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REDEFINING BEAUTY?

HOW MY HANDS TAUGHT ME TO LOVE MYSELF

By Jillian Amodio LMSW

As a mental health provider, I spend a great deal of time
encouraging others to practice self-love and gentle
acceptance. But the truth is, sometimes I struggle to practice
what I preach.

I was born with a congenital limb difference. It runs in my
family. I share this trait with my grandmother, mother,
sister, and aunt. My fingers are very short as I am missing
the third joint in each of my fingers, and my thumbs have
only one joint instead of two. I don’t have fingernails, but I
do have a thumbnail on each hand.

Growing up, I hated my hands. I felt ugly, different, weird,
damaged, and unlovable. These feelings weren’t really about
my hands themselves, but rather the messaging 1 absorbed
from others.

Children can be cruel, and many of my peers refused to play
with me because they thought I had a “disease” that they
would catch if I touched them. Some laughed, pointed, or
avoided me altogether. Others made cruel jokes and
threatened to chop my fingers off the rest of the way with
the sharp paper cutter at the back of the classroom. Even
adults reinforced my shame. I once had a middle school
teacher who told me she hoped I never had children so I
wouldn’t “pass on such a horrible trait.”

Spoiler alert: 1 have two beautiful children, and neither
inherited my hand difference.

Through adolescence and into early adulthood, my
relationship with my hands was complicated. Sometimes I
felt ashamed, other times indifferent, but rarely proud.






