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I admire you. 

I think I know what it took for 

you to pick up this eGuide.  If 

you’re like me, you’ve been 

riding the weight loss roller 

coaster most of your life, and 

the last thing you need is 

someone telling you it’s going 

to be easy this time.  I’ll admit it -- straight out -- 

I’d like easy for a change.  I’m sick of hard. 

 

Too hard to lose weight. 
Too hard to keep it off. 
Too hard to live with that undying dream of 
feeling comfortable in my skin again. 
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That dream never goes away.  Even people 

who’ve lost a lot of weight will admit they have 

trouble matching their new body to their old 

body image.  They still want their inside to  

match their outside.  Which is why I admire you.  

If you’ve sustained past failures, the human 

thing is to shrink back and avoid even more 

disappointment.  When I’ve lived small like this, 

it almost hurts to desire, to become vulnerable 

again.  Yet, that’s the doorway.  Big Dreams 

uncork redemption.  When I open up to desire, 

I make room for 

something to change.  

Without that initial risk, I’m 

destined to stay stuck, 

feeling lost in that gap 

between what I want and 

my inability to get me there. 
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Still, I’m realistic.  There will be obstacles.  Any 

journey worth the taking has got to have some 

challenges.  It’s never as easy as all the diet 

gurus want it to be.  I’ve not found a straight 

line from fat to skinny.  In fact, I’ve had to learn 

how to hold two opposites in the same space 

at the same time.  I’ve had to become the 

bridge across those gaps. 

 

Along the way, however, more than my body 

changed.  My brain adapted (In fact, it 

changed first.)  Because of its root 

transformation, I experience life differently now, 

no matter what the scale reads.  That, in itself, is 

a huge lift of weight.  I hope this eGuide inspires 

you to find your own lift.  Shelby  
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In Montana, where I live and hike, I’ll encounter 

the occasional sign in the forest which reads 

“No Hunting.”  They’re sometimes punched out 

with holes, shot through by ignorant, careless 

hunters who think it’s funnier to destroy 

property with their guns than practice the sport 

with integrity and wisdom. 
 

Because I’m not a trained professional, if you 

approach this eGuide like those hunters, then 

your journey will be full of holes, too.  That’s why 

I’m asking you to use common sense.  Consult 

your own doctor before beginning any diet or 

exercise program.  The bears thank you. 
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I Want My Outside to Match My Inside 

Have you ever experienced a diet 

intervention?  I’m talking about this is our last 

ditch effort before we call the men in the white 

coats type of intervention.  Mine was in the 

heat of a sizzling parking lot in mid-summer.  I 

had left a meeting and couldn’t wait to retreat 

to the air conditioning of my car when two, 

dear friends tagged up with me.  I call them 

dear friends 

because only 

my sincerest 

buds become 

the Truth Tellers 

in my life.   

As I reached 

for my keys, 

they wedged 

me between 
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two SUVs.  They had concerns about the HCG 

diet I had been on during the last week.  The 

intervention went like this... 

“It’s just that, we don’t think eating only 500 

calories a day is very healthy,” Karen explains, 

fingertips resting at the edge of her chin (Which 

was slight, given that she worries more about 

how to eat 500 extra calories each day to 

keep her flesh on.) 

“Yeah, 500 is not a lot” M.C. coos in soft 

solidarity. 

“Yes, I know,” I agree, lifting my right hand in 

the air, like I’m swearing on a Bible.  “That’s why 

I am being careful.”  Big pause.  Their faces 

remain unconvinced.  “I’m watching for the 

typical signs,” I add.  “You know, headache, 

dizzy, fatigue; I’m not getting any of that.”  My 

hands fall to my sides, making a slapping sound 

against taut jeans.  Didn’t they see my hips?  

Why were they grilling me like this? 
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“What if it doesn’t work, though?” Karen 

presses, leaning in.  “What if it’s not safe?” M.C. 

overlaps. 

“I know, I know.”  I step back and bump into a 

car door.  I clench for a millisecond, waiting for 

the alarm to make this moment even more 

embarrassing. 

Nothing 

Then…disappointment. 

At least the alarm would’ve squelched this 

mutiny.  Instead, they're silent.  They shift in their 

sandals.  They cross their arms.  They want me 

to capitulate.  I know I won’t, though.  I’ve 

made my decision.  This is not about what 

makes sense.  It’s deeper than reason.   “It’s just 

that…how do I explain?”  I let out a gravelly 

grunt and rub salty sweat into my brow.  I'm 

determined to express in words what my body 

has begged for every day of my life.  I dig 
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further.  I stretch my brain.  Then 

something cracks.  A protective layer, 

fortified for years, splits and spills out what 

my soul knows, but I cannot hear.  This 

feels like open-heart surgery, and I’m 

angling the scalpel for the crucial cut.  

Then, I have it.  My eyes spark.  My lungs 

expand, so I can release my inner truth in 

one breath, “I want my outside to match 

my inside.”  My shoulders slump as I 

depressurize.  That was it.  That’s all I got.  

Then, smiles push up their faces. 

They feel it, too.  Perhaps they recognize 

the ache.  Maybe they want the same, 

not about weight but about their outside 

lives.  At some point, we all feel that 

disconnect between who we are and 

what we want our life to be.   Maybe they 

understand the raw place I had just 

exposed.   In any case, there’s no more 
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discussion after that.  I accept their gracious 

hugs.  We get into our cars and drive away into 

our lives. 

That day, my friends helped me connect with 

myself.  I knew that I had always believed in 

the existence of the best version of me, on the 

inside.  I just didn’t always look like her on the 

outside.  I had little experience walking in her 

shoes, wearing her clothes, or doing what she 

would do, but I could always sense her there.  

She’s always been with me.  My biggest 

challenge is how to let her out, how to merge 

my world with her wisdom and live the life I’ve 

always wanted. 

I see her inner wisdom when I examine the 

wake of my journey so far, particularly the last 

six months.  My weight loss has slowed as I get 

closer to my healthy body weight.  Biologically, 

I’m right in line with a weight loss pace that will 

ensure I keep it off.  My inner wisdom knows 
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this; it is not discouraged at the extra time I’ve 

needed to lose weight.   Shedding 100 pounds 

is taking longer than I had planned, but my 

effort has not been a waste.  I’ve had all this 

extra time to excavate the real me and adjust 

my self-image to a real-life reflection of that girl 

inside.  I’ve needed the pounds to come off 

slower and slower in order to reprogram my 

self-image.  I know I’m not alone in this need.  

Many people live with a disconnect between 

their true image and how they see themselves 

in their heads.  For a stark example of this 

difference, check out the Dove Real Beauty 

Sketches…  
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http://youtu.be/litXW91UauE
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Still, if I had lost 100 pounds right away, I 

could've gotten what I wanted.  However, my 

heart and mind could not have kept up with 

my new body.  In time, without a new self-

image to anchor my course, I probably would 

have reverted to old habits and regained the 

weight (exactly what happened after that 

HCG diet.)  Instead, I’m using this extra time to 

rewire my brain.  I’m nurturing a new image 

with a new neural net.  This time, I'm flipping it 

around.  I’m matching my inside to my outside. 

 

To reshape my self-image, I’m practicing a 

technique stylized after Jeff Olson’s book, “The 
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Slight Edge,” in which he centers tangible 

success on a single principle.  According to Mr. 

Olson, the Slight Edge principle cultivates 

success using a series of steps which are 

Tiny 

Effortless 
Almost-too-simple 

Think of the things that are easy to do and easy 

not to do.  That difference makes all the 

difference.  Small actions produce big returns 

because they compound over time, like the 

blue chip stock of life. 

