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    About the Book


    It’s time to Embrace yourself.


    When was the last time you wore a bikini without a care in the world? Did a bomb in the pool? Or participated in an activity that gave you such a thrill you almost wet your pants? (Or you actually did!)


    Taryn Brumﬁtt – director of award-winning documentary Embrace and ﬁercely passionate champion of women – has inspired over a million people across the world to embrace their bodies. Her message is urgent, critical and incredibly inspiring. Learn to accept your body for all the wonderful gifts it brings you, and reject the destructive fake images you are bombarded with every day. 


    Embrace Yourself is the ultimate ‘how to’ guide to loving your body at every shape and size. Do you hate your body and want to learn how to let go of the unhappiness it brings? Do you just want to reach a greater sense of body-loving nirvana? If the answer is yes, then this book might just change your life.
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I FIRST WATCHED EMBRACE ON A FLIGHT from Australia to Los Angeles and was profoundly affected by what I saw. I was on my way to attend the 2017 Academy Awards. I had just birthed my second child, had not yet shed the baby weight and was days away from walking the biggest red carpet of my career. I felt I was under the watchful eye of Hollywood – an industry that is rife with both scrutiny and self-criticism – but watching Embrace carried me through those anxiety-ridden days and the weeks that followed.

       The media would have us believe we need to reach a standard that is simply not realistic. Making people feel inadequate is a very profitable business! I have been photoshopped and airbrushed a thousand times over, which in the past has led to a private struggle in separating who I am from the way I look. I personally know so many women who suffer through this same battle, but watching Embrace reminded me that the issue is much bigger than many of us realise. We are in the midst of a heartbreaking epidemic; relentless negativity and self-loathing has become a global issue.

       Embrace reinvigorated my passion for raising awareness of this toxic judgement that we project onto ourselves and each other. We must redefine and rewrite the ideals of beauty. We must not only strive to empower women to Embrace, but look to overhaul the current perception of beauty that is driven by the media and wider society. We are each whole, unique, healthy and capable just as we are, and it needs to be celebrated so! Let us focus on our achievements, our dreams, our ways of being and our connections in life rather than how we look or don’t look.

       I was so taken with Taryn, and I wholeheartedly believe in the importance of her mission. Embracing yourself can help you to harness the power of positive body language and prioritise mental health before beauty. Only through dedicated self-work was I able to find acceptance of my body and cultivate self-love. I support every woman in finding the courage to do this work and I know that the motivation offered by Taryn and her Body Image Movement will set you on the right path.

       Taryn is warm, joyous and dedicated. She is pioneering this profound and essential movement in an exciting time of change. My hope for every person who reads this book is that they are not only inspired to embrace their own body, but that they are swept up in this powerful time and choose to take part in a society that values and celebrates people for who they are. With this mindset, it is possible that the children of our future will grow to value mental, emotional, physical wellbeing and wholeness as having the utmost importance.

       My belief is that self-deprecation manifests itself out of something deeper. Perhaps on your Embrace journey there will be some confronting and uncomfortable emotions. I encourage you to dig deep, dive into those feelings and explore all that comes up. It will serve you well and bring you closer to yourself. As my favourite Rumi quote so divinely puts it, ‘Don’t turn away. Keep your gaze upon the bandaged place. That’s where the light enters you.’

       Be kind to yourself, surround yourself with a tribe of strong, warmhearted souls and allow yourself to be whole. Free yourself from the tiring committee in your head and remind yourself to celebrate your body for all the beautiful things it can do. You are worthy of love and you can look to Taryn’s words to help lift the burden of self-doubt that rests so heavily on your shoulders. This book is a gift to all women; let it be your bible.







[image: ]




[image: ]











[image: ]

[image: ]A HIGH-SCHOOL DROPOUT. I was a rebellious teenager who got tattoos when she was fifteen and ran away from home when she was sixteen. English was my worst subject, and under no authority do I have what it takes to be an author. But I do have something to say.

       When I speak to audiences, and share my stories and the stories of others, people’s lives change. I say this with a balance of humility and fist pumps, as I’m as surprised as the next person that I can stand on a stage and impact someone’s life in such a profound way.

       These days, it comes quite naturally to present in front of thousands of people. Don’t get me wrong, I still do a dozen nervous wees before getting on stage, complete with clammy hands and quivering voice, but rather than remain paralysed by the fear of public speaking, I now choose to dance with those nervous emotions.

