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If you've struggled in your relationship with your body, if your body
has ever let you down, if you have dealt with chronic pain or serious
illness, if weight or body image issues have plagued you throughout
your life, the last thing you may want to do is spend more time and
energy attempting to reconcile your relationship with the object of 
so much angst.

But since you are reading this, I know you are willing to try. Because 
we both know transforming your relationship with your body into 
one of respect, trust, and love is a gift only you can give yourself. 

As a certified eating psychology coach and fitness professional for 
over thirty years, I can tell you that everyone's relationship with 
their body is complicated. Even people who appear to be in excellent
shape suffer needlessly in an ongoing attempt to maintain impossible
standards of perfection.

For as long as I can remember, my own relationship with my body 
has been a tumultuous one. I was anorexic long before anyone knew
what that was or how to treat it. I chose a profession where I was
constantly critiqued on my physique. I set myself up to believe that 
my weight equaled my worth, leaving my self-esteem on shaky ground.

WHETHER YOU LOVE YOUR BODY OR HATE IT, 
UNDERSTANDING IT IS THE SACRED CONTAINER 

YOU CALL HOME IN THE PHYSICAL WORLD 
IS CAUSE FOR A CEASEFIRE.

One of the best ways I've found to make peace with your body is to 
write a love letter to it. This is the love letter I wrote to mine. 

Because I'd love for you to feel the freedom that comes from dropping
the conditions for you to belong and be loved, I invite you to write a 
love letter to your body. Instructions are included on page 8.



The Ho'oponopono prayer is where all negotiations
start with me.  This Hawaiian practice of forgiveness
and reconciliation consists of four phrases. I'm sorry.
Please forgive me. I love you. Thank you. 

If this practice could heal the criminally insane without
their active participation, it can work wonders for me.
I am willing and fully committed to this process of
reconciliation.

There are so many things I have blamed on you, 
Dear Body. So many ways I have shamed you 
and used you as an excuse not to show up and 
be fully present. To not be me, the full expression 

of who I am - quirky, creative, compassionate, wise,

weird, woo-woo, funny, fabulous, daring, and different.

I had this ridiculous notion that if I had the perfect
body, I’d have the perfect life. That somehow my
weight equaled my worth. If my body was acceptable 
to others, I might be able to accept it myself.

I had it all backwards. 

The love and acceptance had to start with me. 
I had to know that I mattered regardless of how 
I chose to interpret what I saw in the mirror on 
any given day.

You, Dear Body, have always been an incredible
teacher. Despite my attempts to control every little

detail, you have always overridden my “authority” 
with your undeniable truth. The harsher the terms, 
the bigger the push back on your part. And rightly 
so. You were, after all, tasked with keeping me alive 
at all costs.

You know me inside out. My oldest friend,
my most loyal and faithful companion,
you have never stopped working for me
in all these years. No matter how many
times I gave you reason to.

You have worked tirelessly on my behalf
in ways I’ll never completely comprehend.

.

You've made sure my heart beats, my body
heals, my senses interpret incoming data at 
a phenomenal rate and adjust accordingly, 
my organs are functioning, my cells are
communicating, toxins are being eliminated,
food gets digested, nutrients are extracted,
energy is distributed, oxygen gets allocated,
my brain is protected, my immune system is
defended, and the list goes on. My health,
well-being, and survival have been your 
#1 priority 24/7 for my entire life.

For that I am eternally grateful.

And yet I have withheld so much love, 
so much pleasure, so much joy from you. 
There is no excuse for such stinginess.

I would never treat a friend or even a
complete stranger with the total disregard
and disrespect with which I have treated
you. I have held you to impossible standards
and punished you or dismissed you when 
you refused or were physically incapable 
of complying with my demands.

I have blamed and shamed, starved and
stuffed, ridiculed and criticized, betrayed 
and abandoned you time and again. Granted,
that's a strange way of showing my deepest
appreciation and gratitude.

