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			You know what makes me mad? Like just super, super pissed off?

			The AMOUNT OF TIME I have wasted thinking NEGATIVE THOUGHTS about my body.
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				I would estimate that I have spent about…

			

			
				Six million hours
 feeling like all I wanted to do was shrink myself down and make myself disappear.

			

			
				Eight hundred fifty years
 thinking about how much exercising I had to do in order to cancel out calories consumed.

			

			
				Twenty-three thousand hours
 wishing I had someone else’s arms/legs/ stomach/boobs/butt/ hands/height/chin.

			

			
				Forty-six thousand hours using various forms of torture trying to achieve said arms/legs/stomach/butt/chin, etc.

			

			
				About a bajillion minutes worrying what people said about me behind my back—including what they said about how my back actually looked in that dress.

			

			
				Ten hundred thirty million minutes hating myself when I skipped various forms of torture to do something that sounded way more fun (which of course turned out to be the opposite of fun, because I spent the whole time feeling guilty for skipping said torture).

			

			
				Eleventy million hours dreading walking into social situations with my smaller friends, because I didn’t want to be seen as a giant standing next to them.

			

			
				At least three centuries feeling like a straight-up loser.

			

			
				Twenty consecutive years apologizing for, and trying to make other people feel comfortable with, my appearance.

			

			
				My entire adult lifetime worrying whether or not I’d fit in the seat at an upcoming event.

			

			When I say “event,” I mean at the movie theater, on a roller coaster, on airplanes, at the dentist, in meetings, at tiny trendy restaurants, at any and every restaurant with communal seating, and—less relatable, I know, but—during fashion week (the seats are teeny-tiny), in the studio where I record Boob Sweat, my podcast (I’ve gotten stuck in those chairs before), in broom-closet-size bathrooms, at my friends’ houses…of all the lists in this book, this one could go on the longest.

			Can you imagine what I could have done with all those hours  and days and months and years and centuries spent on body hang-ups? I could have learned how to make flowers out of fondant for wedding cakes, or I could have joined the CIA and put my super facial recognition skills to good use. At the very least, I could have focused more of my attention on the things I valued and enjoyed but never seemed to have enough quality time for—like my friendships, family, career, or traveling (not to sound like a 2011 dating app bio, but). Instead, I exerted all of my time and energy on a never-ending list of things I was convinced were wrong with me.

			
					
					Because of my body, I genuinely felt I would never be successful as a working professional in the fashion industry.

					“You’re too fat,” I told myself. Not only did I know I would never fit into the clothes, or even the shoes, I suspected that I’d never fit in with my colleagues and into their physical ideals. (Definitely wasn’t gonna fit into their tiny desk chairs.)

					

					
					Because of my body, I never wanted to go dancing with my girlfriends.

					“You’re too much.” I didn’t want to fill the entire dance floor with my height and my width and my voice and my wingspan.

					

					
					Because of my body, I avoided yoga classes, boxing classes, and Spin classes.

					“You’re too big.” Too big to be there, to be seen sweating, to be seen struggling. Too big to be welcome in a space meant for tiny people with god-knows-how-many abs.

					

			

			But I am here today to tell you that none of it was true.

			NONE
 of it.

			It took a long time for me to realize this. It took even longer for the realization to sink in. I was still talking shit to myself behind my own back when I started The 12ish Style. At the time, I was in a weird place in my first marriage, which would eventually end in divorce. I was in a weird place in my career, which was no longer fulfilling me the way it had been. And I was in an extremely weird place with my body—in part because of my marriage and my industry, but also because old body-bashing habits die hard. Ultimately, it was the words of other women—blog and Instagram comments from women who related to me, and to whom I related—that encouraged me to work through the beef* between me and my body.
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			I started by paying attention. I already knew I gave myself a hard time, but I didn’t realize how often I did so—or how harsh it really was—until I started tracking my thoughts. Paying attention forced me to hear my complaints: all of my “Ugh, I feel so fat today” whines, my declarations that “I look like a whale,” my promises “to lose twenty pounds before [insert arbitrary season/event/vacation here].”