After reading this book, I brainstormed my own 

slight edge strategy.  It's easy to do.  In fact, if 

you’ve ever lost any amount of weight, then I 

bet you’ve already done it.  It’s also easy not to 

do, which is why I gained 100 pounds to begin 

with.  To keep that from happening again, I’m 

practicing one thing:  noticing.  I notice when I 
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do more than I could 

before.  I notice when my 

clothes fit different.  I 

notice when I don’t hide 

like I used to.  When I spot 

these tiny victories, I write 

them down.  I’m dubbing 

my observations “Little 

Way-Ins.”  The pun is 

totally intentional.  No 

more weekend weigh-in’s 

on the scale to measure 

my progress.  Instead, I note the “way-in” to the 

girl inside.  Each celebration is a way into her. 

 

 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this Chapter 

Enjoy more inspirations 

at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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3 Ways to Get Small or Go Big 
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No one joined me at the bar that night, but I 

still had the time of my life.  It was 

spontaneous.  It was infused with 

inspiration.  My covert rescue of neglected 

road-side rhubarb, plus my midnight trip to 

town for some funk band assisted writing, was 

decidedly not boring.  This is important for me 

because a hefty portion of my extra pounds 

originated from boredom.  I don’t mean the, 

there’s nothing to do kind of boredom.  I mean, 

there is nothing to look forward to boredom, a 

deeper pall.  This numbness greeted me when I 

woke up each morning and robbed me of my 

joy.  With those kind of days, it’s no wonder I 

resorted to using food to feel.  No meal could 

feed this craving, though.  I craved that geyser 

of vitality which gushes through the dusty build-

up from everyday life and exclaims, “I am 

alive!” 
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Whenever I sense numbing boredom, I now 

understand that I have a choice.  I can get 

small or go big.  Personally, I’m a fan of going 

big.  Mostly because I like the thrill of it, but also 

because I’ve discovered how going big can 

eclipse gnarly problems and even heal the 

roots that feed them. 

Going big, however, is not always my first 

instinct.  I usually attempt getting small 

first.  How does that look?  Well, it’s not so much 

about how things appear on the outside as the 

feeling on the inside.  In fact, two different 
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people could be doing the exact, same thing, 

and one would be getting small while the other 

is going big.  The difference is in how they feel 

while they’re doing it. 

Getting small feels like: 

 Settling 

 Amputating 

 Shrinking 

 Anything with the word “should” before it 

 Half-nourished while half-starved, like 

eating a picture of a salad and being 

bummed I’m not satisfied 

Going big feels like: 

 Expanding 

 Stretching 

 Inspiring 

 Heart fluttering 

 Totally full, with lots of room for more 
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Given a choice to get small or go big, here are 

three ways I have encountered that decision in 

my life: 

Open Up to Desire 

If I want to learn, heal, or do anything worth 

doing, all need do only one thing:  surrender to 

desire.  I’m a big believer that wanting 

something is enough to propel me forward.  I 

don’t always have to go mining for  

childhood trauma 

emotional scars, or 

ugly trolls guarding my bridge to sanity. 

Desire is enough.  To understand why, all I need 

to do is realize the hefty effort I put towards 

conveniently distracting myself from desire 
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every day.  It’s much easier to be too 

busy.  Throughout my 100 pounds 

journey, I’ve learned how staying in that 

desirous space brings plenty of 

opportunity for profound work. 

Desire, being a deep calling within our 

hearts, naturally asks us to decide 

whether we are going to get small or go 

big.  For example, I want to lose 100 

pounds.  That sounds pretty big, a large 

number anyway.  I can get small, 

though, even with such a large number 

as my goal.  I can choose diets that 

promise to work by making certain foods 

my enemy, thereby amputating the part 

of me that loves to sink my teeth into a 

cream cheese danish once in a while.  I 

could force myself to workout until it hurts, 
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pushing my body until I shrink in dread at the 

thought of another torture session. 

In contrast, I also have the choice to go big 

with my weight loss.  One way I did this was to 

release myself of any and all food rules.  I 

aborted the “eat this”/“don’t eat that” 

mentality.  At first, I didn’t like my idea.  It felt 

too risky.  I had used food rules to feel like I was 

at least trying.  What would I do now?  My 

desire was bigger than my worry, though, and I 

surrendered to each and every craving.  This 

was very scary.  And thrilling.  My heart 

fluttered as I tasted food without guilt.  I felt 

physically full.  No more deprivation.  Not that 

small, festering kind of wanting.  Just big desire 

and big satisfaction. 

Such joy with food delivered me to the other 

side of my eating struggles.  I started to 

consider how food could help me heal, how it 
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could be my friend.  Could I actually break the 

curse that had been my rancid relationship 

with food for most of my life?  I dared to find 

out.  In this situation, going big helped me 

expand beyond the tug-o-war and begin to 

heal from the inside out. 

When I released food rules, I discovered one 

clue that shows me whether I’ve chosen to get 

small or go big is pretty simple and easy to 

uncover:  talk back.  When I get small, I have 

thoughts like, I should… I’m such a… I’ll never… 

Going big still produces talk back, but of a 

different nature.  Often, I’ve thought, This is 

either crazy or brilliant!  In those moments, I like 

to talk back to my talk back and say, Yeah, 

well, that’s what they said about Jesus, Martin 

Luther King, Jr., and John Lennon, so I guess I’m 

in good company. 

Be Vulnerable 
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Another get small/go big decision moment 

comes when I face vulnerability.  I’m not 

talking the shallow, self-effacing digs that we 

use to fish for social acceptance.  Jesus wasn’t 

like, “Dude, I’m totally stressing over these 

bunions on my feet from all this 

walking.”  Anyone who makes a difference in 

anything always encounters deep vulnerability, 

that tender moment between rejection and 

flight. 

As Brene Brown, leading researcher into 

vulnerability and shame, explains, “Vulnerability 

is the birthplace of change.”  Of course, 

anyone who’s ever wanted to lose a significant 

amount of weight – including me – is all about 

change.  I want it off and I want it now!  After 

three rounds of dieting, melting off payback 

pounds, then gaining it all back, I can see how 

I always stopped short before hitting that layer 

of vulnerability. 
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Of course, I put that layer off as long as 

possible.  Like Brene Brown, I fear rejection.  I 

know she knows how I feel.  In her interview 

with On Being’s Krista Tippett, Brene said 

(paraphrasing here) “I was afraid of the intense 

criticism in our world today, so I had 

engineered my life to stay small.”  She got 

away with it, too.  That is, until her 

groundbreaking TED talk that surpassed ten 

million views.  When her talk went viral, Brene 

could have chosen to get small.  She could 

have listened to the talk back (You can’t just 

do that.) and back-peddled on all she had 

shared.  She could have accepted all the 

Fortune 100 company requests for executive 

training which came with one condition (“We 

would love to have you speak!  Could you just 

do one thing?  Could you not mention 

vulnerability or shame?”) 

http://www.onbeing.org/
http://www.ted.com/talks/brene_brown_listening_to_shame
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Going big rarely happens without 

encountering shame or vulnerability.  The good 

news is, rejection rarely happens, too.  The 

good news:  my imagined fears are much 

worse than any actual blow back I’ve 

encountered.  I am my own, worst critic.  The 

take-home message is this: 
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Be Compassionate 

Which brings me to a question:  When I 

confront my shame of being overweight, what 

I’ve done to my body, or how I became so 

apathetic about life, then what do I do?  This is 

another get small or go big moment. 

My first instinct tends towards getting small.  I 

squeeze my life into a tight structure of 

unyielding routine.  I toughen up.  I stuff my 

shame down with discipline, like trying to fit a 

fluffy sleeping bag into the nylon stuff sack it 

came in (How did the manufacture get it in 

there?!)  Truth be told, I’ve rarely been able to 

maintain strict discipline over the long 

haul.  Eventually, my edges spill out.  When I 

pop from the pressure, I go ballistic and pack 

on those payback pounds.  This is why mere 

discipline often fails and compassion is so 

important.  Compassion can head off a 
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reactionary binge.  Of course, the last thing I 

want to do is give up control by getting all soft 

and understanding, but that’s exactly what I 

need. 

Mine is a common reaction, according to Dr. 

