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 Here we are at our third issue and the end of one school year of (online) publishing.Before I get into 
what this issue is about, I would like to thank all of the wonderful men and women who have contributed art 
work, poetry, stories, articles, time, and energy to make Hoochie Woman the influential evolving collection of 
feminist literature it is.  This magazine may have been the idea of just a few women, but it is the creation of 
many.  This is your magazine, and we thank you for making it so incredible, powerful, and exciting.

 This issue’s theme is Body Image—a big one for college students and a hot feminist topic.  The personal 
stories as well as the more academic articles in this issue are powerful and moving, and they hit incredibly close 
to the bone for many women (and men) because, let’s face it, just about everyone has or knows someone who 
has suffered from some sort of eating disorder or body image problem that puts her/his physical health at risk.  
We cut ourselves up, starve ourselves, work ourselves to death, scrutinize tiny bumps and blemishes, compare 
ourselves to airbrushed images, and hate ourselves if we fail to measure up to some impossible standard society 
has told us to set for ourselves.  All in the name of what?  Beauty?  If that is the case, maybe it is time to rethink 
our definition of beauty, which is exactly what this issue does.

 This issue will challenge everything you ever thought about body image and “normal” standards of 
beauty.  It will make you think about why you value certain physical attributes and why being thin makes you 
feel more satisfied and happy with yourself than any other form of success.  I grew up in the South.  I know 
eating disorders like the back of my hand and have had an all-too-personal relationship with them.  At the 
risk of sounding dramatic, I would definitely say that feminism saved my life.  It taught me that there are 
more things to value about myself aside from my body size, and there are better issues on which to focus my 
attention besides my appearance.

 Whether you obsess over your weight and the number of times you worked out this week, or you 
think the models on television look absolutely ridiculous and would rather be healthy and happy than skinny, 
this issue has something in it for you.  We have worked hard to put this issue together because we know how 
screwed up our body image can be.  We hope you enjoy reading is as much as we enjoyed putting it together.

Peace and Love, 
     Hoochies

 We’d like to extend an apology to two of our issue 2 
artists, whose names we carelessly forgot to mention in the 
content page (you can find their work throughout the mag). 
They are Anna Harris and Sarah Pater. Thanks so much for 
your submissions and your awesomeness. 

             You rule.

[p.s.]

Dearest Readers,
THE EDITORS’ DESK
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BY: ms. amanda matossian

Yourbody.  Yes, yours.  
It’s the only one you’ve got.  You 
know it better than anyone else, 
each and every part, and it’s pretty 
likely that you think about it an 
awful lot.  If you’re like me, your 
body image probably plays heavily 
into how you calculate your worth 
as a human being.  If you stop to 
think about what determining 
factors you base your body image 
on and where they come from, it’s 
obvious that you did not create 
these guidelines for how you’re 
“supposed to” look.  This fact is not 
new to you.  The people in your 
life who love you may have tried, 
sometimes, if not often, to assuage 
your fears and quiet your unrest 
about how you don’t match the 
way women are portrayed in the 
media.  And with good reason!  You 
don’t look like them, and I’m glad.  
Neither do I.  But this should not 
factor into your body image.  Easier 
said than done.  Right?  Absolutely.  
The first and foremost step is to 
love yourself.  Even if you like 
yourself, it can sometimes be one 
of the hardest things to do to really 
love yourself.  And I’m going to 
tell you why you should.
 As a woman, you have 
potential for great things.  Those 
great things may not be easy to 
accomplish, but with lots of hard 
work and a furious, passionate 
desire, they will come.  Emily 
Harrington--a twenty-year-old 
from Boulder, CO--has been rock 
climbing for ten years and is 

a Professional Rock Climbing 
Athlete.  She was the second 
American female and the 
thirteenth female in the world to 
climb a 5.14b-grade slope, notably 
difficult in the field.  She is a three-
time North American Difficulty 
Champion and was the runner-
up in the 2005 Difficulty World 
Championships, to name only a 
couple of her very many  
climbing successes.  