Please forgive me.

I know every wrong-doing, every insult,
injury, compromise, or transgression has
been registered and recorded somewhere
in my cells. What is most appalling is 
the majority of these wounds were 
self-inflicted.

D E A R  B O D Y ,  
I  C A N  E X P L A I N . . .
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After all these years I still have these outrageously unrealistic
expectations about how you should look, feel, perform, and age. 

For some reason I expect you to be able to easily attain and
effortlessly maintain the elusive ideal weight etched on my
driver's license. I expect the thick, lustrous hair I was supposed 
to have inherited from my paternal grandmother to be on my 

head, not my chin. And I expect any extra "insulation" to go 
where it's needed, not where it's already been stockpiling. 

How can I expect to look, feel, and weigh the same as I did 
years ago when teaching fitness classes, swimming all summer,
rollerblading around the park, and daily dance parties were the
norm? Not the  menopausal melodramas, midlife mayhem, or
pandemic paranoia that are the new normal now.

Life feels heavier these days. And so do I.

It's not only unrealistic but also unkind for me not to allow you,
Dear Body, to evolve and expand into all you've become. You are 
a living landscape of love, loss, and longing. Of dreams, daring
adventures, and disappointments.

Why would I resent the way those experiences frame my face,
burrow into my belly, settle on my shoulders, huddle around my
hips, and linger on my legs?

But sometimes I do.

I rail against the quiet conspiracy that made me feel invisible at
forty and obsolete by fifty. I know I have a choice whether to buy
into this belief system or not. Just as I know feeling fabulous over
fifty, sixty, seventy, and beyond is its own kind of revenge.

I resent being held to a standard of beauty defined by an industry
that sells us all on the notion that we are fundamentally flawed,
inadequate, and in constant need of fixing because we will never
be enough on our own.

Of course, nothing could be further from the truth.

Yet, sadly, being bombarded with this message subtly and not so
subtly for half a century shaped my relationship with you, Dear
Body.I began to believe them, which meant distrusting you.

"You are a 
living 

landscape 
of love, loss, 
and longing. 
Of dreams, 

daring 
adventures, 

and
disappointments."
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Forgive me. I had a lapse in judgment.

Was that when the insidious voice of "reason"
convinced you act your age? And insinuated
you're too old to ride a bike, take up skiing, or
attempt a cartwheel and the splits?

When did she take over for the sassy seeker 
of truth who knows that life truly begins 
when the Princess becomes the Queen and
decides to Own Her Throne?

Feeling fat, fuzzy, or fatigued is no way to
reclaim the health, power, or joy that is yours
for the taking. It's just a temporary response
to an untenable situation.

I understand how weary world events leave 
you feeling. I know how very sensitive you 
are, Dear Body, and how acutely you feel 
the world's pain. I know how hundreds of 
tiny hurts collect around your heart, hoping 
to heal but reluctant to forgive or forget.

I understand how the silent suffering and
shame of our ancestors lives on in you. I feel
how the belly, breasts, birth canal, and back
bear the burden of betrayal, bravery, and
being powerful, witchy women.

Transcending the limitations of our mystical
mothers and giving voice to their deepest
truths is your promise to them, Dear Body.
Your birthright is to be braver and bolder. 

A tall order, indeed.

Padding and protecting yourself in defense
is a reasonable response. Seeking solace in
comfort food and beverages, numbing out
with Netflix, or non-stop work is a familiar
fix for troubling times.

But it also creates a pattern of powerlessness
and self-loathing. Of becoming an internal
terrorist who criticizes and condemns you for
not being able to handle it all without gaining
weight and losing yourself.

It's easier to give up on deep connections 
and true intimacy than to drop down into 
you, Dear Body, to seek a solution. Exposure 
to that kind of emotional intensity and
vulnerability can be overwhelming.