Kristen Neff, Associate Professor of Human 

Development at The University of Texas at 

Austin.  She explains, “I found in my research 

that the biggest reason people aren’t more 

self-compassionate is that they are afraid 

they’ll become self-indulgent.  They believe 

self-criticism is what keeps them in line.  Most 

people have gotten it wrong because our 

culture says being hard on yourself is the way 

to be.”   

I may betray my best efforts by poo-pooing 

compassion. 

So what would going big look like, after 

surrendering to my desires and risking 
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vulnerability which brings me face to 

face with shame?  Going big oozes 

compassion.  It honors all the habits I 

developed to ward off disappointment, 

whether I numbed myself with food or 

avoided activities which reminded me of 

my body.  Instead, compassion thanks 

those habits for keeping me alive.  It 

acknowledges my need for them. 

Thank you, midnight pizza run, for getting 

me through my divorce. 

Thank you, broken-down couch, for 

giving me a safe place to cry. 

Then, compassion moves on.  In doing so, 

it validates my desire for more (which has 

really been my only desire, all 

along).  Compassion surveys my heart 

and says, “Yeah, we can do something 
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with this.”  In the end, I see that I’ve always had 

what it takes. 

I am the space big enough to nurture the 

biggest of going bigs. 

 

Enjoy more Vision Boards at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

  Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this Chapter 

http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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Am I the Fat One or the Skinny One? 

I have a llama.  Her name is Pancake (not sure 

how she got that name; she came with the 

property).  One autumn, we opened the field 

gate, so Pancake could 

once again enjoy our 

yard’s omnivorous 

buffet of green grass 

and spent flowers 

(During the summer, 

she’s quarantined to 

the back field so my 

dahlias don’t become 

her dessert.)  One of 

Pancake’s favorite fall 

snacks is our apple 

tree.  She loves to nip 
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the leaves off low-hanging branches. One 

evening, I relaxed on our back porch.  The sky 

had come back down to earth, and I cuddled 

in the cool air, rubbing my hands in invisible Boy 

Scout fashion, underneath a patchwork 

blanket.  Pancake stood underneath the apple 

tree, just fifteen feet away.  She stretched her 

long neck into the branches.  Her nose 

twitched between the leaves.  Her lower jaw 

jutted out to grab an apple.  With a slight up-

jerk, she snipped at the fruit.  Each bite shook 

the neighboring branches, and the weaker 

apples dropped with a thud.  Going along like 

this, Pancake gives pre-mature birth to the 

apples which are eaten through by pests.  Most 

of these “bad apples” don’t mind the fall, I 

imagine.  I know I don't.  They’re pithy, not the 

best for eating.  Besides, it will be a good four 

weeks before frosty temps trap the summer sun 

and turn the good ones into tangy 

sugarballs.  Until then, I pick up two or three of 
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the fallen every night.  I roll their hardness in my 

palm, scanning for defects.  I wonder how 

much of the inside has rotted away, replaced 

by worm poop. 

Later, when I slice the apples into sections, I cull 

the bad bits from the good.  I’m surprised at 

how little is ruined.  Most of the “bad apples” 

are filled with “good apple” on the inside.  I 

recognize that feeling of surprise.  I often view 

parts of me like I see these apples.  I tend to 

spot the defects first.  If something “good” 

arises inside, I’m a bit taken aback.  When I 

zoom out, though, the good outweighs the 

bad, in me and most everyone else.  I scoop 

up the crisp slices and toss them into a glass 

gallon jar with some sugar and currents and 

remind myself to focus on the good inside me.   

Pancake’s cast-offs will become a refreshing 

elixir called Kvass.  The wormy meat will feed 

our compost pile.  Nothing is wasted. 
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Most of my life, 

I’ve wanted to 

be better than a 

bad apple.  I 

just assumed my 

default nature was a tad rotted, or at least 

eaten away by the hard stuff in life.  So, I’ve 

always had this nagging fear that I would laze 

around and overeat all day, if I thought I could 

get away with it.  When I did rally for exercise, I 

was relieved.  I’d wish it could always be like 

this.  Then, I’d go into planning mode.  OK, 

every Monday I’m going to do this.  Let’s 

see…twelve months times four weeks times two 

pounds per week…I lost 100 pounds right then 

and there, all in my mind.  Then, the craggy 

scrape of a thought, Don’t forget, you are not 

an active person.  You are the slow one, the 

lumpy one.  No matter how hard I tried, doubt 

would yank back on that chain of lethargy. 
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The obvious antidote for my melancholy is 

acceptance.  Curious, though, how most 

advice on acceptance leans toward 

identifying with the “perfect” me, “The Higher 

Self,” “Being Saved,” or “Becoming 

Enlightened.”  You don’t hear people say, “I’m 

a pain in the ass who slugs around in the muck 

of dismal failings, and I like myself.”  Part of me 

would love to get into a space like that!  No 

strings attached.  No chains to be pulled.  

Instead, I settle for a running tallying of good vs. 

bad days. 

It’s human nature to sort things into 

opposites:  fat/skinny, pretty/ugly, 

good/bad.  Makes sense; if we know the 

general nature of something, then we can 

initiate a preset response and increase our 

chances of a favorable outcome.  Good, old-

fashioned “survival of the fittest” theory.  

However, I recently learned of another theory. 
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While I was writing this blog, I came across the 

work of Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 

(pronounced “Gerta”), a German 

philosopher.  He believed that light and dark 

are two, separate entities which play off one 

another as polar opposites.  Another 

philosopher, Rudolf Steiner, explained Goethe’s 

theory like this, “The darkness can weaken the 

light in its working power. Conversely, the light 

can limit the energy of the darkness.”  Sounds 

familiar, huh?  Light/dark, good/bad – contrary 

realities that create conflict simply by being in 

the same space.   

The good news:  Goethe embraced conflict by 

proposing it as the source of color.  A setting 

sun carries the light of day into the realm of 

darkness, and in falling below the horizon, lights 

up the sky in brilliant hues of orange, red, 

purple, and blue.  These colors are created 

along the horizon at the intersection of light 
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and dark.  Today’s scientists see light and dark 

differently, but I’m inspired by Goethe’s 

thinking.  In his world, light and dark exist side-

by-side, together, in the same space.  When 

they collide, beauty happens. 

Wouldn’t it bring relief if I could accept both 

good and bad in me at the same time?  Even 

better, if I could allow my personal polar 

opposites to crash, combine, and swirl 

together?  How much more color could I fit into 

my life?  This changes everything.  It steers the 

question away from, Who is the real me, good 

or bad, fat or skinny? into something more 

mysterious, more magical, deep and 

inviting.  Beware, though, there’s a trade-off.  

Living in this paradox will require me to stop on 

the inside.  Stop judging.  Stop reaching.  Stop 

lamenting the slumps.  Think of the pay-offs, 

though!  Permission to rest (let’s call it 

“incubator time.”)  Gratefulness for feel good 
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days.  Not needing to harness the moment into 

a long-range, strategic plan for relentless 

improvement.  Energy.  Contentment.  Joy. 

I can honor the whole me, including the 

opposites playing teeter-totter in my soul.  I can 

see color in my conflict.  I can let go of labels.  I 

am not the bad one.  I am not the good one.  I 

am…me. 

How to Make Kvass (a Russian fermented drink) 

 Fill a large glass jar ¼ of the way full with 

desired fruit (darker fruits work best, citrus 

fruits taste funky in the end) 

 Add bits of leftover bread chunks 

 For each quart, add ¼ cup brown sugar 

 Seal and place a towel over the jar to 

keep out the light (fermentation likes 

darkness) 

 Shake the jar every morning and evening, 

for 3-5 days, to facilitate fermentation 
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 When its fizzy enough to your liking, strain 

and transfer liquid to capped, glass jars 

 Chill in fridge, then enjoy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Enjoy more Vision Boards at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 

 

http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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Take a Vacation from the Diet War 

I had this dream once.  In the dream, I was at 

war.  I knew it was war because I was dressed 

in camo fatigues, just like the small group of 

men and women all around me.  We were 

hiding from the enemy in a dark cave.  We 

rested our rifles in the crook of our arms, trigger 

fingers at the ready.  As I looked around at the 

nervous group, I knew something they did not. 

