
		
			[image: Cover for The Body Liberation Project: How Understanding Racism and Diet Culture Helps Cultivate Joy and Build Collective Freedom, Author, Chrissy King]
		

	
		
			
			
			[image: Book Title, The Body Liberation Project: How Understanding Racism and Diet Culture Helps Cultivate Joy and Build Collective Freedom, Author, Chrissy King, Imprint, Tiny Reparations Books]
			

		

	
		
			
			[image: Publisher logo]

			An imprint of Penguin Random House LLC

			penguinrandomhouse.com

			[image: Publisher logo]

			Copyright © 2023 by Chrissy King

			Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for complying with copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part of it in any form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for every reader. Please note that no part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems.

			“Nectar” reprinted with permission from the author.

			TINY REPARATIONS and TINY REPARATIONS BOOKS with colophon are registered trademarks of YQY, Inc.

			Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

			Names: King, Chrissy, author.

			Title: The body liberation project: how understanding racism and diet culture helps cultivate joy and build collective freedom / Chrissy King.

			Description: New York: Tiny Reparations Books, [2022] | Includes bibliographical references.

			Identifiers: LCCN 2022040224 (print) | LCCN 2022040225 (ebook) | ISBN 9780593187043 (hardcover) | ISBN 9780593187050 (ebook)

			Subjects: LCSH: Body image. | Body image in women. | African American women. | Self-acceptance. | Racism. | Social justice. Classification: LCC BF697.5.B63 K569 2022 (print) | LCC BF697.5.B63 (ebook) | DDC 306.4/613—dc23/eng/20221116

			LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2022040224

			LC ebook record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2022040225

			Ebook ISBN  9780593187050

			Cover design by Kaitlin Kall, cover photo courtesy of the author

			Book design by Ashley Tucker, adapted for ebook by Molly Jeszke

			pid_prh_6.9a_151444584_c0_r0

		

	
		
			
				
					[image: ]
				

				Contents

				AUTHOR’S NOTE

				INTRODUCTION

				Identity, Representation, and Living in a Marginalized Body

				CHAPTER 1

				Understanding the Basic Concepts: Body Positivity vs. Body Neutrality vs. Body Liberation

				CHAPTER 2

				Why Body Liberation Is Needed: Educating Yourself about the Historical Roots of the Intersection of Diet Culture and White Supremacy

				CHAPTER 3

				Decolonizing Our Thoughts about Our Bodies

				CHAPTER 4

				Breaking Up with Diet Culture and Examining Your Privilege: What It’s Costing You and Others

				CHAPTER 5

				Acknowledging the Harm You May Be Causing Others, Part 1: The Inclusivity Band-Aid as a Block to Liberation

				CHAPTER 6

				Acknowledging the Harm You May Be Causing Others, Part 2: The Trauma Loop

				CHAPTER 7

				Embracing Pleasure and Revolutionizing Our Relationship with Ourselves: Celebrating How Far You’ve Come and Embodying the Joy of Body Liberation

				CHAPTER 8

				Grief, Remorse, and the Mourning of Our Bodies

				CHAPTER 9

				Boundaries and the Body

				CHAPTER 10

				Love, Dating, and Body Liberation: Our Bodies Are Not the Measure of Our Worth

				CONCLUSION

				Our Liberation Must Be Collective: Passing on Body Liberation to Others

				ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

				NOTES

			

		

	_151444584_

	
		
			
			
			This book is dedicated to my mom and dad. Mom, while I’m almost positive you don’t really know what I do for a living or how I pay my bills, I appreciate that your support is relentless. You also personally taught me to read and write, so I guess you can take a lot of the credit for this book. To my dad, although you are no longer here in the physical realm, I’m positive that you’re smiling down on me. I know your heart is swelling with pride and you’re not the least bit surprised about where life has taken me. I think you saw it all before I did.

		

	
		
			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			I wanted to write you a quick note before you jump into reading the book. First of all, I just want to say thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read my book. Writing a book is a dream come true for me. Younger me, who spent all her time reading books and writing stories, would be so filled with joy to know that one day she would actually write and publish a book. This was a labor of love, filled with so many emotions, but above all, I’m just so grateful that I got this opportunity.