 Zainab Salbi has worked 
with war-displaced women in 
Bosnia for nearly two decades and 
began her organization, Women 
for Women International in her 
homeland of Baghdad, Iraq in 
1993.  Her goals were to create 
opportunities for women in the 
political, social, and economic 
realms of their societies.  In Iraq, 
Salbi is now working to increase 
the impact of a woman’s voice.  
Under Saddam Hussein, women 
had protection under Iraqi family 
law, which she had hoped to add 
to and liberalize, but that law was 
thrown out with his reign.  Under 
current Iraqi law, regional courts 
determine rules, as interpreted by 
a powerful man of the area.  Often, 
laws concerning marriage, divorce, 

finances, and orphans’ and widows’ 
rights, are detrimental to women.  
Salbi is working to change this for 
the better.
 In early March, 2008, Lene 
Kielsen Holm was awarded for 
her work with discovering how 
the Inuit people adapt to the 
Arctic climate.  She is a Greenland 
native, and she works with the 
Inuit Circumpolar Conference, 
the international organization 
representing the Inuit people living 
in regions of the Arctic.  She works 
with indigenous communities to 
study traditional knowledge about 
sea ice and its movement pattern, 
distinctly important to the study of 
global warming.  The organization 
that awarded Lene is Wings 
WorldQuest, created to support 
the work of female scientists and 
explorers and to advance scientific 
education and exploration.
 Stay-at-home moms do not 
qualify for Social Security benefits, 
receive no salary, and are on-duty 
twenty-four hours a day.  According 
to Salary.com, stay-at-home moms 
in America fulfill numerous varied 
positions that are necessary to 
run a family.  Therefore, based on 
a ninety-hour work week, a fair 
wage for the typical stay-at-home 
mom would be approximately 
ninety-thousand dollars a year.  If 
overtime is factored in, this could 
create a bonus of about twenty-five 
thousand dollars.  Responsibilities 
they considered include being an 
accountant, chauffeur, chef, nurse, 
counselor, laundress, and educator, 

denying society’s ideas about beauty to create your own.

It is better by far  
to be one’s best  
self than to be a  

shoddy version of  
someone else.  

Body Image:
Create Your Own
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among others.  Some particular 
benefits stay-at-home moms 
experience include getting to spend 
quality time with their children, 
being there when their children 
get home from school to supervise 
them, and even pursuing hobbies 
they would be otherwise unable to 
allot time for.  Mothers are, in large 
part, responsible for the physical 
and emotional well-being of  
their families.
 With all of these incredible 
and worthy feats, too many 
women spend too much time 
on less substantial parts of their 
lives.  Beautifying is ultimately a 
useless skill.  During the combined 
amount of hours that I spent every 
morning in junior high school 
and high school attempting to 
perfect my appearance, I could 
have learned a language.  Maybe an 
instrument.  I could have perfected 
my calculus abilities.  Nevertheless, 
I spent an extraordinary amount 

of time scrutinizing my makeup, 
agonizing over my clothes, and 
arranging my hair.  None of these 
skills have proven useful to me, 
although I don’t discount them 
completely.  It is important to take 
pride in oneself, however that 
pride happens to manifest itself in 
one’s appearance.  Neither did my 
jealousy of other girls prove useful; 
jealousy for any other girl with 
perfect skin, flawless features, large 
breasts, or long legs.  It is society 
that dupes us into these ideals, with 
beauties like Rachel McAdams, who 
was twenty-eight years old when 
she played an enviable sixteen-year 
old in the smash-hit film, 
 “Mean Girls.”
 Not that one can’t admire 
such women; it is only that we must 
appreciate ourselves.  It is better 
by far to be one’s best self than to 
be a shoddy version of someone 
else.  We all have the capacity 
to love ourselves, if only for our 