This isn’t real. 

I scanned our silent huddle.  The pinched faces 

and twitchy eyes looked all too real to me.  

Then, another thought… 

It’s all propaganda. 
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The war isn’t real. 

You don’t have to fight. 

Who, in their sane minds, would listen to these 

ideas while hiding in a cave with a ready rifle?  

It doesn’t make sense.  That’s the juiciness of 

dreams, though; they don’t have to make 

sense.   

I stood up in the dark of the cave.  My stiff joints 

popped.  My shoulders relaxed.  I dropped my 

gun. 

Then, the scene switched.  I wasn’t in a cave 

anymore.  I stood in the middle of a room 

bathed in light; except, there weren’t any 

windows.  The light emanated from within.  

Beneath me, a wooden floor waxed in a 

buttery, smooth finish seemed to give off its 

own light, too.  Four walls, made of amber-

colored sandstone brick, surrounded me.  In 
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here, there was no need to keep my nerves as 

trigger-ready as a gun, so why was I still 

wearing army boots and fatigues? 

I stared at the wall in front of me.  One of the 

bricks started to move.  It was flipping over in 

place.  As the backside rolled into view, I saw 

mirror.  The bricks were stone on the front and 

mirror on the back.  More bricks started turning.  

More mirrors appeared.  The wall of stone was 

becoming a wall of mirrors.  As the bricks 

moved, one-by-one, I could piece together my 

reflection.  I didn’t see a girl dressed for war.  In 

the mirrors, I wore vacation clothes:  boat 

shoes, white capris, a tank top, and sun hat.  I 

was dressed for relaxation, not battle.  Then, 

the dream ended. 

I’ve been thinking about that dream a lot 

lately.  As I near the half-way point of my 100 

pounds goal, I’m not excited or happy like I 
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thought I would be.  I’m more worried and 

afraid (like those people in the cave).  I’ve 

been having thoughts like,  

What if I can’t lose the 100 pounds?  

What if I lose the weight and gain it all back? 

What if my will power is not enough?   

I’ve also noticed that I hesitate to celebrate 

the fifty pounds I’ve already lost.  I’ve been 

keeping my accomplishment at arm’s length, 

fearing that, if I make a big deal out of it, then I 

will jinx myself.  I know these thoughts are 

irrational and untrue, much like 

propaganda.  Nonetheless, they are there. 

It makes me wonder:  what does it take to not 

just lose weight but keep it off?  If I’m fighting 



 

45 
 

fears about maintaining my weight loss now, 

and putting all this mental energy towards 

doubting myself, what will I be like after losing 

100 pounds?  Will I even believe I lost the 

weight?  Could I actually increase my chances 

of gaining it all back by doubting myself? 

Statistics say ‘yes.’  According to a report in the 

American Psychologist, the largest survey of 

diet studies came up with a gloomy fact:  two-

thirds of dieters will gain more weight back 

within five years of going on a diet.  Oie vei.  I 

guess I’m not the only one who fears the diet 

payback. 

Even though I haven’t reached my goal 

weight, I realize that now is the time to make a 

serious change if I want to keep off any weight 

I do lose.  When I say “serious change,” I mean 

taking a cue from my dream.  I must transform 

how I view this journey and how I view myself.  I 
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must recognize the diet propaganda for 

what it is, cease from a needless battle, 

and begin to rest in the reality of my true, 

relaxed self. 

Once again, I find myself in a place 

which totally contradicts conventional 

diet wisdom.  Part of my mind screams, 

What do you mean rest?  That’s not going 

to be enough!  You’ve got to do 

something!  When I examine my wake, 

though; I see that’s all I’ve been doing, 

just trying to do something.  I’ve lost more 

than thirty pounds three times over with 

three different diets.  All three times I 

gained more weight back than what I’d 

lost.  I’ve read diet books, popped pills, 

crafted exercise regimens, and kept 

abreast of the latest news in all the 

popular magazines.  It hasn’t worked.  It 

gave me lots of knowledge, but it didn’t 
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change how I viewed myself on the inside.  In 

fact, doing something has been more of a 

distraction than a help (just like the 

propaganda which kept my friends at war in 

the dream). 

How do I escape the diet war?  Well, it’s a lot 

easier to stop fighting when I realize that my 

enemy isn’t real.  I’ve already got proof of 

that.  All my fears, my “what ifs” that I 

mentioned earlier, have two things in 

common:   

1) They’re based in the future. 

2) The future hasn’t happened yet, so they 

cannot be real.  The only power they have is 

the fear I feed them. 

Plus, when I examine the propaganda of my 

“what if” worries, I see another trend:  they’re 

all based on my efforts alone.  They’re all about 
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my will power, my discipline, and me not being 

enough.  Goodness, it’s all me, me, me.  You 

know what would be a real vacation?  Taking 

a break from all this worry over me, putting the 

burden someplace else, and mentally 

shopping for some vacation duds that would 

clothe my mind in fun and relaxation. 

Here’s what I need for that: 

 A solution which trumps all my fears about 

the future, and 

 An idea which plants my heart and mind 

in reality, and 

 A strategy which doesn’t depend on my 

efforts alone, 

 Bonus:  feel more like a vacation than a 

war. 

The Now is the one answer which meets all 

these needs.  The I Am, the What Is, the Eternal 

Instant.  That’s where the power awaits.  When I 
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inhabit the present, I no longer feel like I 

“should be” anything.  I just am.  When I 

accept what is, I live in reality.  When I move 

through life along the current of the Eternal 

Instant, I go all sorts of places without having to 

do anything but… 

Simply be. 

How does 

being present 

translate into 

losing weight 

and keeping it 

off?  Consider this:  physical weight is like 

armor, a barrier to protect me from perceived 

threat.  When I live in The Now, I live in reality 

where there are no legit enemies.  I can 

release my fear.  I can stop fighting.  Plus, 

without an enemy, I no longer need armor.  I 

am free to lose weight and live lightly. 
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Energy skyrockets when I’m not weighted 

down with fear and fat.  I realized how much 

energy I’d been wasting by resisting 

reality!  When I’m no longer resisting, I have 

more energy for practical things like exercise, 

choosing healthy foods, and living a fuller 

life.  This time, though; I’m not dependent on 

discipline.  I simply live life.  It starts to feel like a 

vacation. 

“A monk asked Donghan: 

‘How do you avoid the discomfort of hot and 

cold?’  The master said:  ‘Go to that place 

where there is no hot and cold.’  ‘Where is 

that?’ asked the monk. ‘When you are hot, be 

hot.  When you are cold, be cold.” 

– Zen Mondo  
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Watch a video 

celebration of reaching 

my half-way point! 

 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 

 

  

http://youtu.be/j0gVFbkzXYE
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The Funnel of Love 

I’m having an epiphany:  I 

need to live true to myself, and 

I need to do it now -- right in 

the middle of my journey -- or I 

may never be happy.  But, it’s 

not as simple as accepting 

myself.  I’ve practiced plenty of self-

acceptance, remembering that I am beautiful 

no matter what my size.  This is true, but that 

desire to be my best self, my fittest self, has 

never gone away.  Sure, acceptance quiets  

shame, but it doesn’t hold a charge powerful 

enough to propel me forward. 

The best power source I know is The 

Now.  What Is.  The Eternal Instant.  Whatever 

you want to call it, this place of being 
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transforms me from “I should be,”  “I should 

have been,” or “What if I’m not?” into the most 

powerful, pure state of being:  “I Am.”  When I 

Am, I stop resisting my fears and rest in 

reality.  Ironically, it takes a lot of work to resist 

what’s real!  So, when I rest in I Am, I suddenly 

recover massive amounts of wasted 

energy.  That’s where The Now differs from self-

acceptance.  The Now doesn’t just 

acknowledge my inherent beauty.  It also 

validates my desire to be even more.  It can 

hold both in the same moment.  That dualistic 

energy translates into real-world results.  I 

experience a power boost for practical things 

like exercise, eating healthier, and living a full 

life without having to shame myself into doing 

any of it. 