			Secondly, I want to tell you that I’m not perfect, nor do I always get it right, despite my best efforts. In writing this book, I did my absolute best to use the most up-to-date terms and to be as inclusive in my language as possible, but as you probably already know, things change frequently. So perhaps by the time you read this, terminology has changed, or maybe I just flat-out got something wrong. I apologize in advance if I’ve missed the mark on certain topics. I’m continuously learning, growing, and decolonizing my mind. So while I can’t promise that I got everything right, I can promise you that I’ll never stop striving to get it right.

			Finally, I wrote this book through the lens of my own personal experience, and I realize that my experiences can’t possibly cover the issues presented from all angles. Despite that, I hope that you feel seen and understood as you read through it, and I invite you to ponder your own personal experiences as you explore the concepts presented.
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			Identity, Representation, and Living in a Marginalized Body

			I love being black. I love being tall. I love my body. I celebrate myself daily. I wrote the ode below to myself sometime last year, and I mean it with every fiber of my being.

			
				Sometimes I wonder how I got so lucky.

				To be born so Black.

				And so woman.

				And so magical.

				But then I stop questioning it.

				Sometimes it just is what it is.

			

			But if I’m being 100 percent honest, I didn’t always feel this way. I definitely didn’t grow up celebrating myself. I didn’t always bask in my beauty or appreciate the splendor of my being. In fact, my journey of learning to unapologetically love myself has been just that—a journey.

			I have early childhood memories of being uncomfortable in my body. I was always a tall child. I was almost five eight by the time I was in the third grade, while most of my peers were averaging four eight—yes, you read that correctly. I was much taller than my mom, and many other adults, at the age of nine. I have a picture from a Thanksgiving celebration at my private middle school that is still etched into my brain. I don’t know where the picture is anymore, but that doesn’t really matter. I can still see the image vividly. I’m the only Black child in my class, and I’m positioned all the way in the back because I’m taller than everyone, even the teacher. And I’m dressed like a Pilgrim. In hindsight, there were a myriad of issues with this scenario, but give me a break—I was nine. I didn’t know about the problematic nature of dressing up as Pilgrims and Native Americans yet. Nonetheless, to say I stuck out like a sore thumb is an understatement.

			However, I was never teased by other kids because of my height. My siblings lovingly referred to me as “Jolly Green Giant,” but to be honest, that didn’t really bother me too much. I never particularly minded being tall, but I was super cognizant of my weight, specifically because of my height. I’m not sure when I adopted this thought process, but in my mind, since I was tall, it was only acceptable that I be thin. If I was destined to be tall, then I should aspire to the slim model look. If I were tall and big, then I would look like a linebacker. I don’t remember anyone telling me this. I just remember thinking this for as long as I can remember.

			Growing up in the Midwest as a Black girl from a working-class family and attending a predominantly affluent, white school made it difficult to truly embrace myself. My hair was thick and coily, while everyone else had long, flowing locks. My family could barely afford the private-school tuition, while my peers were living in fancy, beautifully decorated homes and traveled the world on holidays. Their parents were lawyers and doctors; mine had high school diplomas.

			It was the late ’90s, and I didn’t see myself represented anywhere, especially in fashion magazines and TV ads that promoted messages like “Get flat abs fast” and “Lose 10 pounds in 10 days.” You know the ones I’m talking about. They were omnipresent.

			Everywhere I turned, there was a standard I couldn’t reach.

			I couldn’t change the color of my skin, nor did I wish to, but I realized I could make my body thinner. I could try to be thin and pretty, and I put all my energy into the pursuit. I didn’t have the vocabulary or the understanding at that time in my life, but what I was really seeking was access to privilege and proximity to whiteness.