potential.  We are capable of so 
much good, so much compassion, 
so much love.  We can be mothers, 
CEOs, artists, machinists, or a 
combination.  There is no limit to 
the scope of our accomplishments 
and virtues.  But we must live up 
to them.  We must work to become 
the best that we can be, and if that 
means being healthier, stronger, 
more fit, or more prudent in our 
habits, then so be it.  We ought 
not to work for the useless vanity 
that is promoted by society so 
that we become good, productive, 
self-loathing consumers.  These 
characteristics only take away from 
our time and energy, and would be 
much better spent in contributing 
to our happiness and well-being.  In 
saying this, do what you love.  Be 
happy with being who you are, and 
strive only to be the best edition of 
yourself.  At the end of your life, 
you will count few hours wasted, 
and many put to their best use.

denying society’s ideas about beauty to create your own.

Painting by Ms. Lauren Mounce
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 Ignorance is not           
bliss,          it is neglected potential. It is not knowing 
there is something to know--the worst kind of danger. 
But then, then it was the last few steps to the peak of 
the mountain, where High School spread across the 
land for miles and miles.
 It was the week of Finals, Disneyland, and 
Middle School Graduation.
 But she wasn’t there, my best friend. She didn’t 
shriek with us as we flew down Splash Mountain, 
walked across the stage to collect her diploma, or 
picked frosting flowers off the massive cake at our 
Post-Ceremony Celebration. Not that she would have 
eaten it anyways. She was in the hospital. Eighty-five 
pounds and barely surviving.
 She may have been my best friend, but I was 
her worst. Not to me, not to her, but imagine being a 
secret aid to an even more secret disease. I think 
that qualifies. 
 I had no idea, of course. Playing sports since 
age five, the number of calories in cafeteria burritos 
never crossed my mind. The only qualm my burritos 
and I had was their rather timely digestion period, not 
great company for my stomach when we ran the  
mile in PE.
 She never ate lunch. I know, because every 
morning I would throw her brown paper sack away in 
the girls’ bathroom, the one at the top of the school on 

the right. The one that really smelled. We had math 
together 1st period right around the corner. We always 
walked together, and everyday after class she would 
slip me her lunch and I would throw it away.
 I’m sure the first time she asked me to do it I asked 
her why, and she being a clever girl (she always was), 
I’m sure I received a very reasonable answer, one 
reasonable enough to allow me to continue the ritual 
until it turned into something so regular I no longer 
considered its implications. I figured she couldn’t 
stand the smell of the bathroom more than I and, 
wanting to be a good friend, I dashed in holding 
my breath to chuck the thing into the corner before 
escaping back into the fresh air. 
 Thank God, she had other friends who did 
notice her dwindling body. I know they confronted her 
often, because each time she would come to me crying 
but always with a reason other than the truth. They 
were picking on her, she would tell me, or excluding 
her again. I thought they were the bad ones, hurting 
my friend like that, and I gradually developed 
 a grudge.
 One morning I ran into these friends of hers, 
the ones that made her cry, when my bus arrived 
earlier than usual. “Come on!” They said grabbing 
me. “We’re going to the counselor!” I was so confused.  
“What about?” I asked. “What’s wrong?” They all 
stopped and looked at me incredulously. “About Jess*! 
She’s gone too far. “I still didn’t understand. “About 
her eating disorder.”
 I pretended that I knew all along, that the 
early morning had robbed me of my senses for 

BY ms. hayley sher

Dealing with a friend’s eating
 disorder isn’t always simple.
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that brief moment. I think I went with them to the 
counselor. I think I stood with them in the lobby as 
they spoke. But all I can remember is the guilt, the 
double guilt. The triple guilt. I felt like I was betraying 
Jess. But my hands grew cold and clammy with the 
thought of throwing her lunch away, day after day. I 
felt guilty for feeling worse about betraying her than 
for her sickness.
 Someone tapped me and I looked up. They 
were all staring at me, including the counselor. 
“What?” I managed meekly. “Did you ever notice any 
signs of Jess’ eating disorder?” The counselor asked. I 
could see the frustration in the flushed faces of other 
girls, their narrowed and argumentative eyes glaring 
at the skeptical counselor who apparently had heard 
this story too many times and seemed more bored 
than concerned.
 And then I did something which, do this day, I 
still do not know why. I lied. “No.” I shook my head. 