How does that actually happen, though?  How 

does living in The Now look in my life when I’m 
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trying to lose 100 pounds in 1 year?  Well, I 

know a few things it doesn’t look like: 

 I can’t be a monk.  I still have 

responsibilities, so I can’t pretend I’m living 

in some higher realm at the expense of 

daily duties. 

 Traditional meditation is not always an 

option.  For today’s busy world, I need a 

different kind of meditation.  My daily 

check-in has to work for me more like a 

robust Americano that perks me up on-

the-fly. 

 It can’t be hard.  If I’m going to rest from 

the fight, then I need a simple escape 

route.  If it’s too complex, then I’m not 

going to do it. 
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I can think of only one thing that fits all three 

requirements, plus fulfills my need to live true to 

myself with the help of The Now:   

 

How does Unconditional Love help me live in 

The Now and lose weight?  Consider those 
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thoughts I mentioned before:  “I should be,”  “I 

should have been,” or “What if I’m not?”  They 

all revolve around comparing me to the past or 

expectations of me in the future.  In contrast, 

Unconditional Love exists only in the present.  It 

stands to reason, then, that if I replace those 

thoughts with Unconditional Love, I could 

dismantle these traps of comparison AND 

inhabit The Now.  When I stop comparing 

myself against a better version of me, I no 

longer live in lack.  I am free to explore 

abundance.  Living in abundance makes a 

very real difference in rubber-meets-the-road-

terms.  I eat less because I’m not trying to fill an 

imaginary hole anymore.  Also, I experience life 

on a deeper level.  I no longer need to hide 

behind 100 extra pounds of armor, so I’m willing 

to engage more. 

Even more important than losing weight, 

however, is learning to love myself right now.  If 
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I get 100 pounds lighter and I still don’t 

love myself, then I’m guaranteed to not 

be happy.  Then, I could gain all the 

weight back.  After all, unhappiness 

spurred my weight gain in the first 

place.   Here’s the truest truth:  losing 

weight won’t change me; I change me.  

I’m ready to bear that responsibility 

now. 

There’s a hitch, however.  How can I 

accept myself with Unconditional Love 

AND still want more from life?  It’s true 

that Unconditional Love is total 

acceptance, but that doesn’t mean 

settling for the status quo.  It’s silly to 

think I won’t want anything more once I 

love myself unconditionally.  Plus, 

acceptance seems like the last thing for 

someone who wants to lose weight 

NOW!  When I was obese, I wanted to 
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be anything BUT who I was.  The idea of 

accepting myself right then felt like giving up.  I 

didn’t want to settle.  I wanted life!  Here’s the 

thing, though:  you can’t get there from here.   

As much as I want to be skinnier today, I must 

take the inside-out route if I want to stay skinny 

tomorrow.  I don’t change by covering up my 

outside with a new look.   At the end of the 

day, I might still want to slip into my sweats, 

grab a bag of chips, snag a Reese’s Peanut 

Butter cup, and pop in a movie.   No, if I want 

lasting change, I need to find a way to 

transform from the inside-out.  Acceptance 

does that.  It’s the long way ‘round, but it’s the 

surest way to get and stay happy.   

Here’s another truth I learned to accept:  more 

than becoming thinner, feeling energized, or 

living without pain, I really just want to love 

myself.  That’s my deepest desire. 
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I need more than inspirational words taped to 

the fridge to do it, though.  Positive mantras 

rehearsed in the mirror or lists of everything I 

love about myself, those are helpful, but they 

won’t change my foundational beliefs about 

me.  They’re more like trying to manufacture 

thankfulness when all I really want is to simply 

see gratitude arise from my heart.  I need 

something that goes deep – as deep as I go – 

then lifts me up from there. 

Unfortunately, self-acceptance doesn’t start 

out deep.  It’s a process and not always a 

straight line from here to there.  That hasn’t 

stopped me from trying to make it one, 

though.  In the past, after learning something 

about myself, I’ve brushed off my hands and 

enthusiastically proclaimed, “OK, that’s 

done!  What’s next?”  Well, what’s next is to 

learn the same lesson over again. 
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In my life, any 

real progress 

I’ve made has 

resembled 

something like a 

funnel.  I start out at the top, going in a wide, 

all-seeing circle.  Then, it’s not too long before I 

find myself wondering, Haven’t I been here 

before?  This time, the circle is a little smaller.  I 

learn a little quicker, and I go a little deeper.   I 

can bet that the next pass around will be 

quicker and deeper still. 

Acceptance works the same way.  So far, I’ve 

encountered three levels of acceptance.  All 

are legit.  It’s just a matter of where I’m at in the 

funnel at the time. 

Acceptance Through Denial.  When my fears 

get too real, or someone hits a raw nerve in 

me, I’ve tried to slap an emotional Band-Aid on 
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it.  I’ve covered up my hurt and reminded 

myself to just love me no matter what.  I 

absolutely had good intentions and was 

pointing in the right direction, but I still resisted 

what is. 

There’s two ways to resist what is:  fight it or 

ignore it.  Acceptance through denial 

essentially ignores what is.  It ignores all the 

genuine worries I hold about myself.  It 

pretends they don’t exist.  I’m still spending a 

lot of energy on all that resistance. 

Circling further into the funnel… 

The Self-Defense of Self-Acceptance.   Have 

you met someone who, upon listening to your 

doubts and struggles, tries to soothe your pain 

by insisting how perfect you already are, and 

that you should just see your perfection?  My 

husband coined this “the self-defense of self-

acceptance.”  It describes the wonky place 
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where I’ve spent quite a bit of time.  Essentially, 

I see my darker side -- I’m no longer denying all 

the things I want to change about me – but I 

think I should love myself.  So, I try really hard to 

do it.  The operative word here is try.  I 

proclaim, to anyone and anything that will 

listen, how much I love myself.  If there’s any 

hint of self-doubt, I swat it away with absolutes 

like,  

“I am already perfect!” 

“I don’t need to change!” 

I want to love myself so badly that I insist on 

nothing less, for me or anyone else.  Beware, 

though; the self-defense of self-acceptance 

always comes with a snag:  I’m still resisting 

what is.  Plus, I’m not easy to be around.  If 

someone else confesses their own worries to 

me, I have no room for them; because I’ve 

made no room for myself.  I go into denial by 
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telling them, “No, you’re perfect as you 

are.  Just live in that.”  Now both me and the 

other person are resisting what is. 

Looping deeper into the funnel, here’s what 

I’m experimenting with today… 

Unconditional Love.  Love what is.  Period.  

Love the dark.  Love the light.  Love both at the 

same time.  This is a tall order, considering how 

completely the idea of good/bad is 

embedded in the human psyche.  In western 

religion, we’ve got God/Devil.  In eastern faith, 

we’ve got Ying/Yang.  In Hollywood, we’ve got 

Luke Skywalker/Darth Vader.  It seems to be in 

our nature to split ourselves in two:  the good 

and the bad (Some of us have added “the 

ugly.”)  Loving all, just as it is, without asking it to 

be anything else than it is, seems pretty sane to 

me.  When I love it all, I have no enemies.  

When I have no enemies, I have no need for 
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armor.  When I have no need for armor, I’m 

ready to shed my 100 pounds.  Plus, I’m a lot 

easier to be around. 

Is that as far as the funnel goes?  I don’t 

know.  I guess I’ll keep finding out, which is the 

whole purpose anyway, right?  Who knows 

what’s waiting at the end as I circle the drain 

of Enlightenment/Salvation/Sanity, whatever 

you want to call it. 

At this point, however; my mind is 

screaming:  Give me something tangible, 

something I can that I know will work!   