			It’s funny the memories that never leave you. Around age ten or eleven, I had this deep fuchsia shirt with a half zipper that I absolutely loved—like hands down, my favorite shirt. However, as much as I liked it, something about this shirt made me realize that my stomach poked out. I started walking around my house with my shoulders hunched and slouched to the front with the hope that my family wouldn’t notice my gut. In hindsight, I wonder why I didn’t just suck my stomach in. Surely, that would have been easier. I secretly hoped no one would notice my “problem area.” Then one day, my oldest brother pointed out my attempt to hide my stomach, and I was devastated. I’m sure he doesn’t even remember that, but I never forgot.

			On the other hand, there are certain things that we simply can’t remember. I can’t remember why, at such a young age, I felt something was wrong with my body. I don’t know who I learned these thoughts from. Sometimes I wish I could go back in time and have a conversation with my younger self. Maybe not to tell her that everything will be okay or that my body was fine, but just because I really wish I knew what was going through her head.

			I recently found a journal from my childhood dated January 1, 1998. I was twelve years old. Apparently, enough was enough, and I was going to get my body in shape. I wrote:

			
				Today is the day after the church lock in. I got home 6 hours ago. I slept for a while, but I’m still tired. All I’ve been doing is laying around watching TV. I’m super tired so I don’t have much to say. I need to do my exercise for the day, but I’m too tired. Oh well, I have to do it anyways. Hasta mañana!

			

			On the previous page of this journal entry, I had written out my diet and exercise plan. I was to exercise at 7 a.m. every day, seven days a week—even when I didn’t feel like it. By thirteen, I was keeping a food journal and allowed myself a breakfast of fewer than three hundred calories and three grams of fat. According to another journal entry, I wasn’t allowed to eat pizza, chips, or sweets. I also required myself to hop on the scale every day to check my weight. My lunch suggestions included things like a salad with no dressing, a piece of fruit, carrots, twenty-three pretzels (very specific, I know), or one cup of yogurt. For each of the items listed, I included the total number of calories and amount of fat. I believed, as so many of us have been told, that fat was a very bad thing to include in your diet. Last, for dinner, I wrote that I should “try to eat light” and “try to resist dessert.” These were the thoughts on my mind at the tender age of thirteen.

			The interesting thing is that I spent so much time obsessing about being tall and thin, then at some point I grew even taller and in fact became tall and thin. Perhaps it was due to my restrictive diet or simply my growing and changing body. I look back at pictures of myself from the ages of fourteen to sixteen, and I actually looked pretty lanky. I hadn’t filled in with many curves yet, although I would soon. But for some reason, even during those lanky years, I saw something different in the reflection in the mirror. Then, at the age of seventeen, I went on my first hard-core diet after a classmate called out my recent weight gain.

			I spent nearly the next decade yo-yo dieting. My number one priority was keeping my body in check, at all costs. I couldn’t enjoy social events without stressing about food or how my body looked, and I refused to miss a workout, even for something important. I distinctly remember the time I drove to my mom’s apartment complex, which had an exercise room, at 11 p.m. to do forty-five minutes of additional cardio because I had eaten a bag of M&M’s. I justified these behaviors in the name of being “healthy.” But the truth was, all I really wanted was to shrink my body at whatever cost necessary.

			

			—

			I joined the gym for the first time in my adult life at the age of twenty-four. I had regained some weight yet again, and I joined the gym with one goal in my mind: get skinny. But if I’m being honest, the real reason I joined the gym is because my baby sister, Celina, had joined the gym and hired a trainer, so I basically was just copying her. Our first trainer was a petite white woman named Megan. During our first official session, Megan discussed that we would be strength training, to which I immediately responded, “I said I want to be skinny, not get muscles.” She explained that the way she was going to train me was also how she trained, and because she was skinny, I acquiesced. I hated every moment of my first thirty-minute session with a trainer. But since I had paid for a package of twelve sessions, I kept going. It’s important to note that I have since learned that people’s bodies are not business cards, and the size and shape of a person’s body doesn’t predicate their ability to help people reach their personal health and fitness goals. The fact that Megan was petite said zero about her knowledge or skill as a trainer.