 I hadn’t meant to. I had meant to say yes. I 
had meant to drop my backpack, unleash the hot 
tears building up behind my eyes and yell Yes, Yes 
I Noticed A Sign. Everyday I Notice a Sign When I 
Throw Her Lunch Away. I Know Better Than Any 
 of You.
 But instead I swallowed my words while 
the counselor made a small note on an index card, 
probably her file. And that was that.
 Being her best friend, I had no idea what to 
do. I knew nothing about anorexia or eating disorders 
in general. Jess hadn’t told me about it, so I knew it 
was a secret. Somehow, somehow I decided that being 
a good friend meant sticking by her side no matter 
what, so I continued to throw away her lunch. She 
didn’t know I knew, that I was with her friends when 
they ratted her out. That was how I saw it, at least. But 
something within me changed. Tossing the brown bag 
into the trash was no longer an easy thoughtless task. 
The moment she handed it to me, time stopped and 
the world seemed to ask me to reconsider my decision. 
The weightless paper sack now felt like a  

million pounds.
 One day, two weeks before Graduation, Jess 
was absent in math. I didn’t see her at lunch or in PE. 
I didn’t see her after school. I thought she was sick. A 
few days went by with no Jess before I asked one of 
her friends if she had a cold and when she would be 
coming back to school.“You didn’t hear? Jess is in  
the hospital.”
I was surprised but thought she must have contracted 
an unusual case of bronchitis or the flu. The friend 
continued.“Yea, she definitely won’t be able to come 
to Disneyland and might not make it to Graduation. 
They’re feeding her through an IV.”
 At that moment a glass wall broke in my 
heart and shards of twinkling white flew into the air, 
catching rainbows in the sunlight for a single second 
before crashing all around me, cutting me into pieces. 
I stood, numb, bleeding guilt. 
  

 Jess didn’t make it to Graduation. Instead of 
spending her summer days at beaches and barbeques, 
she was in a special rehabilitation facility three hours 
north. I got her address from a friend, and my mom 
suggested I write about things other than her eating 
disorder so that she could start moving towards a 
more normal life. I did, and I received a reply in the 
same state of mind, describing her friends and the 
activities at the hospital as if it was camp. Encouraging 
her optimism, we became regular pen pals. She did 
well in the program and joined us mid-fall after the 
start of our freshmen year. She caught up quickly, 
successfully, in no time – she always was a clever girl.
 After 9th grade we drifted apart and never 
talked about 8th grade or her months in the hospital. 
Today, Jess is thriving at the university she had always 
dreamed of attending. Though she’s okay now, I’m 
still haunted with guilt, a pebble in my pocket for 
every bagged lunch I threw away.

[*name has been changed to protect identity] 
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...InThe Looks Book, 
Esther Drill and Heather 
McDonald (2002) write, “The 
barrage of images of ideal beauty 
we see every day reinforces the 
idea that powerful things happen 
to beautiful women (p. 26).” Reality 
shows have become a huge part 
of the lives of Americans today. 
Besides the most popular ones, 
there are others that are less well 
known. One of those is a show 
called America’s Next Top Model 
(ANTM). What we need to ask 
ourselves is “What does [this show] 
reveal about the cultural behavior 

