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Be less crazy ... for the children

Do you ever feel crazy about your body? Like sometimes you can’t think 

a clear thought about it? Like deep down you might be an irredeemable 

freak and it’s only a matter of time till everyone finds out? 

If you are anything like every woman I know, the answer is yes. A quiet, 

I-can’t-even-believe-I-am-admitting-this yes. 

The reason we don’t like to admit it is that in our minds we are kick-ass 

21st century feminists who have evolved past all that superficial Betty 

Draper bullshit. We know that our value comes not from what we look like, 

but from the fact that we are capable, intelligent, and unique human 

beings. We liberated women of the modern world are brand new creatures 

in the stream of history, with powers and options that our midcentury 

moms and grandmas couldn’t even dream of.

All of which is true! (Hooray!!!!) But we also need to remember that 

Betty Draper was the ideal woman only 50 years ago. One or maybe two 

generations. Subtract out showers and sleeping, and that was practically 

last week. Our freedoms have flowered in a breathtakingly short amount of 

time. 

Meanwhile, the culture that tells women our primary value is in our 

physical bodies is older than dirt. Centuries and centuries old. So it’s not 

like it just went poof as soon as we got The Pill. It’s all still in us … it just 
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went underground, and its best protection lies in the fact that we don’t 

want to cop to it. We don’t want to think that way anymore. But we still 

kinda do. 

How do I know this? I use my eyes! To look around! And I see children 

with descriptors like “hot” and “juicy” emblazoned on their butts. Young 

women taking part in a sad, unfulfilling hookup culture even though it 

doesn’t seem at all fun. More and more completely fine-looking people 

opting to cut into their flesh in a mad grasp at perfection that generally falls 

grotesquely short. 

All of this is fueled by a strange mixture of narcissism and self-hatred, 

forged by a media culture whose inherent message is You are what you look 

like. Before we even know what’s going on, we learn to disembody our 

perspectives. We start looking at ourselves from the outside in. We begin to 

evaluate ourselves based on how we think others will respond.

I remember being 7 or 8 years old and wondering why no one had tried 

to molest me yet. Was it because I was fat? My tiny brain toiled to figure it 

out. I didn’t even know what molesting WAS, but I already knew that my 

body was supposed to elicit some kind of reaction in other people — that’s 

what it was FOR — and if that didn’t happen, there must be something 

wrong with it. And me.

Some variation of this happens to all of us. As soon as we’re cognitively 

able, we start learning the rules of what we are supposed to be. Which are, 

incidentally, impossible for any one human body to follow. 

As Tina Fey so hilariously/depressingly put it in Bossypants: “Now 
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every girl is expected to have Caucasian blue eyes, full Spanish lips, a 

classic button nose, hairless Asian skin with a California tan, a Jamaican 

dance hall ass, long Swedish legs, small Japanese feet, the abs of a lesbian 

gym owner, the hips of a nine-year-old boy, the arms of Michelle Obama, 

and doll tits.” Blergh.

To me, the saddest part of all this is the way we get used to looking at 

people — including ourselves — not as human beings with intrinsic agency 

and value, but as walking lists of attributes to be leveraged or de-

emphasized. 

We even learn to bond with each other through poor body image: Ugh, 

my belly is so gross. Whatever, at least you don’t have these bingo wings! Girls, 

girls, don’t fight — you’re both revolting! 

Obviously, none of this is rational or evolved. Obviously it is just plain 

crazy. And we feel like we should be beyond this already, so it’s shameful, 

too. Which means that black humor is the closest we get to talking about it. 

We don’t WANT to be like this, and we certainly don’t want to pass it on 

to our kids. And yet, we do.

Why? Because we’ve been infiltrated. The patriarchy is coming from inside 

our heads.

For instance: one afternoon not too long ago, I was hanging out with my 

friend and her super adorable, totally nommable sweet little baby, who was 

maybe 6 weeks old. We got a little wistful, as ladies sometimes will when 

small babies are present, and my friend began to share her hopes for the 
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little one's future. Happiness ... fulfillment ... the chance to figure out what 

she wants and the courage to go get it. All good stuff. 

And then: "I know one thing for sure ... I'm never going to let her get 

fat."

And, oh! My heart, how it shattered! Not only for the wee one, but also 

for her mom, and for all of us. Because, sweet merciful Jesus, this world has 

made us ALL SO EFFING CRAZY!! 

And it’s not like my friend is dumb or vapid or living in the past. She is 

smart and awesome! And yet, this pernicious craziness persists. Her baby 

was six weeks old and already it was revving up! 

Poor all of us! We’ve been soaking in it forever.

This particular moment is frozen in my mind because I realized I was 

witnessing with my own eyes in real time the very mechanism by which our 

insanity is passed along to the next generation: Pure osmosis. Our own 

craziness leaks into their little souls day by day, moment by moment, 

comment by unintentionally awful comment.

As sure as the sun rises every morning, whatever lives inside our brains 

will take up residence in theirs. Just like our parents’ craziness lives on in 

us.

And let me say right now that I don’t blame our parents for this. Also, I 

don’t blame US for being crazy, and I don’t blame hot air for rising while 

cold air descends. This is just how things work — it’s science! Whatever we 

are, that’s what will flow out of us; that’s what we will create. Which 

means the only way to have a less crazy world is to be less crazy! 
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Isn't it terrifying to realize that? 

And, once you regain the ability to breathe, isn't it also super 

empowering? Because it means that we have the power to eradicate body 

insanity in our species forevermore! All we have to do is become more 

sane!

Haha so easy right? DONE.

OK, no. There is a bit more to it, and that's what we're going to talk 

about in this book. Recognizing the crazy B in your head and 

understanding that what she says is not gospel. Standing a little stronger 

on your feet so that the winds of nastiness don’t blow you around so much. 

Training your eyes on a prize more meaningful than mere societally 

sanctioned hotness. 

Because, seriously, how much more of our precious lives are we going to 

waste being upset about made up things like cankles? Are you as tired of it 

as I am? Don't we have vastly more important things to worry about?

Imagine the IMMENSE energy and power that would be released in the 

world if we all stopped pouring our juice down the body image black hole. 

Cancer, hunger, climate change, and the economy would all be sorted by 

the end of the day!

Joking, sure, yes. But also not. We have more pressing concerns, my 

loves! It is time to get over it! Not just for ourselves, but for all the wee 

nippers coming up, trying to learn to stand on their own two feet in a 

wobbly world. 



be less crazy about your body 8

Let me ask you this: 40 years from now, when you and I are rad old 

ladies cruising around the solar system in extravagant glowy caftans, do 

you want to hear girls asking Does this jetpack make me look fat? I swear to 

Mars, I will fucking lose it. I will flip over a table and terrify everyone with 

my freakish oldster strength. Hold me back!

Enough is enough! I want better for the girls of the future! I want them 

to live in the clear light of glorious, radiant sanity. To be free to do what 

they want, unencumbered by the craziness of the past. To experience their 

bodies as nothing more or less than what they truly are: mind-blowingly 

cool vehicles for creating and drinking up awesomeness in this world. 

In fact, I want all of that for ALL of us. Right now! Limitless possibility 

made possible by our amazing bodies! For us and for all forthcoming 

babies!

Do you want that, too? Really? I am so glad. Because I believe we can 

work together to get it. 

THE SANITY BEGINS TODAY.
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Who am I and why should you listen to me?

Because I have been there. Want to read an embarrassing poem I wrote 

about my body when I was 16? Yeah, me neither. Let’s just say that, like 

almost all other people, I’ve spent a lot of my life — too much! — feeling 

some combination of different, awkward, and ugly.