       A good friend gave me some advice a few years ago when I showed him my trembling hands just before going on stage to speak to 600 people.

       ‘Look at my hands,’ I said to him.

       He replied, ‘Taryn, when you speak it’s not about you, it’s about them.’ Pointing to the audience, he made me realise that when you have something to say – something important to say like I do – you need to do everything within your power to go ahead and say it.

       But writing a book is different to being onstage. In a book, I can’t hand-flap about, raise my voice or perform pelvic thrusts to get my point across. You can’t see my tears, and I can’t see yours. Writing makes me feel vulnerable, and the words you are going to read in this book are going to make you feel vulnerable too. I guess we’re in this together.

       Speaking of vulnerability, I know that’s probably how you feel as you read this. Chances are, you picked up this book because you’re feeling bad about your body. This might be the first time all week you’ve allowed yourself to take down the mask you wear every day providing the illusion that everything’s ‘okay’. But it’s not. I know it’s not. Not loving your body feels like absolute crap!

       I speak from experience when I say this to you. I know how exhausting it feels to spend your entire life trying to lose those last five kilos, or be consumed by the worry that summer is just around the corner and you’re not adequately prepared to strut your stuff in a bikini (because we all know summer bodies are made in winter, right? More on this tripe later!).

       After months of torturing my body (think weighing food, weighing myself and trying to pretend that eating food out of a plastic container was somehow fun) I realised standing there on stage in my ‘perfect bikini body’ that, for me, having the ‘ideal’ body took too much time, sacrifice and energy. For me, continuing to have my ‘stage body’ would require a lifetime of obsession and probably arguments with my husband, Mat. (I was very moody when I was on the bikini-body-obsession road.)

       After three pregnancies in three and a half years, I felt like my body was broken. You could pick up my breasts like they were dirty tissues as they were so ‘tired’ after feeding 4500 meals to my children (a fact that I show off and tell as many people as I can these days!). My stomach was a jelly-belly mess covered in stretch marks. My thighs were chunky, and my arms (you know the flappy bit underneath, aka tuckshop arms) would continue to wobble well after I’d finished waving. My body was gross. Ugly. Disgusting. I hated it.

       When I learnt to love my body, after hating it for most of my life, it felt like winning the golden ticket. It felt like I’d been given entry into the greatest place on earth, a place where life is magical and full of possibility. A place where you can just be, rather than be filled with fear that you – and your body – are not enough. That place, or state of being, is what I like to call ‘embrace’.




       When I posted my non-traditional ‘before’ and ‘after’ photos on social media, never in my wildest dreams did I imagine they would have the impact that they did and encourage a community of like-minded women around the world to embrace. I imagined a comment or two from my mates, of course, because hey, it’s not often your friend perches her naked self on a stool to prove it’s possible to love a version of yourself that’s not stereotypically ‘perfect’. But the magnitude of the response worldwide was mind-blowing.
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       It’s almost laughable to think how much that photograph rocked the brains of those in the media at the time. It was headline news in almost every country of the world, and as if that wasn’t enough, it made its way up into space like Buzz Aldrin! (Well, sort of.) When it was going viral, a friend of mine got off a plane and rang me immediately to say, ‘You made the in-flight news!’ And all because a woman loved her body?
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       I spent the best part of a year being interviewed about that photo. Even today, years later, I’m still talking about it! We are so conditioned to think that a person losing weight will lead to a feeling of happily ever after that people simply can’t wrap their heads around the fact that it simply wasn’t the case for me.
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       While it’s mostly YOU who drives me to action every day, it was the frustration I felt when doing hundreds (if not thousands) of media interviews in the beginning that drove me to finding bigger platforms – on my own terms – on which to tell my story. I discovered that the media was a great way to share a very small message, but it’s impossible to change the world through tiny snippets of airtime.

       Television interviews are only four minutes long, and all you need is a breaking story about a cat skateboarding through the main street of Austin, Texas, to push your story to the scrap pile. Newspapers or magazines don’t promise much more success, with your words at the hands of editors. That’s why I’m so grateful for the opportunity that social media affords me, and of course, writing books like this. I can share my words, my stories – everything I want to – without being censored.