(our beauty ideals) contemporary 
to it?” and “how does popular 
culture… reflect or challenge 
the values implicit or explicit in 
[this show]?” We will also want to 
look at cultural documents that 
reinforce our reading of ANTM 
and the theses and theories we can 
pick out of it. By sorting through 
these cultural assumptions, we 
may find that our perception of the 
modeling industry and the cultural 
connotations associated with it 
have been altered dramatically.
 America’s Next Top 
Model… Just by its name, many 
people might already assume that 
this show is biased, sexist, and 

overly fake, and in many ways, 
they would be right. However, the 
sly way the producers and hosts 
of such shows twist what they say 
and how they arrange challenges 
makes it seem like the choices 
they portray are perfectly justified. 
They do this by gleaning their 
machinations from the tainted 
perspectives of the American 
women they know are watching 
the show. For example, does 
anyone think it is just a little too 
perfect that the winners of the 
first six cycles so far have been 
Caucasian, Caucasian, African 
American, Latina, Caucasian, 
African American? Nice and 

Page
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society’s manipulation of our idea of beauty.

BY ms. stacy fontana

Beauty: A Reality Check
11



balanced, so no one complains or 
starts pointing fingers. But reality 
shows are supposed to be all about 
reality, and how real people in the 
real world achieve their dreams. 
Shouldn’t the best girl win? 
 Maybe the best girls are 
winning, but we cannot be sure 
that they are. Who decides who 
“the best” is? If the ones who 
decide are the ones who wrote the 
requirements for who gets to be on 
the show, then I seriously doubt 
that “the best girls” are getting a 
fair shot at anything. In #8 of the 
Eligibility Requirements, it states 
that you must be 5’7’’ to be on 
America’s Next Top Model. They 
accept “plus size” women (#22), 
but not short ones. They accept 
lesbians (cycle 5), but not short 
ones. They want diversity, but 
not if you are short. Not if you 
are “vertically challenged.” Not 
if you are below a certain height. 
Is this meant to imply that if 
one is not tall, than one cannot 
be beautiful? The Eligibility 
Requirements are a symbolic 
package of what the producers of 
the show believe to be beautiful.
 In cycle 6 of America’s 
Next Top Model, the African 
American model, Danielle came 
out on top. A theory could hold, 
however, that she achieved her 
status not solely out of natural 
beauty and talent, but because 
of her race and her “Southern” 
accent, (she was from Little Rock, 
Arkansas). The judges did not 
want to seem prejudiced in the 
traditional sense of the term, 
so they went with the opposite 
extreme, a sort of reverse prejudice. 
In other words, even if Joanie (the 
Caucasian girl competing against 
Danielle in the finale) was truly 
the better choice, she would still 

not win because that is not the 
kind of manipulated truth that 
Americans want to see. They want 
to see the best girl win the show, 
but they would be outraged if too 
many girls of the same ethnicity 
won. They would most certainly 
complain, and the show would 
have already been cancelled. Tyra 
Banks knows this, I am sure, and 
that may be why she has made 
the choices she has made so far 

up to cycle 6. Ms. Banks may have 
conceded to a white lie in order to 
uphold the “integrity” and image 
of her show. The larger the target 
audience and the more diverse 
women the producers involve, the 
better ratings they will get, and the 
more money they will make. In 
America, it is all about the money. 
It is simply part of our paradigm.
 If all six winners had been 

Caucasian, people would say 
“That is not fair,” but what if only 
the Caucasians on the show had 
been good models? Or what if all 
six winners had been Latina, or 
African American? That would 
have been bad too (but maybe not 
as bad as six Caucasian winners). 
American viewers want a choice 
that looks like it has been made 
in complete, objective partiality, 
but what they may be getting 

is injustice all the way 
around. No one, not even 
a judge, can be entirely 
neutral. Whether they 
like it or not, every 
person is at least a little 
bit subjective, because as 
members of a society, we 
blend in (or stand out) 
and in so doing absorb all 
that is around us—even 
without meaning to. It is 
a subconscious certainty. 
You will be influenced 
because you are alive 
and living among others. 
Edward Said (1978) 
writes, “No one has ever 
devised a method for 
detaching the scholar 
from the circumstances 
of life, from the fact of his 
involvement (conscious or 
unconscious) with a class, 
a set of beliefs, a social 
position, or from the 

mere activity of being a member 
of society” (p.191). You will be 
influenced because you eat, wear 
clothes, have friends, have feelings, 
watch TV…
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I 
AMa wanderer

whatever i say i am.
 a lover

a walker

a talker

an athelete

a barista a sister
a teacher

    a vegitarian

a reader

a traveler

a bilingualist
a musician

a daydreamer

a recylcer

a writer

a listener

an observer

an activist

a contributer

a femninist

a leader a planner

Page

a yogi

a thinker

a sensitive being

an artist

an addict

[a photo essay]
BY ms. hayley sher
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“She is  a  fr iend of mind. . . 
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When I see you.
I want to feed you, nourish you,