			Megan also prescribed me a meal plan, at my request. I now also know that it is completely illegal for trainers to give out meal plans unless they are registered dieticians, but I had no idea back then, and my thought process was that if Megan was skinny, then surely she was qualified to help me get skinny as well. That first meal plan she gave me was a thousand-calorie-a-day diet. No adult should be restricting their calorie intake to one thousand calories a day—even toddlers need more calories than that. In Megan’s defense, she told me to only follow the diet for thirty days for a “jump start.” But when the pounds started melting away and the number on the scale started shrinking, I kept up with the diet for far longer than thirty days. I stayed with Megan way past the initial twelve sessions too, training with her three days a week and adding in copious amounts of cardio. I was literally watching myself shrink before my own eyes. I was thrilled. I later found out that the thousand-calorie-a-day diet was just an exact carbon copy of a diet written by celebrity trainer Jackie Warner from her book 10 Pounds in 10 Days. Also, as I was writing this, I got curious about what Jackie was up to these days and headed to her Instagram. Turns out she’s still promoting that thousand-calorie diet as a way to “jump-start and boost your self-esteem.” I guess some things never change.

			Then, along the way, an interesting thing happened. I actually started enjoying the process of strength training. I started getting physically stronger, and I liked that feeling. Perhaps there was more to my body than just what it looked like. Through a series of events, I found myself training at a small strength and conditioning gym. For the first time in my life, I saw women powerlifting, a strength sport that consists of bench pressing, squatting, and deadlifting with a barbell. I was intrigued, despite the fact that I had never even held a barbell in my hands. After a couple months of casual observation, I was encouraged by the owner to try it for myself, and as cheesy as it sounds, it was love at first lift.

			Powerlifting was transformative for me both mentally and physically. I spent the majority of my twenties focused on shrinking—my body, my voice, and my life in general. I was obsessed with my weight and truly believed that my happiness lay on the other side of fat loss. Powerlifting was the first step to changing that mindset. It allowed me to stop focusing all my energy on what my body looked like and to start seeing all that it could do. I finally grasped how strong and capable I was. After a couple of years, I started competing in powerlifting competitions, and eventually was able to regularly deadlift over four hundred pounds. When I was growing up, the running joke was that I was the weakling in the family. No one asked me to do any heavy lifting, and it didn’t bother me at all. In my mind, some people were strong and other people were weak; I just happened to be weak. But after falling in love with strength training, I realized that strength is a skill that can be developed just like any other skill. The lessons I learned in the gym also transferred to other areas of my life as well. If the narrative that I was just a weakling wasn’t true, what other narratives had I been holding that weren’t true? However, despite all these incredible realizations I was having, it wasn’t quite enough to end my desire to shrink my body.

			Even though I was in the leanest body of my adult life, it was never enough. There were always five more pounds that I needed to lose or a “problem” area that I needed to fix. My sister regularly commented that she thought I was losing my mind because I was so critical of my weight and my body. I’ll never forget the meme she jokingly sent me when I was deep in the throes of what should probably be described as body dysmorphia, defined by Mayo Clinic as “a mental health condition in which you can’t stop thinking about one or more perceived defects or flaws in your appearance—a flaw that appears minor or can’t be seen by others. But you may feel so embarrassed, ashamed and anxious that you may avoid many social situations.”

			To be clear, this is me diagnosing myself. I never sought professional help, but I can definitively say that I have never read a more accurate description of my state of mind at that time in my life. The reason that the term “body dysmorphia” resonated with me so deeply is that I was the woman who got constant affirmation from strangers on the street about the appearance of my body. Everyone was constantly validating my appearance, but all I could see were the parts of me that were imperfect. So the part that says “a flaw that appears minor or can’t be seen by others’’ is the definition of how I existed. It didn’t matter what anyone else thought or how often I was on the receiving end of compliments about my body and looks, I always felt the same. I still needed “fixing.”

			Back to the meme. The background was a picture of a skeleton and the caption read, “Bitches be like: ‘I finally reached my goal weight.’ ” My sister sent it as a joke, but there was also a part of her that really believed no matter how much weight I lost, I would never be happy.