And yet! An even stronger part of me has always felt like, even though I 

don’t look like a Bonafide Hot Person, I am still pretty hot! Irrationally 

confident, too! And I have a pretty good idea how that happened, so I’m 

hoping I can explain it in a helpful way.

A lot of it is being willing to do stuff that scares you a little. Like, when 

the idea came to me to enter a beauty pageant in 1996, I was intimidated, 

but also amused. So I did it, and strangely it ended up building my self-

esteem just like all the nice pageant contestants always say. Hahahaha life 

is hilarious! Anyway, here’s the story, first published by The Hairpin.

The Best Time I Was A 200 Pound Beauty* Queen

The year: 1996. I was 23, just on the upper cusp of that critical year that 
determined whether you could be Miss Pittsburgh or Ms. Pittsburgh.

I was writing for a local newsweekly, and, as a very non-beauty-pageanty type, 
thought it would be good fun to take part in and document the festivities. So I 
circled Ms. on the application, paid my $50, and began preparations.

You may wonder, why would a large-ish girl with a lumpy belly and crooked teeth 



be less crazy about your body 10

sign up for a goddamn beauty pageant?  I guess I was just curious. I mean, I'm 
not perfect by any means, but I am still pretty darn cute. How would that play in 
Normal City? Would I get any love?

My goal was to stand up there proudly -- tall, lumpy, weird as I am -- and put my 
vision of beauty up against theirs. WHAT IS UP.

Also, I wanted a tiara. A real one, with some heft to it. Since I'm a pretty good 
singer, I figured the talent competition was my best chance. So my filmmaker 
friend and I put together the best damn video of someone in a nightgown rolling 
around a garbage dump and singing "Angel of the Morning" you ever saw. (More 
on this later.)

The following weeks were a whirlwind of vintage shopping and the methodical 
undoing of old, misguided hair color decisions. Finally, the big day.

Our posse arrived at the appointed time and place, a suburban Holiday Inn. 
When I got inside, I saw that the dressing room was almost entirely full of young 
women in intense undergarments, each undergoing her own epic struggle with 
hot curlers, mascara wands, and the like. I found a spot, embiggened my hair 
and eyeliner, and checked out the agenda. Bathing suit first.

I had a super sweet vintage one, white and green floral textured cotton with a 
metal zipper down the back and pockets. Which was maybe the most awesome 
garment I have ever owned. But still, my belly and I were about to get on stage in 
this thing. Panic. I turned to the professional’s cure -- three G&Ts, quick as can 
be -- and got in line. Number 11F, the very last one.

Insipid soft rock music on the sound system and introductory comments made, 
we each took a turn walking and showing our butts all the way across the stage. 
Even in my panicked state, I noticed that my fellow competitors seemed sweet 
and everyone did a good job.

And then it was my turn. I breathed deeply, the way you do going up the first hill 
of a very tall roller coaster, when you think "Well fuck it, I can't get out now." Click 
click click click... whoosh.
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As I stepped onstage, "Buffalo Soldier" started playing on the stereo. Seriously! 
I'm not sure what it meant -- was the DJ was a fellow chubstress giving me a 
shout out? Or maybe they just could tell I was a rebel from my sparkly jellies?

Either way I did my little walk, turn, look at my lovely broad arse thing, smiling 
vacantly and not quite sure what was going on. It was weird being on stage with 
nothing to particularly do. At least it was over quick.

Next was the interview competition, in which I blew it up in a bright yellow maxi 
dress with peacocks and roses all over it and red suede Reeboks. When asked 
who my hero was, I promptly answered "Eddie Vedder." (1996, remember? 
Huevos of steel.)

Then came the last show your butt strut of the night -- evening gowns! Mine was 
a long sparkly polyester affair with green and pink flowers and sheer puffy nylon 
sleeves. Rad.

By this time I'd had a few more dranks, so I hammed it up a bit. Giggles erupted 
in the crowd, I think (mostly?) approvingly. I bounced my curls just a little and got 
the hell off stage.

At that point, the final 3 were chosen. You are not shocked and neither was I to 
learn that sheer cuteness and sass had not landed me a spot in that rarified 
circle. Oh well, I laughed. I had a trophy for participating and a nice buzz going. 
Love of life!

The overall pageant winner would be announced at the end of the night. Before 
that, though, the talent competition. Time to recognize.

The lights went down, someone pulled out a big square TV on an old-school AV 
cart, and we all sat down to watch the performance videos.

There weren't many -- maybe 8? Or fewer? I can't remember. What I do 
remember, and what I will remember until that fateful day when my 
consciousness is absorbed into the Big Internet In The Sky, is what happened 
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when my video came on.

The first notes of “Angel of the Morning" began as we opened on a crazy post-
apocalyptic-looking dump. I'm wearing a long peach hippie nightgown dress, 
earnestly singing with a pot of mums in my arms. Then, for the chorus, a shot of 
me in a dark basement under a single bare bulb, earnestly singing in my camo 
jacket. Yep, the Eddie Vedder shot!

As the video unfolded, I sensed a bit of unrest in the room. "She can sing," I 
could feel them thinking, "but is she for real, or is she fucking with us? What the 
crap is happening?"

At the crescendo of the crowd's discomfort and the end of the second verse 
came the money shot. I'm on the ground, lying upside down on an abandoned 
car seat, my long black hair splayed across a patch of broken glass, giant old 
sunglasses on my face. "And if we're victims of the night," I crooned. "I won't be 
bli-hinded by the LIGHT!"

And then ... the room busted a collective gut. "Oh!" I heard their brains again. 
"She's for real AND she's fucking with us! Jolly good!" We all laughed and delight 
overflowed in the room as video me brought the song home. And all over 
Pittsburgh, broad-arsed girls felt unspeakably happy for a minute, though they 
didn't know why.

You won't be shocked and neither was I that the evening ended with a heavy-ass 
tiara on my head, bitches, and a sash that announced my triumph in curvy 
embroidery: Ms. Pittsburgh Talent Queen 1996!

I also got a massive trophy and a stopped-drinking-too-early headache as they 
announced the overall Ms. Pittsburgh, a super pretty and sweet lady named 
Angelique who had kind of taken me under her wing during my bathing suit wig-
out. Happy endings all round!

Later, I wrote a fun article in the paper, got a bunch of hate mail from pageant 
people, and took part in a documentary my friend made about the whole thing.
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The night it premiered, we rolled up to the theater in a limo with neon lights 
inside, drunk as hell. A massive cloud of smoke erupted from the car as we 
opened the door. I wore a long dress of pale green velvet, opera length gloves of 
gold, and my very own glittery sash and tiara. Both of which still adorn my home 
and elicit grins on the regular, 15 years later.

No one has ever felt more like a baller. And that was the best time I was a 200 
pound beauty* queen.

* Talent

So the basic idea is, if you want to be less insane about your body, you 

should enter a beauty pageant with a heart full of both enthusiasm and 

irony. 

If that’s not an option, well, I guess just keep reading. Because we’re 

going to sort it all out.
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Our bodies, our thoughts, ourselves

Check out this picture of me on Ms. Pittsburgh day, lo these many years 

ago:
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How do I look?
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There will be a variety of reactions to this … from “Dayum girl, u fine” 

to “Ow my eyes!” And every single one of those reactions is fine. Not one is 

inherently right or wrong.

Evolutionary psychologists and boring magazine articles like to trot out 

things like waist-to-hip ratios and symmetrical features as evidence that 

beauty preferences are genetically encoded. And maybe they are on a 

macro scale when you aggregate thousands of responses into one pie chart. 

But in practice, on the individual level, the whole beauty thing is clearly 

just a matter of personal taste.

And there’s not always a lot of rhyme or reason to it. Who among us has 

not gotten with at least one person who caused a hearty WTF to ripple 

throughout our social circle? And what about the fact that many 

conventionally attractive people still seem unappealing? “Beauty is in the 

eye of the beholder” means, quite explicitly, that beauty is entirely 

subjective. 