Here it is (drumroll please)… 
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Yep.  That’s it.  That’s the core of this whole 

apple.  And it works.  Here’s how:  When I judge 

myself, I effectively split myself in two (ie: 

good/bad).  By noticing the judgment, I heal 

that schism.  You see, I cannot judge myself 

AND notice that I’m judging myself at the same 

time.  It’s not possible.  I can, however, be an 

observer from a full place where there is no 

good/bad, only me.  Becoming the observer is 

like taking that escape route I need.   I 

disconnect from all those fears of not being 

enough and instantly return to the 

completeness of I Am.  Plus, noticing is simple 

and easy. 

If I can notice when I judge myself, then all sorts 

of funnel action can go down.  I can begin to 

live as the happy, whole person I’ve always 

been.  My darkness can become innocent 

again, as I view it for what it truly is:  something I 

don’t yet understand.  Then, my light can shine 
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brighter.  A bright, inner light serves as a sort of 

holistic renewable energy source.  I can 

actually live out one of my favorite sayings, 

“They shall rise up with wings as eagles; they 

shall run and not be weary; they shall walk and 

not faint.” 

I’m encouraged to practice not judging 

myself.  It’s amazing how many little things 

happen during the day to reveal how often I 

decide something is “good” or “bad” about 

me.  For example, when I weigh 200 pounds 

and the scale is on the way up, I judge myself 

as “bad.”  When I weigh 200 pounds on the 

way down, however; I’m all sorts of 

“good.”  The weight is the same, but I sort 

myself into a good or bad pile.  I’m doing 

everything except just being. 

Ah-hah -- there I go – judging myself for 

judging myself.  Aaarggh!   
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The adventure never ends.  That’s why I like the 

simplicity of just “noticing.”  I don’t have to do 

anything more than that.  Just observe.  Just 

notice.  Still, something in me argues, That’s not 

enough.  It has to be harder than that, Shelby.  

Does it?  Or, are those doubts more of the 

same sticky mess that’s kept me distracted and 

resisting?  By just noticing, when I arrive 100 

pounds lighter, I could already be the woman I 

hoped for when I first began.  Noticing is that 

powerful.  It’s the stopping that is the hardest 

part.  Stopping, noticing, and moving on in 

Unconditional Love.  It’s the narrowest way I’ve 

found to walk in this life so far, but it’s worth 

every step. 

Enjoy more at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 

  

http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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Switching Gears 

What if I don’t meet my original goal of losing 

100 pounds in one year? 

I'm o.k. with that. 

Wait -- I’m o.k. with that?  Yeah, I guess I am.  

When I set that goal, I didn't expect how much 

difference even a little weight loss makes.  I've 

lost 55 pounds, but I felt better after only 15 

down.  I didn't have to lose the whole 100 in 

one year to become happier and healthier.  In 

fact, I could have defined my goal in any of 

the following ways… 

Drop 3 jean sizes -- in one year 

Cure acne and have glowing skin -- in one 

year 
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Look into the mirror and like what you see -- 

in one year 

Discover how much those around you care 

and support you -- in one year 

Stop cravings and make friends with food -- 

in one year 

Do that One Thing you've always wanted to 

do -- in one year 

I’ve discovered multiple benefits in simply 

starting the journey.  Now, I want to see what 

else is out there for me.  To continue, however, I 

must switch gears for how I measure my 

results.  Simply weighing myself once a week no 

longer provides accurate feedback because it 

doesn't tell the whole story about what is 

happening inside my body.  Here's why: 
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 Strength training is trimming my 

figure.  Where my "angel wings" used to 

be, I have firming triceps.  However, 

because muscle weighs more than fat, 

this improvement won’t register on the 

scale.  In fact, weight can actually 

increase for a while until fat loss catches 

up enough to counter-balance the 

muscle mass.  This does happen, 

eventually.  It’s just that our bodies need 

time to create the higher-calorie burning 

muscle. 

 Once I reach my weight goal, what's 

next?  Will I struggle to develop a new 

body image to go with my new body?  A 

lot of folks do.  They just don't feel like their 

new selves.  If I measure success on 

weight alone, I could end up in this 

conflicted group.  Logging activities and 

accomplishments -- which I can track for 
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a lifetime – helps me heal my body image.  

Starting this practice now, while I still have 

weight to lose, will allow my mind to keep 

pace with my slimming body. 

 According to Set Point Theory (see my 

blog "Ready, Set, Go"), my weight loss is 

just about where it should be after one 

year.  Maintaining will be so much easier if 

I can keep under my Set Point (losing 

about one pound per week).  It's wiser to 

adapt my goal to what’s actually 

happening, rather than forcing my body 

to match 

an ideal 

number.  

http://100poundsin1year.wordpress.com/2012/10/05/ready-set-go/
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Given those facts, I've decided to measure my 

further progress in terms of tiny victories:  a new 

class I've been able to complete, donating 

clothes that are too big, or how my wedding 

ring feels around my finger.   

Here's to switching gears!  Inside, I feel like a 

mountain biker who gears down to head up a 

hill.  I know I can make it, one peddle at a time. 

 

Enjoy more at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter  

http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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Putting the Cart Before the Horse 

Before I started blogging about my weight loss, 

I wrote my first article, “100 Pounds in 1 Year,” 

and asked my husband to read it.  I peered – 

trying to decode his face -- as his eyes scanned 

the paragraphs.  Then, he looked up. 

“Well,” he said, taking a deep breath.  “I agree 

with everything you wrote, but…”  His head 

shook back and forth.  I imagine he was 

wondering if this was a good time to be honest 

or not. 

I made the decision for him. 

“The 100 pounds in one year thing?” I quized. 

http://100poundsin1year.wordpress.com/2012/03/05/100-pounds-in-1-year/
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He inched a “yeah” out of his throat.  Then 

back-peddled, “Of course, it’s just the 

difference between you and me.  You’re an 

Aries.  Making big goals is how you do things.” 

I had to agree with him there, but even I 

wondered if my goal was too big.  I knew, 

however; that even if I did downsize my 

aspirations, I would always return to my original 

desire for Big Health and Big Vitality.  I 

fantasized about feeling good in my skin 

again.  Unfortunately, dreams don’t melt fat, 

and despite all my fantasizing, I was unable to 

escape my physical and mental ruts. 

I’ve worn thought ruts into my brain since 

childhood.  These thought patterns are neither 

good nor bad; they just are.  Still, they filter my 

perceptions and distort my reality; to the point 

that I can’t see beyond their version of the 

truth.  That’s why, despite my best efforts to 
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change, I repeat the same behaviors.  My 

brain doesn’t know any different. 

That’s why I need the “Cart Before the Horse” 

principle.  In his book, “Love is Letting Go of 

Fear,” Gerald Jampolsky explains:  “In following 

one’s inner guidance, it is frequently necessary 

to make a commitment to a specific goal even 

when the means for achieving it are not 

immediately apparent.  This is a reversal of the 

customary logic of the world, and can be 

thought of as “putting the cart before the 

horse.” 

This principle is also a reversal of most health 

advice which likes to pave a road to health 

with cobblestones of tiny steps and mini-goals.  

Do A,B, and C, and you’ll get you there, they 

promise.  I’ve done A through Z for decades, 

and I’m still stuck.  What’s missing in me?  Is 

there something wrong with me that I cannot 

http://www.jerryjampolsky.com/


 

76 
 

follow the promised road?  When I stay too 

long in thoughts like this, it feels like I’m just 

sloshing around in the same mental mud I’m 

want to escape. 

According to the Cart Before the Horse 

Principle, to actually get out of the sticky mind 

mud and see real change, I need to make a 

long-term goal that’s almost out of reach.  No 

mini-goals here.  I need to pole vault beyond 

the boundaries of my thoughts.  This opens up 

new possibilities and fresh worlds where I just 

might have a chance to prove a different 

reality to myself. 