       Having a golden ticket is great, but what’s the point of having a yearly ticket to the greatest fun park on earth when there are not enough people for you to share it with? That’s why, despite my self-doubt that I am entitled to be an author, I decided to write this book. I think of it as a baton, if you will, that I’m passing to you so that you can join me in embracing yourself too. I want you to love yourself the way that I love myself. Intensely, and with the kind of love that fills you with so much energy and joy it should probably come with a warning!
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       I was recently asked in a Facebook Live chat whether or not I have days when I feel down about the way I look. Believe it or not, I honestly don’t. Since embracing I have never felt the need to hate on my body and call it the old names that I used to. ‘Ugly’ and ‘disgusting’ are no longer words I use to describe the way I look. Those words are reserved only to describe those who take pride in scrutinising the appearance of others.

       I love my body, and it’s my mission to help you love yours.

       Something about the way you currently feel about your own body has drawn you to this book. Instead of questioning whether I’m worthy enough as a writer to have you here, I’m simply going to do what I do best – share what I have to say.

       This isn’t rocket science or anything worthy of a Nobel Prize. What I have to say mightn’t even be new to you – in fact, if you’re like I was, when it comes to body positivity, you’ve most likely heard every motivational quote and self-help mantra in the book. However, please indulge me. This is my book, and I plan on delivering unconditional love for your body a little differently!

       So, let’s dive in deep. Let’s be in this together. Let’s help you find your very own golden ticket. Let’s get you to embrace yourself . . .
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[image: ]YOU’D TOLD ME TEN YEARS AGO that I’d one day be comfortable taking my clothes off in front of my husband, let alone in front of a room full of strangers, I honestly would have broken out in laughter. The kind of laughter where you imply, through high-pitched inflection, that the person telling you the unimaginable must be seriously out of their minds. Yet, fast-forward a decade and that’s exactly where I found myself to be – at a photo shoot, in front of many, wearing nothing but a bikini.

       I’m not telling you this to imply it will take a decade to change the way you feel about your body (nothing of the kind, it can happen swiftly!). I’m telling you this because I imagine some people reading this book would be totally able to relate.

       Right now, I imagine some of you are in the same achingly painful place that I was in before I embraced. A place of self-loathing, hatred, guilt, shame and embarrassment, with an excruciating desire to change something – or everything – about the way you look.

       I remember that when I hated my body, I didn’t want to be seen by anyone, let alone my husband, and definitely not by myself in the mirror. Everything I did felt like a battle. The change room was an evil place of misery and despair when trying on clothes, going to the beach I felt embarrassed and ashamed, and – heaven forbid – going to an event where I might run into people I hadn’t seen in a long time was an experience filled with fear and trepidation. My life was no life. I was never able to be present in any given situation because I was always filled with negative emotions stemming directly from my pure hatred for my body.

       A colleague works on a consumer advisory committee at one of Australia’s largest eating disorder associations. She recently shared with me the continual feedback the association receives about a lack of positive role models for people with eating disorders. While helping to draft a pilot program to pair people with eating disorders who are in their final weeks of inpatient treatment with mentors who’d been in recovery for a considerable time, she noted that those in the grips of the illness simply didn’t have access to enough success stories to aspire to or believe in. Many within the eating disorder community had never met someone who had recovered from the illness, and not knowing what that recovery ‘looked’ like made it difficult for sufferers to imagine that a life without fearing food or their weight was possible.

       This got me thinking about how important it is for me to let you know that I am here to walk this journey with you.
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       Along with inspiring you to find your very own golden ticket to Body Love town, it’s also important for me to share with you that I understand how you might be feeling right now. Fat, disgusting, ugly, wobbly – while those words don’t leave my mouth these days in relation to my body, they used to form part of my daily inner dialogue. In fact, I probably hated my body more than any of you. Please don’t think I’m saying that competitively. (I mean, seriously, who’d ever strive to feel so hideous?) Rather, I say this to suggest that if I can love my body unconditionally, anybody can. Including you. And you will!

       I don’t beat myself up about the time I wasted hating my body. Rather than looking back and dwelling on the days gone by, I’d rather look forward to all the fabulous experiences ahead.

       Let me share a little of how I used to feel with you.

       Hating my body was all-consuming. There was rarely any respite from the awful conversations I’d have in my head. It wasn’t always an overwhelming ‘I hate my body!’ kind of intensity – on many occasions it was like a low-grade temperature, just there, annoying – but it was constant. And crippling.