Another way of saying this is that every position on this slider is a valid 

response.

That’s how it is with all opinion-based questions, like How awesome is 
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chocolate cake really? or Who is the man? Nothing can be proven. It’s a simple 

question of where you put yourself on the slider.

This is not the most ground-breaking concept, but lots of times, we seem 

to have a hard time remembering it when we think about how we look. We 

tend to act like our attractiveness can be scored on a pass/fail basis. We 

think stuff like, “There is no way anyone will ever want me with these 

thunder thighs,” as though there were some sort of inescapable algorithm 

of hotness at work:

Thunder thighs <> doable 

But, seriously, don’t you know some people with thick thighs who are 

super hot? I do! Tons of them! Untold numbers of thunder-thighs-having 

people get laid every single day on this planet! 

Looking at our thoughts and feelings, we think the equation is true. But 

looking at reality, we see that it is false. 

In fact, the whole concept of expressing beauty in mathematical terms is 

false. This is something we easily understand when talking about other 

people — we know our friends are drop-your-shopping gorgeous even if 

they don’t look like movie stars. But for some reason, we have a harder 

time applying this to ourselves. We judge ourselves much more harshly 

than we do anyone else. And this right here is the disconnect that makes us 

crazy about our bodies. 

Because that doesn’t make sense, right? I mean, if any position on the 
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slider is valid, then why would we camp out at the “Ow my eyes!” end? I 

think it’s because we forget that we get to position ourselves wherever we 

want on this and every other subjective slider in existence. That’s why it’s 

called subjective — you are the subject, the big boss, the totalitarian decider 

of what your opinion is. And your opinion is allowed to be, “Dayum!”

Stop and let that sink in for a minute. There is no objectively true answer 

to “How do I look?” — just a bunch of choices, and you get to pick which 

one is valid for you. There’s no checklist that you have to measure up to, no 

one’s approval to get. You just have to cozy your own mind up to the idea 

that you might not be so awful after all.

Put another way, you can train your brain to think nicer thoughts about 

yourself. It’s allowed! Even encouraged! And important, because your 

mind is an amazingly fertile place, and whatever you plant — be it happy 

little flower or mean old weed — is going to grow and grow and grow.

Moreover, this lush little place is entirely in your care. Remember The 

Little Prince zooming around the galaxy on his asteroid, caring for his rose? 

That’s you and your mind. If you let it go haywire, it (and you) will be a 

hot mess. But if you put in a little time to clear out the rubbish and sing to 

the flowers, things will stay a lot nicer up there. 

Some call this process of cultivating helpful thoughts and weeding out 

unhelpful ones “positive thinking,” but I prefer the term “mental hygiene” 

because I think it’s more accurate. You’re not pretending or denying 

anything about reality; you’re just performing a little light agriculture on 

your mindgrapes.
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And this is CRUCIAL, not only to help you feel less crazy, but because 

you owe it to your fellow humanoids. If you let yourself think a bunch of 

garbage, then sooner or later, your mind will be more like the Pacific 

Garbage Patch than The Secret Garden, and you’ll be leaking grossness all 

over everything around you. Which I’m sure you don’t want to do! Good 

mental hygiene makes good citizens! Keep Earth tidy!

What I’m talking about here is not the same thing as The Secret-style 

magical thinking. I’m not saying that wishing for something is always 

enough to get it, or that thinking nice thoughts in and of itself will solve 

our problems, or that we have control over every single thing that happens 

to us. I don’t know enough to say any of that. I am not sure anyone does.

BUT I DO think that our thoughts have more creative capacity than we 

typically realize or acknowledge. So often we walk around thinking stuff is 

happening to us, and there’s nothing we can do about it, but that is almost 

never true. Stuff does happen to us, sure, but there are always choices to be 

made, and there is power in those choices.

What’s more, I think we as a species are just now waking up to this, 

taking our first wobbly baby steps into figuring out how much of “shit 

happens” is up to us. How much can we create with intentionally positive 

thoughts and actions? We’re just now starting to explore this question. 

So this whole project of learning to cultivate productive thoughts and 

abandon hurtful ones is not just a good way to feel and be less crazy about 

our bodies — it’s also a massive experiment in human possibilities! How 

powerful ARE our thoughts? We do not even know! So let’s find out!
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Humans be trippin'

All the time! About nothing! Have you noticed? 

For instance. Right now I am sitting here at my desk looking out the 

window as the breeze ruffles the leaves of the tree in my front yard, and the 

sun is going down, which makes the light in here all golden and green. I’ve 

got an excellent playlist going on Spotify and a glass of wine in my hand … 

and out of nowhere I will start freaking out! Nothing is wrong right now, 

but still my mind will start in about money or the ache in my shoulder or 

maybe something that I imagine is going on inside someone else’s head …

That last one is a particular humdinger. I have a pretty keen 

imagination, and I’m glad, but sometimes it leads me to concoct whole 

universes of motivation and intention and meaning from simple, small 

things. Sometimes I even find myself believing and making decisions based 

on this completely made up stuff. Do you ever do this? Not a great idea, 

but it can be hard to avoid.

I once knew someone who was far too good at this. She would pick up 

on energies and emotions in the people around her, and then she’d spin 

what she’d picked up into some kind of explanatory yarn. Some of these 

stories were paranoid — “people treat me like a loser” — and some were 

self-important — “because I’m too cool!” — but not many of them were 

accurate.
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The problem was not her sensitive nature or her active imagination — 

those are great things. The problem was that she assumed that all her 

thoughts were true reflections of reality, when in fact almost none of them 

are.

Put another way, brains make thoughts like butts make poops. It’s just 

what they do. What comes out doesn’t necessarily mean anything. The only 

difference between sane and insane people is that the sane ones know their 

thoughts are just mechanical processes, not Deep and Meaningful Portents 

of Truth. 

What kinds of thoughts do you have rattling around your skull? Here 

are a few in mine.

• Body stuff, from wondering if people think I look pregnant in my 

outfit today to worrying about my health to realizing it’s 2 pm and I 

haven’t eaten yet. This takes up a surprising amount of bandwidth in 

my head, maybe 30%?

• Good girl thoughts related to my to-do list and what I have to do 

next, and dirtbag thoughts about how I’d rather sit in the garden with 

a glass of wine. And then the good girl and the dirtbag fight it out. 

30%, easy.

• Song lyrics. Gah. 20%. At least.

• Wondering what people are thinking about me. Self-explanatory. 

Maybe 10%?

• Actual halfway decent ideas, or things that are at least worth 

considering for a minute or two. 10%. On a good day!



be less crazy about your body 22

Not only are a good portion of my thoughts rubbish; they are also 

repetitive as heck! Not surprising — our brains are really into recognizing 

patterns, so it makes sense that they operate in patterns, too. 

You can probably see this in your own experience — do you have a 

particular train of thought that you ride all the way down to Crazytown on 

a regular basis? Are there certain things that piss you off / make you sad / 

freak you out every time you start thinking about them? Are there hurtful 

conversations that repeat over and over in your head?

There are for me. There are topics on which I can beat my head for hours 

and days if I’m not careful. Over time, I’ve come to recognize them, and my 

meta-brain flags them when they pop up. “Oh, hey, are you sure you want 

to start ranting on this topic again?” It’s like an anti-virus program in my 

head. 

And this comes simply from being intimately acquainted with how your 

particular brain works. When you start to see its mechanical, repetitive 

nature, you’re automatically less mesmerized by it. And — the coolest 

thing of all — the act of noticing what you’re doing actually pops you out 

of the pattern, so that you can see it from the outside instead of acting it out 

from the inside.

