. | stopped for a
moment and thought to myself how excited | was
that we would be transforming women'’s lives
today, that we would be making a great impact
toward their emotional health regarding their
bodies.
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The day started with a presentation by me where |
talked about how we get so caught up in the latest
nutrition fads, that we often create much guilt and
frustration. | talked about how those two emotions
were much more detrimental to our bodies than
say, eating the occasional piece of chocolate cake.
The whole group, including myself, laughed heartily
at the end when one woman raised her hand and
said, “So, you're point is that we should go home
and make a chocolate cake?” “Yes!” | exclaimed, “as
long as it's made from scratch!”

The next exercise consisted of making life-sized
outlines of our bodies and then decorating them
with positive and uplifting adjectives and other
words. We lay on giant sheets of paper on the floor
and our friends took fat markers and ran them
around the edges of our bodies. There was a lot of
laughing and Twister-like movements as we
struggled to be accurate in our tracings.

For our next activity, we went back into the room
with the roses and candles. We dimmed the lights.
Everyone sat at a table and Stacie, an experienced
massage therapist, began her presentation about
the “range of normal” as far as bodies go. She
talked about how she had seen every body type out
there and how they were all fascinating and
beautiful to her. She also mentioned how women
were known for apologizing profusely for their
unshaven legs, their smells, their un-manicured
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toenails and hands, the lack of moisturizer on their
elbows, etc. She told us that, conversely, the men
she worked on generally accepted their bodies,
along with the normal aspects of them, such as the
smells, the hair, and the skin, the different shapes
of things.

After her enlightening presentation, Stacie passed
around blank pieces of old stationary from the
eighties. The pages were printed with faint pictures
of people walking on the beach and had cliche
sayings typed across the bottom like, “Loving you is
the second best thing I've done, finding you is the
first.” The point was that, though it was silly
stationary meant to be used to write a love letter to
a partner, we were supposed to write a letter to
our bodies -- a love letter.

Since | was part of the audience now, | joined,
thinking I would “be a good example” and take part
in our amazing workshop as a participant. | couldn’t
have known how this exercise would impact me.

| cried.

It's not often that | cry as a presenter or “authority
figure” when I'm teaching, but in the midst of this
exercise, | did.

Less than two years before, | nearly died just after
giving birth to my baby girl. | had developed
eclampsia. My liver almost ruptured, | had a grand
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mal seizure and | lost a tremendous amount of
blood. The doctor who took over my care (when
things decidedly moved outside the range of
normal birth) took my father aside some hours
after the incident, and told him that he didn't
understand how | was still alive. He had never seen
awoman live through an experience like this.

Staring at the stationary, | recalled this, my mind
racing a million miles a minute. | had a sudden
realization that | had been angry at my body all this
time for “failing” me. What came to me is that my
body had not failed, but had survived! It had fought
with all its might to stay alive during the onslaught
of a disease that is responsible for the deaths of
hundreds of women throughout the world, every
day.

My perspective had flipped so instantly, that |
began writing very quickly and almost frenetically.
Here is an excerpt:

Dearest [)Gd(l

Wow There's se much to say. Firslly, Thank
qwémwdqwmmwhmqmlmwm
sverloxed and yeur hearl was borely
faning o Thank o o making o e
the several years sé—wmelefdln?/ work, even
Theugh ysw ane very tired and still healing.
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Liver, yow are stl wo/zlun? a&tm all q&w’u@
been ﬂuum?h How absolulely miraculous is
that] Jt sheuldn't have even been psssible; but
pou did 8l You fought and fought T hcp
wenkmyé%mau/wwal T/wnl%q&wwmuch
Mﬂwiz yewm‘bpmsbbl(/mwhwmuchél
/mqwé%ﬂwf/.

My dearest hearnl; § don't know hew you do it
 how g st e beting oy ofen oy
pregnancy and. 65t wene hnd. fou . 8
den'l knsw how yow ever gst Thrsugh €.
Semetimes WWW (,sw()wf/wﬁw&t,
o(lﬂwughtoflm Wt&/t%@l/w/, but
semehous, quthW Yow kneur 4
WymW#quMAW/
umn/teotwgweufz/ nwmiﬁnm youw didn't
Utmkxquuldgvm quwdédm‘bq,wlt
WUMWWW’%@M&MIMW&
lMquﬁ%WWtW#cw/d
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& will always care for you, body. J nespect
yow so- much and will do oll § can To suppert
yow and love yow and Teal ysw with kindness,
because; quile simply, yowve always dene the
éa,m,e/éofvnw

Much love,
Melissa

Since that exercise, I've had times that I've been
frustrated with my body. I'm sure, like any
relationship, that will always be the case, but my
underlying feelings toward my body are those of
respect and love for all it has done, and continues
to dofor me.

| invite you to use the stationary below to write

your own love letter to your body. It changed my
life for the better and | know it will change yours,

too.
author: wwfmm/ tﬂxﬁﬁu&
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