Fill your very essence with warmth, grace, and love.

Something about you brings out my womanly side
Hoping that my hips can entrance you into coming closer..that my lips would 

make you think of thoughts of me. and. you.

No longer do I care about the little things in life that drive  me crazy
All I can think of is...

your lips touching mine
your hand upon my breast
your mouth on my neck

your teeth biting
You tasting...

me.
When you’re around, your presence moves me to that inner beat that constantly 

drums out that basic melody

You’re that powerful presence that touches my soul and rescues me from the day 
that agonizes and beats upon me

I want to love you like a Black woman should
Wholeheartedly.

Passionately
with our spirits connecting...intertwining on a level unknown to us and yet...

and yet we feel ourselves connecting
sharing our minds and souls as both bodies and minds become one entity.

Connection.
Sweet Connection.

diary entry 11/25/2007
BY ms. antonia roberts 
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A woman is usually the 
harshest critic of her own 
appearances as well as those of the 
women around her. Yet, no matter 
how competitive women may 
be towards one another, the one 
characteristic they will always have 
in common is insecurity. If you 
were to walk into a room full of 
one-hundred females varying from 
high-power executives to teachers, 
stay-at-home moms to medical 
professionals, you would walk 
out with one hundred different 
stories of personal struggle with 
body image and self-acceptance. I 
cannot even begin to explain how 
inspiring, yet heart-wrenching it 
has been to have met so many 
women from all walks of life who 
have shared one commonality: 
they have all struggled with the 
way they look. 
 As women, we grow up 
with a multitude of influences. For 
many of us, growing up included 
watching TV and movies, flipping 
through magazines, internet 
browsing, and idolizing music and 
its makers. Inadvertently, we were 
consuming all of the unrealistic 
standards that “Hollywood”, 
media, and big corporations were 
feeding us by the truckload. Over 
time, constant exposure to these 
types of influences has resulted 

in an epidemic of females with 
low self-esteem, eating disorders, 
depression, self-loathing, self-
injury, addiction and life-long 
struggles with weight and health.
 Everywhere we turn, we see 
front page features of celebrities 
who have either lost or gained 
weight, magazines offering us 
infinite advice on how to change 
our bodies and appearances to be 
more beautiful, and advertisements 
containing images of anorectic 
women often portrayed in 

vulnerable and inferior positions. 
Unfortunately, more and more of 
us are buying into this poisonous 
cycle. It’s as if we’ve stepped 
directly out of the pages of a 
magazine, complete with diet pills 
in hand and self-deprecating words 
as our mantra. What happened to 
our individuality? If we continue 
to conform in this way, we are only 

serving as walking advertisements 
and empowering those who  
exploit us. 
 I’ve often referred to this 
ring of detrimental players as “the 
machine.” It’s like an imaginary 
monstrosity of a factory equipped 
to capture us in a whirlwind of 
hype and is so good at what it does, 
that we’re led to believe we can’t 
live without it. It’s an unspoken 
camaraderie between cosmetic 
companies, fashion, modeling, 
entertainment and diet industries, 
plastic surgeons, and all forms 
of media. We are inundated with 
images that have been severely 
doctored and display unattainable 
ideals. And for some of us, even 
our friends and family serve as 
no reprieve, and push their own 
negativity onto us. With such 
persistent and dominant opponents 
at play, it’s hard to stand a chance. 
We’re literally trained to feel 
uncomfortable in our own skin. 
When the odds are stacked against 
us, is there any hope of change?
 This brings me to the key 
word of “possibility.” Is there any 
actual possibility of restructuring 
the way the machine and society 
intertwine? When I was studying 
music business and management 
at Berklee College of Music, 
most of my peers and professors 
scoffed at the mere suggestion 
that we could change the way 
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women are exploited and marketed 
unrealistically in the music 
industry. Whenever I suggested 
that it was something that could 
and should be changed, I was met 
with smirks and raised eyebrows 
in nearly every forum. Their 
responses were all the same: I 
should basically “get over it” and 
this was “just the way things are.”