Getting knowledge of the voices in your head is one part. The other is 

developing the mindfulness to notice patterns in real time. There are a few 

ways to do this.
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First, writing. It helps because it gives you the chance to get stuff out of 

your head onto the page where you can look at it. Like a Pensieve, but 

cheaper!. 

Write about what happened today and how you reacted to it. Write 

about your mental patterns, as many as you can identify. What happens 

when you fall into each particular one? How do you feel and what do you 

find yourself doing? Be curious, but don’t get sucked in. You’re studying, 

not re-enacting.  Over time, you will learn a lot about how your patterns 

unfold.

Try writing on paper or at a place like 750words.com and see what 

works for you. 

Another thing I’ve found helpful is to keep a log of what I’m doing and 

how I’m feeling throughout the day. It’s helpful in the same way as keeping 

a food diary or tracking every dime  — the tracking itself forces me to pay a 

little more attention. It pulls me out of auto-pilot and gives me a tiny bit of 

perspective on an ongoing basis throughout the day. 

Try setting a timer to go off every 20 or 30 minutes (there are apps for 

that) and when it rings, jot down a few words about what you’re doing and 

how you’re feeling. You may notice that you feel better after walking to 

work in the morning, but worse before you have to meet with a wretched 

co-worker. Or great around 10 am and crappy around 2 pm. There are 

underlying rhythms to your emotional day — this tracking exercise can 

help you identify them so you can work with them.

http://750words.com
http://750words.com
http://www.mindfulmynah.com/
http://www.mindfulmynah.com/
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BY FAR the best way to learn about your patterns is to meditate. Which 

sounds complicated and maybe even intimidating? Like you have to 

already be pretty sane to even start.

But I promise — none of that is true. Meditating is simple. And 

NOTHING is more powerful in terms of keeping your mind clear of 

dangerous debris. I am urging / begging / commanding you to sincerely 

try it — just a few minutes every day for a week or so — and see what 

happens! I bet you will be kind of amazed.

OK, so how do you do it? First: turn off your TV, your music, your 

phone. Step away from MyFace. Close the laptop. Make things as quiet and 

peaceful as you can.

Now, go have a seat somewhere. Get comfy, but not slouching on the 

couch watching TV comfy. Attentive comfy.

Next, close your eyes, or let them go out of focus while you look at the 

floor a few feet in front of you. Breathe. Notice your breath. Pay attention to 

it. Put all of your attention on it, in fact. Relax.

Now have a look around at what’s happening in your mind today. 

What’s the weather like up there? What kind of thoughts are passing 

through? Are they fluffy clouds floating across a clear blue sky? Colorful 

pedestrians walking their dogs past your table at a sidewalk cafe? 

Terrifying mutant elephant dinosaurs with blood dripping from their jaws 

stomping straight toward you? 

Watch them. Let them play out. And assume a detached, studious, 
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Margaret-Mead-like demeanor as they float, walk, and stomp on by. 

Because these thoughts don’t have any power to hurt you. They are just 

passing through, and you’re keeping an eye on them. There’s not 

necessarily anything important in there.

What is important? You get to decide, remember? Which is so cool! And 

meditating gives you the space you need to do it without fear of being 

crushed by rogue thought beasts.

Don’t make it complicated. And don’t expect meditating to make you 

feel any certain way — sometimes it will feel relaxing and comforting, and 

other times it won’t. Either way, the goal is just to sit and watch the way 

your mind operates for a little while. Get to know what you’re working 

with.

Every minute you spend observing your mind increases your capacity 

to SEE your craziness instead of BE it.
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Objectivity to the rescue

Once you start noticing how many of your thoughts are complete and 

utter bollocks, you’ll be wondering what you can replace them with. If you 

can’t believe the voices in your head, is there anything CAN you believe? 

Yes, there is, and it is called SCIENCE. You can believe in observable, 

repeatable phenomena as experienced in reality itself. And you can use 

these objective observations in conjunction with your rational mind to 

make much more excellent decisions than you can based on thoughts and 

feelings alone.

The funny thing about thoughts is that, even when we know they aren’t 

true, they can still whip us up into emotional frenzies during which we 

tend to think less clearly / hate ourselves / mutter under our breath / eat 

too much ice cream / drive too fast while having imaginary conversations 

with people we are mad at / et cetera.

You know what I mean. You start thinking about something and then 

you get upset about it and so you think about it some more which makes 

you even upsetter! Thoughts and emotions build on each other like a 

runaway train!

What can slow it down? Space and objectivity.

When you get a little space from your thoughts and emotions, they 
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become just one of several streams of data that you receive. They line up 

beside your reality-based perceptions and the smart stuff you have learned 

from being alive for a while and suddenly you have a lot more information 

to work from.  

It’s the difference between being trapped inside a tornado and watching 

one go by halfway across the horizon. When you’re in the tornado, it’s all 

you can see — whirling, inescapable chaos that feels like it will never end. 

But when you have a little distance from it, you can see what’s happening, 

and you can also hear what the weather guy is saying on TV and fill the 

tubs with water and get everyone into the basement. Or maybe you can tell 

it’s not a real tornado, just a bad storm, so you don’t freak out as much. 

Having a little distance from your emotions gives you more options and 

more freedom. It makes you smarter, stronger, and more powerful. Like a 

robot. 

I’m kidding! I don’t want us to be robots — emotions are great! But they 

are only one of the inputs we have available to us, and not always the most 

reliable one. They work best in conjunction with all the other tools we have 

at our disposal, like perception, perspective, logic, intuition, and objectivity.

Aaaahhh, delicious, nutritious objectivity. Have you ever been really 

hungover on a beautiful day, and you keep thinking all you want to do is 

lie on the couch and moan, but then you drag yourself out into the 

sunshine and feel 100% better immediately? Clear, objective thought in the 

midst of an emotional maelstrom feels exactly like that sunshine. You never 
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think it will make you feel better, but it always does.

There is a little hump of resistance to get over, because part of you is 

used to feeling things strongly and acting on them immediately. So it takes 

a little effort to do something different. But just a little. It’s mostly just 

recognizing that you have the ability to push pause on the emotional storm 

and engage your rational mind. 

How? You ask yourself questions that have clear, objective answers. You 

(1) stick to the facts and (2) be nice.

For instance. Let’s say you’re getting dressed in the morning, and you 

feel fat and horrible in every single thing. You’ve gone down this road 

before, and you know that a wardrobe-related meltdown can easily lead to 

a whole day of feeling (and possibly acting) shitty. Which you do not want! 

But as you throw awful outfit number 10 on the pile, you feel your heart 

pumping and your thoughts racing — the crazy train is starting to pull 

away from the station! 

Now is the time to stop and take a breath. Notice what you are thinking 

and how it feels in your body. Are you tensing up? Take another breath and 

as you breathe out, intentionally relax your body — this can also help relax 

your mind. 

Pay attention to yourself and how you are responding. Look very 

closely with as much focus as you can muster. Remember: paying attention 

is the mechanism that pauses the scene and pops you out of the craziness 

so that you can see it instead of be it. 
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Next you need to apply some objectivity directly to the insanity. Ask 

yourself some questions to evaluate whether your thoughts are reflecting 

reality accurately or not. 

Maybe you are Jack McCoy interrogating these iffy thoughts on the 

witness stand to determine their validity, dammit!! Or maybe you are Mr. 

Spock, coolly investigating all the facts before deciding on a course of 

action. Whatever works.

Ask stuff like:

• If you saw someone walking down the street looking just like you 

look, would you have a problem with her? 

• Do you look substantially different from what you looked like 

yesterday, when you felt fine?

• Remember the other day when you felt pretty? Can you imagine a 

time when you will feel pretty again in the future? If so, then how can 

you be ugly now?