			Although I never had an eating disorder, there was a time in my life that I feel like I came pretty close. Before working in fitness and becoming a writer, I worked in a professional setting and sat next to a coworker, Ken, who would eventually become one of my best friends. I’m not sure exactly how it started, but he began periodically bringing in donuts from one of my favorite places. I tried to resist most of the time. However, I remember one day I gave in and ended up eating three donuts. I felt so guilty and ashamed, and quite frankly terrified of gaining weight, that I went to the bathroom and made myself throw it all up. This happened three more times on different occasions. I realized how easily I slipped into this pattern, and the thought of developing a full-blown eating disorder scared me enough to stop.

			Even though I was the smallest I had been in my adult life, and people constantly complimented my body, I had a horrible body image and an extremely complicated and unhealthy relationship with food, and I was scared of gaining a single pound. I didn’t enjoy denying myself the foods I loved, but I had become so indoctrinated in the fitness industry that I wholeheartedly believed the sentiment that “food is fuel.” And therefore, pleasure wasn’t a part of eating. I prided myself in being disciplined as it pertained to my eating choices, especially my ability to deny myself the right to eat certain foods.

			Truth be told, obsessing about food and exercise was really exhausting, and I eventually realized that if I didn’t change something, I would always be unhappy with myself, regardless of how thin I got. I started the difficult work of healing my body image. During this journey to heal my relationship with my body (which took several years in total), I gravitated to the online body positivity space—particularly Instagram—and it seemed to me like everyone was having such an easy time accepting their bodies and loving themselves.

			Why did I find myself struggling so much?

			In my mind, I knew that the system was broken. Wellness was supposed to make me healthier, but I didn’t feel well at all. I felt anxious and distracted, and even more, I was miserable. How had deciding to lose weight, and actually accomplishing that goal, led me here?

			While having these epiphanies about the way the diet industry intentionally markets to our insecurities, I also began addressing my own issues with body image as a Black woman while navigating an industry that was predominantly white and thin. I began to realize that my inability to feel worthy in my own skin was predicated on so much more than just my individual feelings about my body. As I began to understand the origins of fatphobia and its ties to white supremacy, it became ever more clear to me that my struggles with body image were much bigger than just me.

			And to add to that, there were cultural implications. Black girls weren’t supposed to struggle with body image, and certainly not eating issues or disorders. No one ever explicitly said that, but young white women were the face of eating disorders, not Black girls. And while Black girls have been left out of the discussion, the reality is that Black women struggle with body image and eating disorders too. According to statistics from the National Eating Disorders Association, Black teenagers are 50 percent more likely than white teenagers to exhibit bulimic behavior, such as binging and purging. However, people of color with self-acknowledged eating and weight concerns were significantly less likely than white participants to have been asked by a doctor about eating disorder symptoms, despite similar rates of eating disorder symptoms across ethnic groups.

			Additionally, when presented with identical case studies demonstrating disordered eating symptoms in white, Hispanic, and Black women, clinicians were asked to identify if the woman’s eating behavior was problematic. Forty-four percent identified the white woman’s behavior as problematic, 41 percent identified the Hispanic woman’s behavior as problematic, and only 17 percent identified the Black woman’s behavior as problematic. The clinicians were also less likely to recommend that the Black woman should receive professional help.

			Ultimately, the strength I found in the gym empowered me to join the wellness profession, then use my voice to create change within the industry—to change the landscape of the wellness industry today. And while I may be the one giving talks about these issues and posting about them on social media, I don’t believe that my experience is all that unique or different. In fact, I believe that a majority of people, women in particular, struggle with body image issues—which is probably why you’re reading this book. We find ourselves trapped and bound by ideas of how we think our bodies are supposed to look and be and unintentionally find ourselves pouring countless amounts of energy into trying to “fix” ourselves.

			According to a recent study from Common Sense Media, 80 percent of ten-year-old girls have been on a diet. Furthermore, this “horrifying new research” found that more than half of girls and one-third of boys ages six to eight want thinner bodies. Indeed, these statistics are truly horrifying, but they are far from new. In 1970, the average age a girl began dieting was fourteen, according to the Eating Disorder Foundation. By 1990, that age had dropped to eight. Twenty-five years later, the numbers haven’t significantly changed. Each new study on children, dieting, and body image reveals only more appalling details.