  I’m fully prepared for our 
opponents to cast me aside as 
either a stubborn-minded idealist 
or “just another feminist,” but I 
truly believe that we can and must 
change this sickness from the 
inside out and the outside in. When 
people scoffed at my visions of a 

different world, it only fed the fire 
inside my belly. In 2005, after years 
of struggle with my own issues of 
weight, body image, and eating 
disorders, I founded a company 
called REVOLUTION OF REAL 
WOMEN™. I knew the media 
machine was stuck in “high” mode 
with no intention of slowing down, 
and that a movement for REAL 
WOMEN™ was 
 desperately needed
 In a world of molded 
perfection and the asphyxiation 
of natural beauty, something 
has got to give. We have to put 
serious pressure on corporations, 
media and the entertainment 
industries. The puppeteers of 
this invisible machine must be 
informed that we no longer intend 
to buy into their unspoken game. 
Instead of “micro-analyzing” the 
appearances of other women, we 
should be banding together and 
strengthening our voices. Next 

time you’re out in public and 
start to feel self-conscious about 
yourself, remember that the 
woman standing right next to you 
probably has some of the same 
insecurities you do, no matter how 
pretty or perfect you think she 
might be. We may be naturally 
competitive towards one another, 
but our commonalities are much 
more in sync than we may have 
ever realized.
  When the only voice you 
hear is lying…  We offer another 
perspective.

This is a REVOLUTION OF REAL 
WOMEN.
Stand Up. Stand Out. Spread the 
Word.™

Brianne (BRIE) Widaman
President & Founder
REVOLUTION OF REAL 
WOMEN™, LLC
www.RevolutionOfRealWomen.com™
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Body image is a word 
that brings so      many feelings 
to the surface of one’s mind. For 
me, the word is filled with anxiety, 
dread, remorse and a strife for 
something I am unable to specify. 
Yet on the other hand it also makes 
me want to turn my back against 
it and just ignore. However, before 
I can give you my opinion of the 
subject, let me introduce you to the 
sport of rowing.
 Rowing is considered to 
be one of the top three sports that 
require the most fit athletes as one 
must have both endurance and 
high peak power. The volume of 
training compared to the length 
of a race is the top ratio among 
Olympic sports. A race goes over 
a 2000m (1.2miles) course, and for 
the different boat types, it takes 
between six and eight minutes to 
complete. It might not seem very 
long but as Ashleigh Teitel once 
said: “Marathon runners talk about 
hitting ‘the wall’ at the 23rd mile 
of the race. What rowers confront 
isn’t a wall; it’s a hole – an abyss 
of pain… Large needles are being 
driven into your thigh muscles 
while your forearms seem to be 
splitting” and you are wearing 
spandex impossible to hide 
anything in. Rowing demands a lot 
of its participants, but it is also a 
very neat sport in the sense  
that the people who decide to do 
the daily work do become the 