• Is it possible that, rather than being factually ugly, you are just having 

a bad morning?

These kinds of questions will clear out the craziness. Just stick with the 

facts.

Also, this is a rough way to start the day, so once the train has slowed 

down some, extend yourself some kindness. And try to laugh a little as you 

get on with things:
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• Can you have your breakfast first, and decide whether or not you’re a 

troll later?

• Is there some no-brainer outfit you can put on that will get you out 

the door with no more tears? Maybe with your favorite earrings?

• Maybe watch a kitten video? Or “Rhythm Nation”?

Even after all the thinking I have done on this topic, even after years of 

developing a fairly accurate and empowered body image, I still have my 

days when I feel like a Jabba the Hutt, that giant disgusting pantyhose-

colored blob. I think we all do, and I’m not sure those feelings ever go all 

the way away. 

But we can talk ourselves down, because we have access to reality, and 

reality clearly shows us that we are NOT Jabba the Hutt nor anything 

resembling him. 

What we are, in fact, is impressively self-possessed grown-ups who 

have the power to defuse our own rapidly escalating psychological 

situations via cunning deployment of Objectivity and Kindness!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0Bmhjf0rKe8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OAwaNWGLM0c
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DIY shock therapy

I keep talking about sanity — but what is that really? What does it look 

like on an actual human being?

To me, it’s being able to see things clearly, to perceive things as they are 

without freaking out, to keep a level head even when you really want to 

blow something out of proportion.

For instance, can you look at a picture of yourself and be like, “Aw, I 

look happy there,” and not be like, “OMG I cannot leave the house in a 

sleeveless garment ever again”?

Can anyone do this? Maybe the Dalai Lama?

I think part of the problem with seeing ourselves in pictures or on video 

is that we just aren’t used to what we look like. Based on sheer minutes of 

time we have spent looking at people, most of us will have a much more 

accurate picture of Angelina Jolie’s true appearance than our own. So when 

we see ourselves in pictures or videos, we think, “UGH! What is that 

horrific creature?”

Of course, we’ve established that it’s scientifically impossible to be 

horrific — remember, all positions on the slider are valid and any can be 

chosen. So you’re not actually horrific. ( <— On the quiz. Highlight it.) 

All that’s happening is that you’re startled by the gap between what you 

think you look like and what you actually look like. That’s it!!
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I felt this for real back in 1996. Over the course of preparing for the Ms. 

Pittsburgh pageant and helping with the documentary, I sat and watched 

myself on screen for what seemed like thousands of years. At least 90% of the 

shots seemed to be me in a bathing suit. And at least 90% of those seemed 

to feature my Helga-the-Romanian-shotputter rear view, absorbing all the 

sun from the sky. 
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Yikes, said my brain, constantly. Yikes! YIKES!!! Epic Cringefest at 

Cringehenge, with the Cringers headlining!

Over time, though, as we edited and dissected and analyzed the footage, 

I started noticing some other things. Like, when I walk, my hair and I both 

bounce kind of cutely. And when I laugh, my whole self laughs and it’s 
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pretty sweet. And my back view isn’t actually the most heinous thing I’ve 

ever seen. It’s kind of square, sure, but I see people with square back views 

every day and have never once thought that any of them should be 

subjected to lifelong condemnation, right? 

As I got used to what I actually looked like, I stopped seeing my body as 

a collection of gross imperfections and stuff-that’s-not-so-bad-I-guess. 

Instead, I started to see it  — and myself — as one whole thing, with lots of 

facets, any of which can be focused on at any given time. I have a belly 

AND pretty brown eyes AND a nice singing voice. All of those things are 

true, but none of them are the whole truth. 

The whole truth — about me and about you — includes all the things 

we hate about ourselves, plus all the things we love, plus some magic. 

When we can accept everything that we are without being afraid of any of 

it — armpit fat, droopy boobs, and precious human soul included — that’s 

when we stop spewing craziness and start infusing pure golden sanity into 

everything we touch. 

How do we make room for all of who we are? How do we get used to 

reality and stop being freaked out by what we look like? How do we start 

seeing ourselves as one sweet thing instead of a collection of assets and 

liabilities? 

Why not try body image cringe therapy? It worked for me! Woo hoo!!!

This is your assignment, should you choose to accept it. Which I 

recommend you do because it really is quite good!

Have a friend record you while you’re doing something fun. (Like 
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knitting, pervert!) It has to be something absorbing enough that you can at 

least kind of forget that someone is taping you. Maybe you guys can set up 

a tripod and have a conversation with each other on camera.

Take a bunch of video, 20-30 minutes at least, and gather some other 

videos of yourself, too. As many as you can get.

Do you happen to have a clip of you doing something awesome that 

you don’t like to watch because you can’t stand how you look? Grab that 

one for sure.

Now. Watch the videos. Spend some time watching them.

I know you don’t want to. Sorry! Drink some wine if it helps!

But the only way past the cringefest is through. 

So cringe as much as you can! Get it out of the way!

Once that part is over, you will start to notice some nice things about 

yourself, too. Maybe you have a prettier smile or shinier hair or a cuter butt 

than you thought. Maybe the way you look at someone is sweet, or you 

seem devastatingly competent?

Feel free to notice those nice things. And keep watching. 

At some point, the judgements will stop, the fragments you’ve been 

focusing on will start to blur together, and you’ll see something else. 

One thing. A person. You. Doing something.
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If you feel the need to write some stuff down, go right ahead. Heck, 

write an e-book! I will buy it! Just remember your goals:

• To look at yourself as one whole being, the way you do the people 

you love, and 

• To let the reality of your body be what it is and be OK with it. No 

need to have a cow. NBD.

Cause, see, the thing is, having a cow doesn’t change anything. It only 

makes a body more crazy. So being sane means being fundamentally OK 

with what is. We need to accept reality, or at least develop the ability to be 

in reality without constant freakouts. Doesn’t mean that there’s nothing we 

wish were different or that we’d like to change. But there is a lot to love 

about the way things are right now. Look for the lovable, and build on it.
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Appreciating the imperfect

Nobody is perfect. We hear this pretty much non-stop from day one of 

hearing things because it’s what everyone says when they screw up. 

The reason nobody is perfect is because nothing is perfect. Perfection 

doesn’t exist. Everything in the universe is transforming and evolving over 

time, so it’s never done or perfected. It just keeps on changing.

Even our idea of what perfection is changes through this process. So, 

while it’s a nice thing to think about, it can’t really be our goal. 

In fact, have you noticed that sometimes, your favorite things are the 

most messed up? The stuffed tiger with the missing eye … the best, oldest 

pair of jeans with the most threadbare hems … the banged-up mix tape that 

reminds you of the best summer you ever had …

That’s because, while perfection is frosty and unreal, imperfection is 

personal and right here. Imperfection is scrappy, a survivor with a story to 

tell. It feels like it is ours. 

Maybe you’ve heard the term “wabi-sabi” — it’s a Japanese concept that 

points to the way a so-called flaw can deepen an object’s beauty. A blemish 

in a lovely landscape reminds us of who we are and the kind of world we 

live in: scratched and dented, yet ultimately, profoundly lovely. Somehow, 

imperfection makes perfection even better. 

Can this also be true for people? I think so, but it’s another of those 
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things that it’s hard to apply to oneself.

For instance: My mojo tooth, the one right next to my front teeth. It 

looks like there’s not quite enough room for it, so it’s kind of wedged in at 

an angle behind everyone else. I am lucky that my teeth are generally 

healthy and strong — only one cavity ever! — but they are a little crooked. 

This one in particular has caused me some consternation over the years.