			This is even more nuanced for those living in Black bodies. In a 2015 study published in the Journal of Black Psychology, the authors note that

			
				in the past and still today, Black women’s bodies and beauty have largely been devalued and rejected by mainstream culture, which overvalues the European aesthetic and undervalues the [aesthetic] of other racial/ethnic [groups] with [the] exception of exoticizing them. The United States puts a premium on “fair” white skin, blue eyes, and long, straight blond hair and considers these features the epitome of beauty. Features more akin to the African [aesthetic] are deemed ugly, undesirable, and less feminine. The notion that Black women are less attractive is a message that is transmitted daily and from multiple external forces and social institutions (e.g., church, government, business industries, media, and family and peer groups). Body image and beauty among African American women can be truly understood only within a framework of interlocking systems of “isms” (e.g., racism, sexism, classism, heterosexism).

			

			While it’s challenging for everyone, it’s even more complicated for those living in marginalized bodies, as the paper proves. But as my own experience and research have shown, there’s something we can do about it. There is a solution. And as you’re about to read, the solution isn’t body acceptance or even body positivity. Those may be an important part of the journey, but the answer…is, instead, body liberation, with the recognition that none of us are free unless all of us are free.

			In the words of Audre Lorde, “I am not free while any woman is unfree, even when her shackles are very different from my own. And I am not free as long as one person of Color remains chained. Nor is any one of you.”

			And while Audre Lorde can do absolutely no wrong in my eyes, I like to replace the word “woman” with “person” and the word “her” with “their” because liberation is not bound by gender. It’s for everyone.

			Our liberation is bound in one another, and the same is true for our bodies.

			The feelings most of us struggle with regarding our bodies often start in our adolescence, and if we never take the time to heal, they can remain with us throughout the duration of our lives. The more energy we spend focusing on shrinking ourselves and conforming to arbitrarily created standards of beauty, the less energy we have to focus on doing our life’s work. To being our most true, authentic selves and leaving our mark on the world. We can spend the entirety of our human existence attempting to manufacture ourselves into a “better” version, or we can free ourselves. We can seek liberation.

			The reality is that our bodies are constantly changing, and they will never remain exactly the same. If we base our self-worth on something as ever-changing as our bodies, we will forever be on the emotional roller coaster of body obsession and body shame. We are inherently worthy because we exist, not because of what we look like. Developing the ability to radically accept our bodies and recognize their value regardless of how they look is paramount if we ever want to feel at home and at peace with ourselves.

			This book is about just that. It’s about finding actual freedom in our bodies. It’s about understanding that the goal is not to look at our bodies and love everything that we see. It’s to understand that at our essence we are so much more than our physical bodies. And it’s also about recognizing the harsh realities that prohibit some people from being able to do that as easily.

			In 2020, with the murders of George Floyd, Breonna Taylor, and Ahmaud Arbery, we saw social media and the wellness industry spring into action, finally and suddenly waking up to the realities of racism in this country. Black squares of solidarity popped up on social media, and suddenly everyone was interested in diversity and inclusion. While the intention may have been good, in many ways it was self-serving and performative in nature. Performative allyship is harmful to body liberation and collective liberation because it doesn’t actually do the work of dismantling. It’s simply done to increase a person’s or an organization’s social capital. It allows you to look good and also feel good without actual devotion to the cause. But left in the aftermath of that is everyone still being harmed by systems of oppression.

			While diversity and inclusion are important, it’s often the Band-Aid to actual body liberation.

			The reality is that liberation takes real work, a commitment to change, and the willingness to cede power. Ceding power often feels like oppression to individuals who are accustomed to privilege and power. The talk of diversity and inclusion is the easy part. The work required is much harder. Often this is the part people never get to.

			In reality, diversity and inclusion are often roadblocks to actual liberation—especially body liberation—because this is the place where the conversation stops. People take the courses and webinars and read the books and believe they have “done the work.” But reading is not the work of anti-racism. The work of anti-racism is an ongoing action in our daily lives. Understanding and doing the work of anti-racism is absolutely necessary to body liberation, particularly when the goal is collective liberation. So many of our ideals about our bodies are rooted in white supremacy. As we do the work of anti-racism in our lives, we also decolonize our ideas about our bodies.

