Body Image

By: Kate Bourgon

Like so many others, I used to believe that the image my body presented to others was what was important. Now, I recognize that its how I view myself that counts. 

Throughout the course of the eating disorder that I experienced for a year and a half, I felt ashamed, sickened, and unhappy about how my body looked. I would refuse to wear dresses because I felt my legs were misshapen and large.  A loose sweater was my best friend, as it covered up my slightly protruding stomach that was never up to my or “their” standards of “perfection.” I would consciously keep my arms slightly away from my sides to avoid them appearing “too big.” In time, I began to understand that it did not matter if my physical body grew or shrank. Regardless, I continued to feel unhappy about my image.

My negative body image used to consume me. It affected every area of my life. On one occasion, I was ¼ of the way through a midterm when I looked away from the exam and caught a glimpse of my thighs. All I could think about for the rest of the exam was how repulsive, hideous, and “fat” my legs were. I failed the exam. 

If I were given the opportunity to travel back in time and change what I knew, what I believed, and what I felt, I would say this…


I would tell myself it is NOT about looks. It is NOT about “perfection.” It’s about self-care, self respect, and self love. I would express thanks for my individuality. I would bombard my most disliked areas with the utmost love and gentle kindness. I would tell myself that my body is where it is intended to be. It is wise; instinctively knowing what size and shape it functions at best. I would express gratitude that my body knows where it wants to be and give praise that I have the ability to let it be. The past is unchangeable, but I, we all, have the ability to decide how we view and treat ourselves TODAY.

I wish I had known it wasn’t about the numbers present on the forever-dreaded scale. That piece of equipment held the power to engulf me with pride and confidence if an “acceptable” number appeared, while being able to instantly take it all away when I was less than pleased with what I saw. It is NOT about numbers. It is NOT about attaining the goal of making your body bigger or smaller that determines one’s body image. The source is not external. How we view and feel about ourselves must come from within. I was hit with that realization, and I knew at that instant I deserved more from myself.

It has taken a long time, but I have learned many empowering lessons throughout my ED journey. I now know I have the right to be okay with who I am. I have the right to be MORE than okay with who I am. I have the right to look at myself in the mirror and smile at what I see. I have the right to practice compassionate love for my body, not for how it looks but what it can do for me. I have the right to wear tank tops and sundresses because it’s a warm summer day, and I have the God given right to never let anybody convince me I deserve less than that. I am just fine the way I was made. I am beautiful because I am me, and you are beautiful because YOU are YOU. 