But why should I alone out of every human who ever lived expect 

myself, and my teeth, to be perfect? Are there not other people in the world 

with “real person” teeth who are still pretty cute? And, most importantly, 

isn’t continuing to be upset about the same tiny thing over and over again a 

big dumb boring waste of time?  

In this situation, there are only two rational choices — get it fixed, or get 

over it. So I chose to get over it, and I remind myself of that choice as 

needed in self-dissing moments. Nowadays, I find that I kind of like the 

way it makes me look — a little impish and sly, like I’m up to a non-trivial 

amount of no-good. Which I often am!

Maybe I’ll decide to get it fixed someday — who knows if I will like it as 

much in my 60s as I do in my 30s? But the most important thing is that I 

will not be spending my life gnashing my teeth over this tooth. 

I am thinking you probably have your own version of the mojo tooth. 

Maybe many mojo-tooth-type things that bug you more than you want. Do 

you want to change them, or get over them? Remember, those are the only 

two rational choices!

If you choose “change them,” well, that’s a different book. But if you 
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choose “get over them,” here’s a good way to start: Develop your ability to 

appreciate other people’s quirks. This generates a level of openness in you, 

which you can then apply to yourself.

Here’s a short list of some imperfectly wonderfully amazing things that 

I love to get you started making your own list.

Elderly ladies who turn it out fashion-wise.

Any small child with a grubby face.

Neil Young’s beautifully grizzled countenance and perfectly weird 

voice.

The way my niece’s left eye squinks up more than her right one when 

she grins.

The warm roundness of my belly when I lay on my side and tuck my 

hand underneath it.

My grandma’s crystal blue eyes, wide and bright in her 89-year-old face.

My bestie’s slightly asymmetrical eyebrows, which somehow make her 

look like Ariel.

An old friend’s hilarious messed-up tattoo of the Statue of Liberty’s 

head with a wreath around it. I call up this memory whenever I need a 

giggle — works every time!

The scar under my right eye that I got from running into a coffee table 

when I was 3 — it gave me a dimple!

My jacked-up little neighborhood, full of beautiful things jammed up 

against hard ones. Flowers growing in a chain link fence, broken glass 
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glittering in the street. Urban wabi-sabi.

A keepsake box my dad made me when I was a teenager — a little 

rickety now, but made with his love.

Barbra Streisand in “Funny Girl.” She is so unmistakably herself! And so 

gorgeous!

A nativity scene I bought at a thrift store, made from a piece of 

packaging styrofoam. Some unknown person painted this styrofoam, 

adorned it with gold and glitter and straw, and glued down dozens of trees 

and bushes and little plastic nativity dudes including plastic baby Jesus. 

They put their heart into creating this piece, and it is the best, weirdest 

thing.

If you can develop an appreciation for your own imperfections, that’s 

awesome. But even if you can’t actively APPRECIATE them, you can at 

least develop a bigger perspective that doesn’t focus on them. And maybe a 

way to wryly, fondly accept them. 

Like, I am probably not ever going to love my comprehensive collection 

of all the stretch marks, but I don’t need to obsess on them, either. Because 

they are far from The Worst Thing Ever. In fact, they are kind of funny in 

that I can make jokes about parking trucks in them and stuff.

Most important, what I am is much more than a collection of body parts. 

When viewed in their proper context, these marks on my skin form just one 

small facet on my surface … an etching that gives me texture and contrast 

… an infinitely tiny feature of the strong, lustrous thing that I actually am. 
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That we ALL are.
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What about other people?

We’ve been talking a lot about the thoughts we think about ourselves, 

how to shape them and analyze them, how to train them to be more kindly. 

But what about all the shit that other people are probably definitely 

thinking about you? What can we do about THAT?!

First, you should know that other people are almost never thinking 

about you. 

Do you know this already? I didn’t until July 4th when I was 21 and fresh 

out of school, a young, kinda paranoid girl who didn’t understand the 

subjective slider thing yet. All I knew was that every time I walked down a 

street or went into a shop or got on a bus, everyone was silently judging 

me. Weird as I was, how could they not?

Anyhow, a bunch of us had piled into a car to go watch the fireworks 

from Pittsburgh’s West End Bridge, one of the best spots in the city.  We got 

stuck in traffic on the way, and as I looked around at all these motionless 

cars in the fading violet light, I realized something. Some were zoning out, 

and others were chatting with their pals … but not one of them seemed to 

be judging me! No one was even looking at me! 

And then I laughed so hard I couldn’t breathe, because all at once I 

understood. Each of us is the center of one and only one universe: the one 
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inside our heads. All these normal Americans who terrified me so much 

were far too engrossed in their own tiny universes to devote any attention 

to me! I barely even registered in their consciousness! 

How funny! And liberating! No one gives a crap!

Since then, whenever I start to feel noided out, I remind myself that I’m 

making that shit up. There is absolutely no way of knowing what someone 

else is thinking about me unless they tell me. So it’s best to just assume 

they’re not thinking of me at all, because that stance gives me maximum 

freedom and minimum self-consciousness.

If someone is noticing you, it’s generally because … 

1. They think you are lovely,

2. They are doing something to you, like cutting your hair or giving you 

a chiropractic adjustment, or

3. They are sad jerkburgers who derive pleasure from judging the 

people around them. 

And, in each of these cases, there’s nothing to worry about, right? So just 

assume no one’s thinking about you, because they probably aren’t.

Of course, some people might be, because they have a legitimate reason 

— your friends, your family, maybe your significant other. I am pleased to 

tell you that when you get a bit of control over your craziness, your loved 

ones benefit as well. Here’s how.

First off, it makes you less self-absorbed. Automatically making you 

more fun at parties. 
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Secondly, having a decent body image means you’ll cause fewer self-

hatred splash-backs on the people in your world. For this reason, it can be 

seen as a simple matter of politeness. (Look how considerate you are! And 

also such a BAMF! God I love that!)

Finally: bringing your gaze up from your navel allows you to be part of 

many tremendous things going on in non-navel-adjacent parts of the 

world. 

For instance. Did you know that, right now, there are bumblebees all 

over the world climbing into flowers they fit inside perfectly to get the 

delicious stuff that’s just naturally in there? And that Peter Jackson and Ian 

McKellen are making another movie set in Middle Earth? And what about 

that idea you had for doing that totally cool new thing that no one’s doing 

that you think someone should? Now you have time to get on it! 

When you get saner, everybody wins.

And the opposite is also true — when we stay crazy or, heaven forbid, 

get crazier, everyone loses. Which is why I want to explicitly address 

something I mentioned at the very beginning of this book — the way that 

we women sometimes bond with each other via busting on our bodies. 

Ugh I hate myself / Whatever, I am way worse / No, I’m the grossest. The 

saddest haiku in the world.

MCA once drew a line against disrespecting women in “Sure Shot,” and 

I want to draw the same line here. We need to stop disrespecting ourselves 

by taking part in this base ritual of faux sisterhood.
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This type of exchange actually angers me, because it takes the highest-

flying woman in the room and drags her down to the level of the one who 

detests herself the most. Is it supposed to be comforting that our friends 

find their bodies just as hideous as we find ours? That we all hate ourselves 

equally? Why are we connecting to each other through this craziness 

instead of banding together to move beyond it? 

 Do we want this bullshit to flow unobstructed right through us and 

down the stream of unfolding history into all the poor unsuspecting babies 

of the future? 

Noooo! It is too sad to contemplate and we can’t let it happen! So can we 

stop it? Can we sit down with our girlfriends and make a pact to never do 

it ever again? Can we come up with funny and gentle ways to discourage 

non-pact-takers from engaging in it when we are around? Can we find 

other ways to be inappropriate and hilarious over too many glasses of 

wine? 

We can, I think! And should. And must.

One last bit about the power of other people: they can drag us down like 

in the sad haiku, but they can also bring us way further up than we could 

have got on our own.