You are not to blame for the abuse you endured.
You paid the ultimate price of being nice. 
First through anorexia, then promiscuity, 
then disconnecting from joy, personal power,
and the soul's insistence on forgiveness.

Learning to instinctively trust and align 
with your wisdom has never been easy or fast.
It has taken decades and several failed attempts
to reconcile my relationship with you.

But it is the only way forward. Because you, 
Dear Body, hold the key to me. You hold the
unspoken truth my heart pretends not to know.
You are the perpetual mystery my mind can't
make sense of.

So here we are. Coming Clean once again.
Reclaiming our health, power, and joy - 
one truth at a time.

Here are my new vows to you.

"Transcending the
limitations of our

mystical mothers and
giving voice to their

deepest truths is your
promise to them, 

Dear Body.
Your birthright is to be

braver and bolder.
A tall order,

indeed."



P A G E  5
D E A R  B O D Y ,  I  C A N  E X P L A I N

COMING CLEAN COMMITMENTS

  Dear Body, I promise to nourish you, honor you, and respect you. 

1.  I will feed you delicious, nutritious foods and provide chocolate on demand. 

2.  I will drink water all day even if it means twelve more trips to the toilet.

3.  I will allow you to rest, relax, and follow your own rhythm.

4.  I will move in ways that strengthen, stretch, challenge, and delight you. 

5.  I'll adorn you with your favorite bling. That includes your favorite shoes.

6.  I'll put you in water when you get cranky. I'll even throw in flippers and your 
          fabulous flowered swim cap.

7 . I'll make play part of each day and let pleasure to be the measure of success.

8.  I'll encourage you to age with curiosity and kindness, grace and gratitude, 
humility and humor and a hint of hilarity.

9.  I promise to be present and accounted for in this moment. I will not compare 
you to younger, thinner, healthier, or sexier versions of yourself or others.

10.  I will drop down into you and access your immense emotional intelligence 
 when I feel frightened or freaked out. Checking out is no longer an option.

11.  I will ask for your assistance in interpreting and clarifying your cryptic clues 
to our physical, mental, emotional, and spiritual well-being.

12. I will come clean and tell your truth for the health of all concerned.
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You, Dear Body, are an exquisite expression of my soul's 
evolution. Why do I so seldom show my appreciation?

Thank you.  I love you.

You met the exact physical specifications required for me 
to learn my life lessons this time around. You have never 
failed to do your job and provide life supporting feedback.

Even if my grievances against you felt justified at the time, 
in hindsight I know you were always on my side. You always 
have been and always will be.

At long last, I'm listening. Help me interpret every ache and 
every pain, in the weight loss and weight gain. Help me hear the 
wisdom in my gut about the who-when-where-why-what and the 
truth you convey in your very nuanced way.

I am paying attention. What I require now is the courage 
to consistently show up and respond truthfully to your requests.

Fear-based thoughts are just the story I default to when I'm
"hangry", lonely, tired, or scared. I'm ready to write a more
empowering story and be free of the not-so-civil war that I've
allowed to wage on within me for far too long.

I'm not saying I will never again blame you for all my issues. 
And I'm fairly certain skinny jeans and other questionable fashion

trends will never be a choice we make.

But I will love you, nevertheless. Because I couldn't do any of 
this without you. I need all parts of me on board and aligned to

carry out my mission: For all bodies to feel they belong and 

are accepted here.

It starts with me. So let me end where I began. 

I'm sorry. Please forgive me. I love you. Thank you. 

And so it is. It is already done.

Penny

"You, 
Dear Body, 

met the 
exact 

physical 
specifications 

required 
for me to 
learn the 

life lessons 
my soul 
set forth 
this time 
around."



Penny Plautz is a Certified Eating Psychology Coach and
transformational facilitator. She is the author of Body

Confidence From the Inside Out and Coming 

Clean: 6 Steps to Making AMENDS With Your Body.

Her coaching programs are designed to help you reclaim
your health, your power, and your joy, one truth at a time.
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