Dysmorphia
	I have to admit, before all this pandemic stuff my life was going pretty great. I had finally felt like I’d figured it all out. I had an amazing group of friends, a great new boyfriend, my body felt and looked better than it ever had before, and I was starting the last trimester of my senior year where I was taking nothing but electives. Looking back on it, my life was pretty perfect. Obviously that all changed, not just for me, but everyone around me. 
Before the pandemic hit, I was a senior level competitive dancer at my hometown studio. I trained 12-14 hours a week and had weekend rehearsals in addition. Needless to say, I was extremely active.  I never really had to think about fitness on my own because I had a weekly routine that was given to me by my instructors. After the pandemic hit, our studio had to close its doors and transition to a way more limited schedule over Zoom. I went from dancing 14 hours a week to dancing 4 hours a week in a small 5 by 5 space in my garage. It was not ideal. I missed my team a lot and all I wanted was to be back in class. Physically, I could feel myself getting weaker and more and more out of shape. I tried to fit in my own workouts, but nothing was the same as the number of hours I used to be dancing. My body was changing rapidly; right after I had gotten it to where I wanted it. 
On the large scale it's honestly not that big a deal. People were dying in mass numbers during this pandemic. But to me it was everything. I noticed myself becoming increasingly conscious of what I ate or exactly how many hours I worked out a week. Weighing myself became an obsession and all I wanted to watch on social media were workout routines or diet methods. I would have days whereby six pm all I had eaten was a bowl of grapes and two huge bottles of water. One day my friends pulled me aside and told me that they were genuinely concerned. That’s what made me realize that I had developed a problem. 
Trying to reverse my mental state and relationship with food was and still is emotionally exhausting. I, like everybody else, was not prepared for this pandemic and change in lifestyle. But I hope to look back on this time as a learning experience so that next time something unexpected comes my way I can form healthy habits that keep me happy. Over the past month, I have been making much better choices for my body. Not every day is a good day, some days are easier than others, but the hard days are what matter. Those are the days where push myself to grow even when life tries to knock me down.