Around the time of the fireworks, I took my $100,000 English degree and 

got a job at a hippie shop, the kind that sold batik pajamas and Indonesian 

jewelry and Tibetan singing bowls. I worked with a girl named Michelle 

who looked like an angel and dressed like Lady Miss Kier, and we got on 
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famously, immediately. So well, in fact, that sometimes our boss would 

separate us! But we’d still talk on the phone.

At that tender age, I was deeply in the throes of the insidious and 

somehow largely unquestioned concept that a girl can be either smart or 

pretty but not both. And obviously she doesn’t get to choose — it’s decided 

by the aggregated appraisals of other people. WHAT UTTER CRAP, I say 

today. But my not-quite-developed late adolescent brain bought it, and I 

could tell that, in other people’s eyes, I was clearly A Smart and not A 

Pretty. 

Did I WANT to be A Pretty? Sure I did! In the privacy of my own mind I 

even thought I might already be one. (Maybe?) But I wasn’t sure, and I 

didn’t want to try and fail. So I went the other way. I cultivated my image 

as an iconoclast, wore ugly old-man pants with work boots. I disdained all 

things girly before they could disdain me.

Anyway, Michelle and I whiled away our hippie store hours folding and 

re-folding Peruvian sweaters and talking about everything. From her I 

learned that, contrary to what I had thought as A Smart, being A Pretty 

doesn’t automatically make your life perfect. In fact, it can spin out 

problems of its own, like drawing nefarious men in and driving potential 

lady-friends away. 

I had not known about any of this, but my very young eyes were 

opened and I saw that Michelle and I were suffering on opposite sides of 

the let-someone-else-decide-what-you-are divide. I’d been valued for my 

brains, which meant I couldn’t be pretty. She’d been valued for her looks, 
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which meant she couldn’t be brainy.

But that was so silly! Because clearly Michelle was, like, Oprah-level 

smart — empathetic and quick-witted and supremely capable. Likewise, 

she thought that if I couldn’t see my own beauty, maybe I wasn’t as smart 

as I thought.

Over time, just by being friends and having fun, we broke down these 

walls in each other. I took delight in pointing out when she did brilliant 

things, things that she didn’t even notice because she had such a firm 

notion of inadequacy in her head. And she encouraged me to experiment 

and have fun with my look. She even got me to believe that no one was 

going to scoff if I portrayed myself as cute … because I was. 

We could have easily whined and consoled each other for 40 hours a 

week — I’ve had friendships like that, haven’t you? She could have been 

like, “Oh God, I can’t believe I have to balance the register. I’m so stupid, 

I’m totally going to screw it up and get in trouble,” and I could have been 

like, “Yeah, well, at least you’re not so freakishly tall and fat and ugly that 

no clothes ever fit you and no boys ever talk to you.” Etc.

But that’s not what happened. Instead, we each held a vision of the 

other that was much more complete than those we had of ourselves. 

Michelle successfully did math and I successfully wore dresses, and, 

because of our friendship, we got past the idea that anyone else has the 

power to tell us who we are and what we are good for.

Friendships built on encouragement and affection feel nourishing, 
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because there’s no demoralizing race to the bottom rung of self-regard, no 

focusing on all the tiny and ever-tinier ways in which we suck, no 

martyred acceptance of our sorry lot. 

Instead, when times get hard, we reach out to borrow a cup of crisp 

clear sanity. In good times, we celebrate with crisp clear Prosecco! And at 

all times we refuse to let each other give up. It is a beautiful thing!  



be less crazy about your body 49

There are benefits to having a body

Any successful salesperson will tell you that no one cares about features. 

They care about benefits. What’s the difference? 

Features are attributes of something, like a cup holder or an airbag on a 

car. Benefits are slightly more exciting. They are advantages that we gain 

from features, like being able to have a Big Gulp while driving, or living 

through a car crash. Tires and stereos are features; being able to roll around 

anywhere you want inside a climate controlled 2-ton steel box blasting 

Pearl Jam at top volume is a compelling bundle of benefits. 

Sometimes, when I’m feeling blerghy, I find it helpful to think about my 

body in these terms. Individual features may be nice or not, but who gives 

a crap? What’s important is what I can DO. Benefits, people!

For instance. Here are some of my features:

Big belly

Big boobs

Brown eyes / black hair / freckles

S curve in spine

Five feet ten inches tall

Long skinny legs

MOJO TOOTH
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Clear and loud voice

Skin that is pink in summer and blue in winter

Hyper-flexible joints

Toenails that are currently silver

So, yeah, that’s a list of some of my features. Yawn. Have you learned 

anything? Just that I go through a lot of sunscreen.

Now let’s list out some benefits — way more of a thrill. Look at all the 

cool things my body has done! And all the fun stuff it gets to do!

It gets to eat ice cream sundaes!

And drink seltzer!

And love on amazing people!

And laugh at its own really horribly inappropriate jokes!

And sing! LOUD!

It can type really fast! 

And it looks cute in short dresses and tall boots!

Can reach high shelves in a single reach!

Feels delicious lying in the sunshine!

Gets to scratch kitty chins! 

And wear a tiara! 

And do handstands in a pool!



be less crazy about your body 51

It gives and receives so many wonderful hugs! 

Drops itself (nearly) to the floor while doing dishes and listening to Rye 

Rye!

Gets to watch that part of “Fellowship of the Ring” where Liv Tyler 

turns the river into a bunch of horses as many damn times as it wants!

Twirls with an umbrella singing “Singing In The Rain” in the rain!

Explodes with pure competitive joy when rare circumstances conspire to 

allow it to yell “EUCHRE!”

And so many other amazing things I can’t even write them all down! 

What about you?

Have you made someone’s life better with your hands and your words 

and your smile? Have you cared for an aging loved one, or comforted a 

friend who just got dumped, or taken in a sad looking street cat and nursed 

him back to full-on sexycat health? 

Have you have added beauty to the world with your miraculous and 

creative fingers? Have you painted a painting, or knitted a scarf, or written 

a poem that touched someone in the heart? 

Have you made stuff with your body? Like maybe a garden, or a 

company, or a BABY? 

Do you see how amazing all these things are? How much we contribute 

that has nothing to do with how we look? Our bodies — our imperfect, 

brilliant bodies — are what allow us to be such incredible fucking life-

giving goddesses! Respect must be paid!
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OK, enough goddess talk. Time for you to WORK! 

Take a few minutes right now and make your list. What cool things has 

your body done? What has it created? What has it allowed you to 

experience that you wouldn’t trade for all the pie in the world?

This exercise is mind-blowing and also kind of a blast! Because there are 

way more benefits to having a human body than we ever stop to think 

about. Like stretching in the bed when you first wake up in the morning 

and getting into a giggle fit with a 1-year-old and drinking a cold Coke on a 

hot day. There are so many things! Once you start you won’t want to stop!

Also, I should warn you that when I was done writing my list just now, I 

got a huge rush of physical happiness, like when I was a little kid and 

could not contain myself and just had to wiggle it out. So I went outside 

with my hula hoop! And sang a little while hooping in the sunshine! 

Maybe you’ll have a one-person dance party! Why not?!

This is what our bodies are FOR. It’s why we have them! Not so that 

other people can tell us what we’re worth but so that we can create and do 

cool stuff. 

And these days, the cool stuff is seriously cool — our ancestors couldn’t 

even dream of it. We have so much freedom, from deciding when or if we 

want babies to actually flying through the air to the other side of the world. 

