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W anting to hide my flaws and increase 
my self-esteem, I fell prey to vanity 
and advertising promises of a miracu-

lously thinner, more confident body. This put me 
in a ridiculous predicament: I stood in a mirror-
walled fitting room, trapped in a body shaper!

I was in trouble! As I pulled the shaper over my 
head, it rolled, forming a donut which stuck 
under my armpits. It wouldn’t move — up or 
down! Panic rose. Sweat beaded. What could I 
do? Call the fire department?

I can laugh about it now, but, in that moment, 
tears flowed. The mirrors clearly reflected my 
flaws. I felt exposed and disgusted. Painful, humili-
ating, reproachful shame reared its ugly head.

My life-long overeating battle began when my 
doctor wrote “obese” on my grade-school physi-
cal. Roots of shame pushed deep within my soul. 
Being called “the fat kid” made school a nightmare. 
Making friends with the “cool kids” was out of the 
question. Shame wrapped itself around my heart. 

That summer was my turning point. Determined, 
walking three hours a day and severely reducing 
calories melted 35 pounds away in eight weeks. 
Every pound lost encouraged me to lose more. 

Life felt wonderful! People liked me and wanted 
to be my friend. I was accepted!

I thought I’d conquered my shame, but deep 
roots remained. Seeds of inadequacy broke 
through my resolve, causing me to feel less-than, 
undeserving, and alone. 

What causes you to feel shameful? A sour relation-
ship? A wayward child? A lifetime of bad choices? 
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Years later, roots of shame remain, but I know 
they don’t overshadow God’s love for me. 
When self-deprecating thoughts come, I run to 
His Word for truth and guidance.

Search me, O God, and know my heart! Try 
me and know my thoughts! And see if there 
be any grievous way in me, and lead me in 
the way everlasting (Psalm 139:23–24).

I hold fast and accept my true value, firmly 
rooted in God. I am precious and cherished by 
the Creator. 

But now thus says the LORD, He who 
created you, O Jacob, He who formed you, 
O Israel: “Fear not, for I have redeemed 
you; I have called you by name, you are 
mine (Isaiah 43:1–2).

My value does not hinge on my appearance, 
abilities, or possessions. When reading His 
Word, I draw deeply from His Holy Spirit living 
in my soul. My focus shifts from what I look like 
and recenters on Whose I am. 

When the Spirit of truth comes, He will 
guide you into all the truth, for He will not 
speak on his own authority, but whatever He 
hears He will speak, and He will declare to 
you the things that are to come (John 16:13).

Eventually, that body shaper unrolled. I rehung 
it, wiped my tears, took deep breaths, and left 
the judgmental room of mirrors. I vowed to 
adopt a healthier lifestyle, “eat” more of His 
Word, digest His promises, and stop allowing 
shame to devastate me.

My hope is that you do the same. Q

I praise you, 
for I am 

fearfully and 
wonderfully 

made.  
Wonderful 

are your 
works; my 

soul knows it 
very well.

Psalm 139:14