			It took me a long time to unpack the realities of racism and white supremacy and their impact on my ability to love myself wholly and unapologetically. It’s nuanced, and I’m still unpeeling layers of the onion. There’s no quick five-step process to loving your body. It’s not as simple as looking in the mirror and saying positive affirmations to yourself, as body positivity would sometimes lead you to believe. We can’t possibly unlearn the narratives we have learned about our bodies without delving into white supremacy.

			It’s through my experiences of being deep in the throes of body dissatisfaction and diet culture, becoming a trainer and coach, breaking up with diet culture, and finally finding body liberation that I hope to lead you on your own journey to find it for yourself. None of this is easy. None of this is comfortable. In fact, it will likely challenge you in ways that feel wildly disconcerting, regardless of your identity. During my own journey, sharing much of this has also felt uncomfortable for me. Speaking truth to power never happens without pushback. However, I’m again empowered by the words of Audre Lorde:

			
				I write for those women who do not speak, for those who do not have a voice because they were so terrified, because we are taught to respect fear more than ourselves. We’ve been taught that silence would save us, but it won’t.

			

			Silence won’t save you. Remaining complicit won’t save us. The only way for collective liberation is through dismantling the current systems. And so, this is my contribution toward doing just that. Until we collectively work to dismantle white supremacy and systems of oppression, we are always going to be using Band-Aid approaches to healing our relationships with our bodies. That’s not to say we shouldn’t use Band-Aids to stop the bleeding. We should, and I do. But we have to go beyond that.

			The goal is that once we move toward personal liberation, we take that energy and work toward collective liberation. We work to change the narrative so those coming after us don’t have to fight against the same harmful effects. So our sons and daughters might be born into a kinder, more gentle society—one that nourishes liberation for all.

			Have you ever found yourself wondering any of the following?

			
				How do I learn to love and accept my body in a society that tells me everything about my body is wrong?

				How is self-love even possible if my body doesn’t meet the right “standards”?

				Why do I look like this? Why am I not thinner? Prettier? More disciplined?

				How can someone in a body like mine feel worthy?

			

			Have you ever had any of the following thoughts?

			
				My life would be so much better if I just lost ____ pounds.

				I’ll be happy when I can fit comfortably into my old clothes.

				I wish I saw myself more represented in fitness and wellness spaces.

				I’m tired of seeing the body positivity space co-opted by thin, non-disabled white women.

				I’m frustrated that the wellness industry doesn’t address racism and white supremacy.

			

			Then you are in the right place. This book is written to set us all free. For us to find freedom in our bodies and seek collective liberation for all.

			It’s to understand that, at our essence, we are so much more than our bodies.

			It’s for those of us who have found ourselves on the margins.

			It’s for anyone seeking liberation.

			My desire is that you finish this book feeling emboldened to embrace the body you have now—emboldened to embrace it without condition and to embrace it in all its iterations. I want you to walk away with liberation on your mind—for yourself and for all of us. In the words of my friend Joel Leon, “If it’s not about our collective liberation—meaning freedom for ALL of us—I don’t want it.”

			I hope that you don’t just read this book and forget about its contents. I sincerely hope that you embody the concepts in this book. To aid you in that, each chapter ends with a section entitled “From Principle to Practice,” which serves as guided journal questions, specifically designed to help you internalize the material. To get the most out of this book, I encourage you to take your time going through these questions and journal prompts with thoughtfulness and intention.

			
				From Principle to Practice

				

				
						
						What is your current relationship to your body/body image?

					

						
						When was the first time you were made to believe something was wrong with your body?

					

						
						What is your earliest memory of believing that being thinner was better?

					

						
						Are you still carrying those stories and beliefs with you? If so, how can you begin to release these narratives that no longer serve you?