       For example, having sex with my husband, Mat. Rather than be in the moment and enjoy the intimacy of being with the man I love, my mind would race with thoughts like, ‘I wonder if he can see my boobs hanging off to the side?’ or ‘How could he possibly find these tummy rolls of mine attractive?’ Not to mention, ‘Does my vagina look different since I became a mum?’ (I tore a little down there when giving birth to Oliver.)

       If I was in a change room, I spent so much time examining the gross roll of fat underneath my bra that sometimes I couldn’t even bring myself to try on the clothes I’d taken in there. If I tried on something that didn’t fit, I would blame my body for being a complete failure and would begin planning my next diet before even leaving the store.

       Most Mondays I began a new diet in order to lose weight from eating ‘badly’ the week before, always starting off the week determined that I was finally going to be ‘good’. When I weighed myself, I constantly felt guilty for not going to the gym enough and wished so badly that I could have ‘her’ body instead of mine.

       I also had a constant monologue going on in my head. Do I look okay? Is my bottom bigger? Do you still find me attractive? Can you see my back rolls through this T-shirt? Have you noticed I’ve put on weight? Do you think my face looks bigger? How do these jeans make me look? Are my arms too big to wear this top? Sound a little familiar?

       Hating my body was hard work, as I’m sure many of you would understand. So many of us spend our days bullying our bodies with hurtful language, not to mention engaging in body-shaming activities like these:



	Turning the lights off in the bedroom before getting intimate

	Weighing yourself every day, or trying to lose weight in the lead-up to a special event

	Depriving yourself of food, or constantly counting calories, fat grams or ‘points’

	Avoiding sleeveless tops, or wearing shapewear to flatten your stomach, hips or thighs

	Exercising because you have to, and spending excessive time in the gym

	Always trying the newest or latest diet fad or product

	Avoiding being seen in a swimsuit at all costs, or covering up as soon you get out of the pool

	Being jealous of ‘skinny’ friends, and saying negative things about other people’s bodies

	Not buying clothes until you lose weight, or keeping clothes that don’t fit you because you want to fit into them again one day

	Avoiding having your picture taken, especially full-length photos

	Not leaving the house in fear of what others will think of your appearance

	Telling yourself you are fat and ugly, and that you’re ‘too fat’ to do something






[image: ]





[image: ]




STARING AT MYSELF IN THE CHANGE-ROOM MIRROR, only this time admiring the pattern of the bikini I was wearing rather than nitpicking my body’s condition, I was called over to begin a photoshoot.

       ‘Do you ever have days when you feel bad about your body any more?’ the photographer proceeded to ask, while fiddling with camera lenses.

       ‘No,’ I replied, matter-of-factly. ‘Seriously, I don’t!’ I added, sensing a little disbelief.

       The relationship I have with my body has changed dramatically since I began this journey to embrace. I now place so little value on what my body looks like, and instead value how I feel in my body and what my body allows me to do so much more.

       Think about your legs for a minute. Take a second to stop and think about all the incredible things that your legs do for you, whether they allow you to walk or swim or dance or run. This is the way I think about and value my body now. I no longer engage in any form of dialogue that isn’t through a lens of my very own – the perspective of gratitude.

       Learning to be grateful for your body, and your life, will have a profound impact on your everyday outlook and happiness. It doesn’t just happen, I must add – gratitude is a constant practice. Whether you try writing a daily gratitude journal or taking a gratitude meditation, having gratitude and loving your body unequivocally go hand-in-hand. (Kind of like chocolate goes hand to mouth!)

       Do you know how hard it is to hate on your body when you’ve just finished a ten-minute gratitude meditation about how epically fabulous your body is? From the tip of your toes to the top of your head? When you actually stop and reflect on all that your body is (and all that it can do), you can’t help but marvel at what an incredibly amazing machine it is!

       How about the way your hair stands up on end when it’s cold? Or the way the human heart beats over three million times in the average lifespan? Every time you want to complain about something, ask yourself if it’s worth your energy. People take their bodies for granted, which may explain why it’s so easy to hate them.

       I live and breathe the body image conversation every day in my line of work, and yes, being fortunate to connect with body-positive babes around the world fuels the love I have for my body even more. But the Body Image Movement aside, once I stopped viewing my body as an ornament and saw it as the vehicle to my dreams, nothing was going to stop me from developing an unconditional and unwavering love for it.

       I am living proof that you can love your body.
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