There’s a whole field of scientific study 

dedicated to discovering new realities.  It’s 

called Neural Plasticity.  In his book “Evolve 

Your Brain,” Dr. Joseph Dispenza describes how 

neural pathways in the brain change routes 

when we use our positive imagination to reach 

http://www.drjoedispenza.com/
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into new realities.  Essentially, when I consider 

new possibilities, I start noticing little things 

which had passed me by before.  These 

spottings are like evidence.  The more I notice, 

the more evidence I collect to support my new 

reality.  As evidence accumulates, new 

connections form in my brain to match the 

emerging reality.  Since the brain only knows 

what is recorded in these connections, Big 

Possibilities can actually become my new 

reality.  This is more than positive thinking.  It’s 

persuasion -- real change -- at the biological 

level. 

To make this principle work, however, two 

things need to happen.  First, the goal must 

come from an honest, true place of 

love.  Because the essence of our being is love, 

the goal must work with the flow of love and 

not against it.  I can’t desire to become a 
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powerful lawyer just so I can sue anyone who 

has ever hurt me.  It doesn’t work like that. 

Second, my goal has to reach beyond my 

comfort level and into the unknown.  The goal 

has to be Big.  Comfort is still keeping me inside 

the old reality.  Growing new brain connections 

requires the fertile ground of the unknown.  I 

must reach for the almost-unattainable, 

completely audacious, how-dare-you-think-

that-way world of dreams and desires.  There 

has to be that space between what I know 

now and where I want to be.  That space feels 

scary because it exists outside of my realm of 

experience, but it has to if I’m going to retrain 

my brain and cement healthier behaviors. 
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Aiming for such lofty targets may seem 

counter-intuitive to the conventional 

wisdom of breaking down goals into 

small, achievable efforts, but it’s not.  In 

fact, I find the Putting the Cart Before the 

Horse Principle actually works in tandem 

with mini-goal setting.  They share the 

same power source:  enthusiasm.  The 

purpose of mini-goals is to create a sense 

of accomplishment right away.  That’s 

cool.  Success fuels even more ambitions 

and more accomplishments.  Dreaming 

Big creates the same enthusiasm.  Either 

way, as evidence of change adds up, 

my brain changes.  Now I can recoup all 

that wasted energy spent trying to 

survive my negative thoughts.  That 

energy then powers my daily efforts 

towards fitness.  Exercise becomes 
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easier.  My mind becomes clearer.  I see results 

faster. 

My Big Dream is to lose 100 pounds in one 

year.  Honestly, I don’t know if I’ll make it, but 

I’m beginning to notice new thoughts trailing 

through my mind. 

I can do this. 

I am strong. 

I feel more like my true self. 

The journey has begun, which, in itself, is a 

marvelous loss of weight.  

Enjoy more at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 
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The Gap 

Sometimes, good things really do happen.  I 

learned that when I crossed under the rainbow 

of balloons at the finish line of the Missoula Half 

Marathon.  When I heard my name booming 

over the P.A. system, I jumped up and down in 

place, like a little girl who just heard she’s going 

to Disneyland.  I had dreamed of passing under 

those balloons, but I was never fully confident 

that I could do it.   

When I first entertained the idea of walking a 

half marathon, my dream came laced with 

doubts.  I had several mountains which I 

couldn’t clear on my own.    

http://www.runwildmissoula.org/index.php/fuseaction/missoulaMarathon.main.htm
http://www.runwildmissoula.org/index.php/fuseaction/missoulaMarathon.main.htm
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money:  I needed about $180 for 

good shoes and race registration. 

 

time:  How could I carve out the 

hours of walking needed to train for 

reaching 13.1 miles?   

 

discipline:  I had started a lot of 

things.  Would this dream end 

halfway, like before? 

I couldn’t answer these questions on my own, 

but I didn’t have to.  Once I shared my dream 

with others, I was no longer alone.  Turns out, 

people love to share in others’ dreams!  Some 

generous relatives supplied new shoes and 

registration money.  They also paid for me to 

attend an organized training group on 



 

83 
 

Saturday mornings.  I didn’t have to rely on my 

steam alone.  I had a program ready-made to 

ramp me up to 13.1 miles. 

For three months, I awoke each Saturday 

morning at 7 am to lace up my shoes, grab a 

banana, dump coffee into my to-go cup, and 

breeze out the door.   

Logging the first miles was fun.  About fifty men 

and women would chat and share fitness tips 

as we gently increased our mileage from week 

to week.  Unfortunately, as I increased my 

distance, I discovered a problem with my 

feet.  After walking for an hour, intense pain 

would sear the space between my toes.  Turns 

out, I have Metatarsalgia.  No easy fix.  No 

quick cure.  Even so, I kept walking (sometimes 

with my toes curled to tamp the pain).  As soon 

as I sat down, it would go away, so I took lots of 

breaks between miles. 

http://www.mayoclinic.com/health/metatarsalgia/DS00496/
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Our training group started with a crowd of all 

ages, shapes, and sizes.  Some intended to 

walk the full marathon, but most were just like 

me, dreaming of crossing that finish line in the 

half.  Unfortunately, most of them never got to 

see their dream come true.  For whatever 

reason -- lack of time, injuries, or surprise 

conflicts – fewer and fewer folks showed up 

each Saturday.   By the time our training hit the 

longest walk of 12 miles, our group had whittled 

down to 15 dedicated souls. 

I wasn’t among them. 

I got sick.  Flattened by the flu, I couldn’t walk 

for two weeks.  Here I was again:  facing a 

hurdle I couldn’t clear.  While rehabbing, I 

endured some nasty doubts, like… 

Would I lose all the endurance I had built each 
Saturday?   
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The farthest I’d walked was 11 miles, and it 
hurt!   

What if I couldn’t make it to 13.1? 

Plus, my training partner – a wonderful woman 

named Judy who plodded the pavement with 

me every weekend – had to stop training.  All 

those miles had inflamed her underlying 

arthritis.  The doctor warned her, “If you race, 

you could hobble yourself.”  She was so 

disappointed, as was I.  On race day, I feared 

having to walk alone, which is usually just fine, 

but four hours of alone?  That’s just plain boring. 

I relate all this to share an important lesson I 

learned:  I don’t have to be all put together to 

be part of the miracle, the flow, the magic of 

life.  How do I know this?  Well, here’s what 

happened on race day… 
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My feet felt great!  No searing pain; no curled 

toes.  As it happened, getting sick and not 

walking so much gave my feet time to 

heal.  On race day, the only pain I had was 

missing Judy.  Even that was o.k., however; 

because I paired up with a friend from my 

gym.  Sandy is a zany woman who loves to 

crack jokes.  After the fireworks at the starting 

line, she quipped, “If you hear me say ‘I see my 

mother,’ there’s just one thing you have to 

remember:  my mother’s been dead for 15 

years!”  Sandy gave me permission to just let 

loose and have fun.  The whole 13.1 miles, we 

stopped to joke with roadside spectators… 

“Your hands hurt from clapping?  Come on 

people!  No pain, no gain!” 

We danced to random tunes blaring from 

sideline boom boxes.   
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We ran through sprinklers with our hands in the 

air like little kids.   

When I crossed the finish line, I basked in more 

than the pride of completing a half 

marathon.  I relished the fact that I could trust 

life to orchestrate the best for me, even when I 

can’t deliver it myself. 

I had just experienced The Gap.  The Gap 

answers practical questions like… 

How do I practice total acceptance and still 

want more from life?   

What if I can’t keep the weight off? 

How do I accept my feet screaming in pain 

and believe I can reach mile 13.1? 

The answer:  The Gap.  The Gap is where 

mystery lives.  The Gap is that magic place -- 
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outside of my reason and control -- where 

miracles happen.  It’s where I am not enough, 

but I don’t have to be, because something 

more -- something bigger -- comes alongside 

to see me through.  The results are often better 

than I could have strong-armed myself.  I can 

rest in The Gap.  It’s a sanctuary for my soul. 

Here’s how I define The Gap:  that space 

between what I can do and what needs to be 

done.  It can show up wherever I need it.  It’s 

powerful and effective, because it is not 

hollow.  When I rest in The Gap, I’m not floating 

in a void or lost in limbo.  I am residing in 

Love.  Love fills in The Gap, and here’s the thing 

about love:  it expands.  Love overflows from 

The Gap and -- like sweet rain pattering and 

pooling – it fills the cracks in my heart. 