 top competitors.
 To get back on track as this 
article is not about the greatest 
passion in my life, it is about the 
body I have created in order to 
perform my best and why I decided 
to do so. I was a normal sized kid 
until about age 7. When I began 
school my best friend Jenny and 
I both loved food and saw our 
chance to eat way more than we 
needed to. About a year later her 
family moved to another city and 
I was left with a gigantic belly. I 
grew up on a small island where 
I was loved for my personality, so 
my size did not bother me. In 8th 
grade during my yearly check-up 
at the school nurse, let’s call her 
Susie, she told me that I had to 
lose 30 lb. Later she said I had to 
start doing more physical activity 
or begin to limit my food intake. 
Thirteen years old and alone with 
her in an office that smelled like 
chlorine disinfectant, I promised 
myself that I would never expose 
myself to such a situation again 
nor would I never come back to 
her clinic. Today I am wondering 
how she could show such a lack 
of pedagogy to a teenage girl with 
weight issues.
  As I lived on a small island 
about 30 minutes from of the city, 
my choice of sports to try was fairly 
limited since I had to make sure I 
could get home with the last ferry 
from the mainland. Growing up 
I loved to watch ice-skating with 
my mother, but after a few ballet 

classes I realized that it was not 
my sport of preference. I wanted 
something “harder,” a sport I could 
compare myself with. I put in a few 
attempts to horseback riding, but 
even that was too much talk and 
too little “do” for me although I 
enjoyed feeling the power of the 
horse working hard under me. 
My parents saw an ad in the local 
newspaper that the nearby rowing 
club wanted new members. I was 
not very keen on the idea, but to 
make my parents happy I decided 
to go a few times. Looking back, 
I’m glad that I’m the kid between 
my two brothers and myself  
that do things just to please 
 my parents.
 For the first year I only 
rowed about two times a week, 
but compared to the ballet and 
horse people I immediately found 
a fellowship with the other rowers 
so I always looked forward to the 
next practice. I began to row in the 
fall and already in the summer my 
coach wanted me to start racing. 
To travel to my first race was an 
amazing experience for many 
reasons, but this was also the point 
of time when I was introduced 
to the only high school with a 
rowing program in Sweden (which 
is where I am from by the way). 
Before the weekend was over I 
had made up my mind to get into 
that school, and I did a year later 
when it was time to apply. So what 
about my body during this period 
of time? Well, I did not loose very 

your body image should come from the inside.
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much weight, but as I gained 
muscles I began to keep up with 
my classmates during gym class 
and I came to realize that I liked 
doing so. 
 Rowing is a sport divided 
into light- and open weight, yet 
since I am a tall person it was 
never brought up that I should try 
to go for light weight. Note that 
lightweight for women means 

less than 135lb. When I began the 
high school I so badly wanted 
to attend, my training volume 
was increased to about 15h per 
week and consequently my body 
began reshaping itself for real. 
My coaches did not care about 
my weight. They were interested 
in how much of my bodyweight 
I efficiently could move while in 
the boat or how low I could get the 

split on an erg during winter 
training. Today I honor them  
for putting focus on what I c 
ould do and not what they wanted 
me to. They always worked with 
me and what I could put on  
the line, instead of what would 
have been ideal. My urgency to  
do well because I enjoyed it paid 
off, and at several occasions I  
was selected to represent the 
Swedish Junior National Team  
at international regattas.
 After high school I was 
recruited to the crew team at 
Boston University, and by now I 
have been here for almost four 
years. Every morning, wind or 
rain or snow or sun, I’m proudly 
wearing my spandex with my 
teammates on the Charles 
challenging myself. When my 
body tells me that it cannot go any 
further, my brain tells me to work 
harder for the eight other people in 
the boat. The passion I feel during 
and after a good row is impossible 
to describe. In practice or a race, 
when a 60-foot-long and 2-foot-
wide boats powered by the pride 
and adrenaline of eight rowers 
and a coxswain working in perfect 
unison, I cannot feel any  
more alive. 
 That is it. So simple. So 
pure. Nothing more. Nothing less. 
Rowing is the reason my body 
is shaped as it is today and even 
though it does not fit into the 
clothes the fashion industry sells, 
it is what I want it to be. Your body 
image should come from inside, 
and not from what other people 
tell you. If you can find your “call” 
and a way to work toward it, I am 
convinced that whatever body you 
are looking for will follow!
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