Life can be challenging for sure and sometimes even truly full-on sucktastic 

… but it is also ridiculously awesome, now more than ever before, and our 

bodies allow us to be part of it!



be less crazy about your body 53

Also, not to bring the room down TOO much … but there will come a 

day, sooner than we think, when a lot of our capacity for doing cool stuff 

will be in the past rather than the present. We’ll get old and look back 

shaking our damn heads at all the time we spent not swimming because 

we didn’t want anyone to see us in a bathing suit. Or the cute boys we 

didn’t talk to because we thought we weren’t pretty enough for them. 

Heck, I’m not even 40 yet, and I already want to reach back in time and 

give my 15- to 22-year-old self an attitude adjustment. I thought I was so 

gross and fat! But I was kind of lovely! What a waste!
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Next time you’re feeling bad about your body, think about how 90-year-

old you will look back on present-day you. Won’t you be glad that you did 

all the amazing things you did? Won’t you wish you’d done more of them?

Eternity is looooong, and we are only part of it for like a minute. So who 

wants to go skinny dippin!?
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Put this in your pocket

OK, this is the last chapter, so what I want to do is wrap this all up for 

you so that you can put it in your pocket and have it ready for when you 

need it. 

Because we know we are going to continue to think crazy thoughts and 

want to act on them — that’s just how our brains be sometimes. Knowing 

that, we can prepare and develop tools that allow us to live through it 

without blowing things up. 

Here are a few I use in my ongoing quest to never let my brain’s garbage 

leak out into the universe. (See the appendix for a list of all the tactics 

discussed throughout the book.)

First: meditating. Seriously, a few minutes spent observing my mind 

every day keeps it nice and shiny. Give it a sincere try for a week or so and 

see for yourself how well it works.

A more advanced technique — and also totally worth trying! — is when 

you start to feel upset, stop and meditate. It’s hard, and you’ll REALLY feel 

like you don’t want to do it, but if you can let go of your feelings for a 

minute or two, you get a bit of that sweet, blessed distance between you 

and the oncoming tornado. And I am telling you, that bit of distance is 

HUGE.
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Second: The In Case Of Crazy Kit. This is sort of like borrowing 

rationality and good humor from a past or future version of yourself that is 

not currently freaking out.

My friend gave me this idea one day when I called her from the station 

at Crazytown. She talked me down and suggested that next time I was 

feeling quite sane, maybe I should try writing a little collection of funny 

and heartfelt notes to my future, possibly-going-nuts self. Now, when I feel 

a little on or over the edge, I pull them out and read them. And they work! 

What I’m trying to remind myself in this crazy kit is:

• Yes I feel crazy now, but

• No I won’t feel crazy forever, and

• There are ways to turn the train around!

Also, it’s pretty funny to have an In Case Of Crazy Kit in the first place, 

and thinking about that is usually enough to draw out a giggle or two.

My notes tell me stuff that it’s easy to forget when I’m in the throes. 

Stuff like:

• Are you about to start bleeding? Cause remember, that makes you crazy!

• Would you like to watch a movie? Here’s a list of ones you might like: 

Elizabeth, Mary Poppins, GI Jane, Sense and Sensibility, The Fifth Element, 

Matilda, etc.

• I know you feel powerless right now BUT YOU’RE NOT.
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My notes are cute to me. They have pictures of dogs on them, and 

stickers with ice cream, and crazy Japanese stationery with sexy bears. All 

these things help lift my mood and make me smile. 

It is so silly, but it helps a lot. Just a little lifeline from the land of the 

sane to help me remember that feeling bananas is just something that 

happens sometimes, and I don’t need to worry about it too much. I just 

need to shift it in a happier direction if I can, or hunker down and refrain 

from causing collateral damage if I can’t. 

What needs to go in your In Case Of Crazy Kit? Start putting it together. 



be less crazy about your body 58

You may find, as I did, that you end up not needing it much after you sit 

down and make it … but knowing it’s there can be a comfort.

The last and maybe most important tool I use to Be Less Crazy is my 

friends. (Haha, I just called my friends tools! Sorry y’all!) 

I love them not only because they are brilliant and beautiful and 

hilarious, but also because of the way we are with each other. We are 

compassionate, but only Real Talk happens. Not Fat Talk and not Pity Talk 

but You Can Do This And I Love You Enough To Remind You Of That In A 

Dark Moment Talk. 

I count myself incredibly lucky to have people in my life who believe in 

me enough to help me remember that I am powerful even when I feel 

weak. Who help me see through the false patterns I set up in my brain so I 

don’t get lost in them yet again. Who hold me together when I’m doing my 

best to fall apart. And I feel super blessed to be able to do the same for 

them. 

We can go so far together — much further than we can on our own.

The way I see it, history has caused our brains to be built around some 

pretty crazy structures — the ones that tell us we’re too fat to be pretty, or 

too smart to be pretty, or too pretty to be smart, or some other variation on 

What you are is a body to be appraised.

These structures have been around a really long time, and thankfully we 

have begun to move past them. But they aren’t going to fade away into the 
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sunset on their own. We need to actively push them out of the way and 

build better, saner ones to take their place. My sincerest hope in writing this 

is to get a conversation going about how we can make that happen in our 

own brains and in the culture.

How can we work together? How can we hold each other up when shit 

gets real? What do we want our world to be like and how do we make that 

happen?

These are big questions. Bigger than “How ugly am I, exactly?” And 

they are exactly the kinds of questions that our amazing future-creating 

brains should be chewing on — juicy and tasty and so very ripe!

So, dig in, my beauties! And bon appétit! 
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Appendix: Tactical breakdown

Everyday practices for maintenance and growth

• Meditate for a shiny mind. 

• Write 750 words or so each day to clarify and get insight on your 

thoughts.

• Pay attention to how you feel.

• Talk nicely to yourself.

• Focus relationships on encouragement rather than commiseration.

• Practice appreciating all that your rad body does.

• Cultivate a philosophical attitude toward the contents of your mind. 

(Brains : thoughts :: butts : poops)

• Use all your extra mental bandwidth to get excited about so much 

cool stuff!

Exercises to develop body appreciation, humility, and gratitude

• DIY shock therapy. Watch some video of yourself. Really watch it. 

Get used to what you look like.

• When faced with something you don’t like about your body, 

remember the only 2 rational choices are change it or get over it.

• Develop an appreciation for imperfection and make sure to apply it 

to yourself.
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• Discuss these ideas with your friends, and make a promise to never 

play Sad Haiku ever again.

• Make a massive list of things that make you love driving your 

particular body around. 

• Do the items on the above list as much as possible.

• Create your own In Case Of Crazy Kit. You may decide to include:

⁃ Gentle notes to yourself

⁃ Pictures you find calming / inspiring / giggle-inducing

⁃ Suggestions of stuff you might like to do

⁃ Words of encouragement and hugz from the other side of the 

craziness

Tactics to get off an accelerating crazy train

• Take a breath. Slow down.

• What’s going on in your body? Focus on your breath for a minute 

and relax.

• What’s going on in your brain? Evaluate your thoughts for veracity.

• Ask objective questions. 

⁃ What am I upset about? 

⁃ Is that really true?

⁃ What if that weren’t true?

⁃ If this were happening to someone else, what would I say?

• Pretend you are your own best friend. Be kind.

⁃ What can I do to feel better? 
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⁃ Can I delay thinking about this until I’m calmer? 

⁃ Find a healthy distraction?

• Use a lifeline and call a friend! That’s what we’re here for!

• Grab your In Case Of Crazy Kit and do what it says.

Things you can do if you like this book

• Leave a review on Amazon. Pretty please! This is so helpful!

• Tell your friends in real life or on Facebook / Twitter / YouFace / 

WhatHaveYou.

• Write about it on your blog if you have one and let me know, cause 

I’d love to hear your thoughts.

• Come hang out at BeLessCrazy.com and share your stories about 

being crazy, then being less crazy!

And thank you SO MUCH for reading! I hope it’s helpful. <3
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