			Noticing these asinine thoughts made me realize how deeply consumed I’d been by them for my whole life, and that realization made me think about everything I could have done with that whole life had I not spent so much time worrying about whether or not I was too damn big. It took me a while to get there, but I’ll never forget the exact moment when, after listening to two interesting, charming women whom I love dearly spend an entire meal complaining about how much weight they’d gained over the holidays, I found myself just…totally bored with the conversation.
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				Go for the Gold or Go Home 
(…Guess Which One I Chose)

				I should have gone to the Olympics. It’s not a guarantee, but when I was in high school, I tested in the 99th percentile for upper-body strength. My dad heard about this and immediately said, “You need to start throwing shot put.” Yes, SHOT PUT! Just what every fifteen-year-old girl wants to hear when all she desperately wants is to be dainty. I was already deeply involved in volleyball (which was an acceptable sport in my high school if you wanted to be considered hot at some point), but my dad would not hear my bullshit. “You have a gift,” he said. “You must explore it.” And so one day, after school, I joined the men’s track and field team for a sixty-minute practice to try it. There I was, with my guy friends and crushes, trying to act cute and delicate while simultaneously being taught how to hurl a steel ball from the base of my neck.

				Now. I promised that this was a one-time humiliation for me. There was no fucking way I was going to be doing this ever again. I wanted to be a teeny-tiny “girly-girl” who didn’t even sweat at volleyball practice. So I quit.

				BUT CAN YOU IMAGINE THAT IF I WEREN’T ASHAMED OF MY BODY, I COULD HAVE MAYBE MADE IT TO THE ATHENS 2004 SUMMER OLYMPICS!? I was robbed. By me.
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			And I didn’t want to be bored, or boring. I wanted to be great. I wanted to be big! I wanted to be successful and powerful. I wanted to make a difference. I wanted to spend more time doing, trying, helping, living—like, really living—and less time worrying about what my body looked like while being.

			Imagine how much shit we’d get done if we didn’t spend 50 percent of our day agonizing over the cake we did or did not eat at the office birthday. Imagine how much more powerful we’d be if we didn’t let the word “FAT” take us down (we’ll talk more about that word, by the way, but if you want to talk about it now, check out chapters two and three). Imagine how many more hobbies we’d explore, risks we’d take, and new experiences we’d try if we didn’t get bogged down by the anxiety of all that’s supposedly “wrong” with us.
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			Negative self-talk is loud. It’s so loud that it mutes our feelings and desires. The reason we don’t always hear ourselves saying these mean things is that we get used to the constant roar. When we start paying attention to how much we shit-talk ourselves, however, we can hear the noise for what it is: bothersome, disruptive garbage. And because it’s so annoying, so distracting, it’s not long before we turn down the blaring radio in our head and say,

			“Shut the fuck up. I can’t hear my best self think.”

			Once the noise is gone, it’s a whole lot easier to hear yourself whispering about what you really want out of life.

			It doesn’t matter if your thing is your belly, your nose, your teeth, or your elbow skin: the day you learn how to stop wasting your time on your self-identified or so-called imperfections is the day you’ll suddenly have an extra hour to put toward your happiness.

			

			* I should say, “to keep working through the beef,” because a big shift like the one we’re working through in this book doesn’t just happen overnight.
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				Homework assignment

				No

				1
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				The next time you’re waiting in line at the market or for the bathroom, or when you’re sitting in traffic, try adding up how much time you spend, on average, agonizing over the food you did or didn’t eat; the clothes that no longer fit or never will; the body parts that jiggle, dimple, wiggle, sway; the hair you don’t want versus the hair you wish you had; your height; your foot shape.

				

				Keep adding it all up in your head until you can no longer keep track of the math. And when that happens, ask yourself this: What could you do with all that time instead? What do you want to do?

				Write down the first five things that come to mind. Or write ten or twelve or a billion if you have them. Let them be weird and fantastical (“I want to become a Yeti preservationist”). Let them be mind-blowingly regular (“I want to read more”). Let them be ambitious (“I want to go back to graduate school”). Let them be leisurely (“I want to take more bubble baths”). The most important part of this exercise is to collect these daydreams and keep them somewhere safe. Write them down in your phone’s notes app, draw them in a journal, leave yourself voicemails—just record them in some way, so you can return to them, check in on them, expand upon them, maybe add a few reasonable deadlines, and ultimately, start to do some of them.
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