					

						
						If you’re seeking body liberation, what would that actually look and feel like to you?
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			Understanding the Basic Concepts:

			Body Positivity vs. Body Neutrality vs. Body Liberation

			I have to be honest with you. Talking about diet culture and the intersection of white supremacy—it’s really not a simple topic to address. I want to lead with this statement because, to put it mildly, sometimes people get upset when I voice my views. We are going to talk about a lot of things in this book—privilege, white fragility, and racism, among other things—while we talk about body liberation. In my opinion, we can’t talk about liberation without discussing those topics. So if you’re a member of the dominant group (i.e., if you’re white), I want you to buckle up and get comfortable with the feeling of being uncomfortable.

			My brilliant friend Shirin Eskandani once said, “Discomfort is where the growth is, it is where the medicine is, it is where the liberation is.” And she’s right, y’all. Probably a decade ago, maybe a little more, I stepped into a gym for the first time in my adult life with a singular goal, MAKE ME SKINNY, as I’ve already shared. Literally, that’s what I told my first-ever trainer: I need to be skinny. I was going for the whole model look, you know? I envisioned the end product to be something like Naomi Campbell or Tyra Banks perhaps. You get the vibe. But anyway, before I hired my actual trainer, I did a free session with a male trainer. It was a promotional thing offered by the gym to encourage people to sign up with trainers. Because I went on to get certified and become a trainer myself, I can now confidently say that this man was an awful trainer. Not like he suggested bad exercises or didn’t know anything about fitness. No, like he tried to kill me in my free session. I’m serious, y’all. Imagine a novice coming into the gym, bright-eyed and bushy-tailed with false hopes of someday looking like Iman. I was clearly delusional. This man took me through the most intense and challenging workout of my entire life—think lots of jumping, lunging, every high-intensity movement you can imagine. It was my first day in the gym—why would he do that to me? In all fairness, the details are hazy. I don’t even remember it all because I almost blacked out. Seriously, I’m not kidding or exaggerating. I started shaking intensely and getting extremely dizzy. So much so that they brought me sugar packets to eat immediately. It was horrible, and yet I still signed up for a trainer—not him, but still, I signed up. The pain of that initial workout didn’t deter me enough to quit. Apparently, I’m a glutton for punishment. I later went on to fall in love with strength training and powerlifting, so it was all worth it, despite the rocky start.

			What I’m saying is that we have all done some hard things before. So like Shirin says, “If you can understand why the discomfort of a yoga pose is beneficial to your healing and growth, then you must understand that the discomfort of anti-racism work is one and the same.” You can replace yoga with any difficult endeavor that you have done in your life. You dealt with the discomfort because you knew something beautiful was on the other side. The same applies as you read this book. If you find yourself feeling triggered or indignant at something I’m discussing, I’m going to politely request that you not be like Diane. Who is Diane, you ask? Diane is an angry person who sent me an email in response to an article I wrote. I really want to share the email with you verbatim because it’s truly ludicrous, but apparently there are rules about these things and I guess I would need Diane’s permission to share it. I feel very strongly that she would not in fact grant me permission, so I’ll paraphrase it for you. It’s truly a shame though, because the original email in its entirety is quite a gem.

			
				Dear Miss King,

				I have no choice but to email you about your hatred toward white women after receiving a text message about you. I’m going to be honest with you and your entire race, although I know you aren’t ready for the truth. Your article is stupid and it’s clear that you both hate white
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				From Principle to Practice

				

				
						
						
					

						
						
					

						
						
					

						
						
					

						
						
					

				

			

		

	OEBPS/images/TRB_Alternate1_Logo_SM_CR.jpg
Ti

= WA Tiny
N Reparatlons
J Boolis®







OEBPS/images/page_3.jpg










OEBPS/images/Penguin_Logo.jpg






OEBPS/images/9780593187050_cover.jpg
&
s
@ o
AR
0 @
= O
il







OEBPS/images/9780593187050_title_page.jpg
BODY
LIBERATION

PROJECT

HOW UNDERSTANDING RACISM AND
DIET CULTURE HELPS CULTIVATE JOY AND
BUILD COLLECTIVE FREEDOM

Chrissy King

® Tiny
Reparations
1 Books





OEBPS/images/page_vii.jpg
\ |