Here’s how it works:  when I relax into The Gap 

and allow space between what I can do and 
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what needs to get done, I make room.  I stop 

grasping for what I want.  This stopping creates 

time for me to actually receive what I 

want.  Often, what I receive is better/wiser/just-

plain-juicer than what I can strong-arm myself.   

In order to let The Gap work in my life, I need to 

let it be there.  The easiest thing to do is to rush 

in, fill my need with my own strength, and 

make things happen.  Nope.  That’s not how 

The Gap works.  In fact, that’s the surest way to 

not even see The Gap.  That’s because any 

act of desperation carries a hidden message 

of lack with it.  Reaching and grasping tells me 

“I don’t have it.”  For example, I reach for 

losing 50 more pounds – without accepting the 

joy of already losing 50 – and I get desperate 

for that scale to go down every week.  That 

desperation boomerangs in my soul, keeping 

me so worried that I overlook what I’ve already 

accomplished.  All I see is the 50 pounds I 
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haven’t lost, what I don’t have.  I get so 

desperate to fill my perceived lack that I 

become unhappy.  Well, I’ve just pushed 

away the thing I really want:  to be 

happy. 

When I trust The Gap to deliver my 

desires, I create space to feel happy.   I 

get what I want right here, right now.  

Well, I like getting what I want, so how 

can I stop reaching and start living in The 

Gap? 

Practical Tip:  Forgive Myself 

You might think, What do mean, 

“forgive?”  You haven’t done anything 

wrong!  I agree.  I haven’t, but I’m not 

talking about wiping a dirty slate clean. 

There’s another definition of forgiveness 

which doesn’t come pre-packed with 
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accusation.  It’s more like what the letters in the 

word actually spell out:   

for + give 

Forgive.  Forgiveness is the act of giving space 

for change to happen.  Forgiveness is The Gap.  

It’s what makes two, seemingly-opposing ideas 

become one, mighty force.  Therefore, 

forgiveness acts as a bridge. 

How does this translate to losing weight?  I 

believe the root cause of weight resides at the 

heart-level.  When I’m frustrated over the 

distance between what I want and my inability 

to make that happen, I eat more and move 

less.  Food is a filler.  Fortunately, forgiveness is 

just as effective at filling.  It slows me down long 

enough to see what I already have.  If I can 

wait and watch long enough, love delivers 
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even more.  My marathon day experience is a 

perfect example. 

Experiencing that kind of help creates enduring 

trust.  I can unclench.  Satisfying feelings like 

hope and contentment begin to buoy me up.  

I experience a measure of self-worth that 

nothing can add to or take away from.  To be 

clear, The Gap is not magical thinking or 

another way to manipulate a higher power.  In 

fact, by letting The Gap exist, I become the 

bridge.   The miracle is not how The Gap gets 

filled but my legit discovery that I don’t have to 

be all put together to receive the best of the 

best.  From that place, I become my best self.   
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BONUS: Living in the Between 

As a little girl, when mom took me to a park, I 

leaped from the car and headed straight for 

the swings.   I’d tip toe to raise my bum seat-

height, grab the chains, and hop in.  The steel 

chains felt too big for my tiny fingers, so I had to 

squeeze hard, but I didn’t care.  I’d kick off the 

dirt, then pump and kick some more, building 

momentum.  With eyes closed, head back, 

and feet out, I let the breeze blow my hair 

back and imagine I could fly.  I loved to go 

higher, topping out until I could see the top bar 

straight in front of me.  That’s when I loved to 

look down at my feet and feel gravity pull my 

stomach into a devilish dive.  I’d force my eyes 

to stay open, looming closer to the ground until 

I might almost hit.  I’d spring up and out of the 
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arch into weightlessness, then start it all over 

again. 

In that space between -- when forward yaw 

gave in to backward yearn --  I had all I 

needed.  I wanted nothing.  Yet, everything 

was possible.  Feeling full, I still had room for 

more. 

This paradox of holding both nothing and 

everything at the same time seems paramount 

to weight loss.  My 100 pounds journey has 

taught me that acceptance is a proven power 

source.  Yet, I’ve always wondered:  how can I 

accept myself and still want more, still want to 

feel healthier and lose more weight?  How can 

I hold both at the same time? 

Holding seemingly opposite 

things in the same space at the 

same time is what I call “Living 

in the Between.”  It’s hard to 
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do.  I’ve found it much easier to polarize 

ideas into one extreme or another, but 

that’s not always how life happens.  

Often, I have to choose both at the 

same time.  Maybe its cooking healthy 

food in under twenty minutes or finding a 

workout that makes me smile while I push 

out one more rep before I collapse into 

exhausted bliss.  I am learning to let go of 

demanding that everything jive with one 

point of view.  There’s wisdom in living 

with contradiction until it distills into 

clarity. 

When I first tried this, I panicked.  It’s too 
hard to believe both at the same time, I 

thought.  I was wrong.  On the contrary, I 

make it hard by insisting that one must fit 

the other when it simply cannot. 
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Let’s take my body as an example.  I am 

overweight (technically “obese” by those 

scum-sucking height/weight charts.)  I am also 

fit enough to conquer a hard hike, squat over 

100 pounds, and bike to work.  For many years, 

I battled to decide which was true:   

 

When I believed “I am obese,” I behaved quite 

different from when I believed “I am fit.”  For 

example, when obese, I would talk myself out 
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of a tough but rewarding workout.  When fit, I 

tended to eat rich food (After all, I burned all 

those calories, right?)  I shot myself in the foot 

by insisting on one or the other (or ignoring one 

for the other, which is the same thing).  I 

couldn’t understand how both could be true at 

the same time. 

When I practice believing both at the same 

time, I do and feel much better.  The effects 

are big and small.  I’m more active AND I eat 

cleaner.  I also feel more relaxed, like I’m 

getting to know myself, and I like who I am.  

There’s an expansion of contentment, just like 

on that swing when time stopped and space 

opened up between the edges of life.  
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Reflection Worksheets 

I Want My Outside to Match My Inside 

1. Have you experienced a food intervention 

(feline or otherwise)? 

a. If so, how did it feel?  If not, take a 

moment to imagine one. 

2. If you feel a disconnect between who you are 

what you want your life to be, pick three words 

to describe this disconnect. 

3. List the benefits and costs of quick weight loss. 

4. Now list the benefits and costs of slower weight 

loss. 

5. Knowing that the slower the weight loss, the 

more likely you’ll keep it off, how does #3 

compare to #4? 
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 Reflection Worksheets 

3 Ways to Get Small or Go Big 

1. Name a time in your life when you had to decide 

whether to get small or go big.  How did that 

decision feel? 

2. Quick…what’s the 1st thing that comes to your mind 

when I ask, “What do you want?” 

3. What if you released yourself from any and all food 

rules?  What’s the worst that could happen?  

What’s the best? 

4. If you have shame over gaining weight, can you be 

with that shame for as long as it takes to get to the 

other side?  Watch Brene Brown’s TED talk, and it 

will be easier. 

5. List three bad habits which got you through tough 

times.  Thank them.  Honor them.  Then move on.  

http://www.ted.com/talks/brene_brown_listening_to_shame
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Reflection Worksheets 

Am I the Fat One or the Skinny One? 

1. Can you see mostly good apple inside a 

seemingly bad one?  If so, what comes to 

mind for you?  If not, ask a close friend if 

they’ve ever felt that way. 

2. If you had nothing stopping you, how 

might you eat?  List any fear thoughts that 

come up.  List any excited thoughts that 

come up. 

3. What kinds of opposites are common in 

your life? 

4. What might it be like if these opposites 

shared the same space?  
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Reflection Worksheets 

Take a Vacation from the Diet War 

1. Do you have ongoing worries about 

maintaining your weight loss?  If so, write 

down any thoughts that come up. 

2. For each thought, notice if it talks about 

the past or the future. 

3. Take a moment to get quiet.  Now ask 

yourself, “Do I have any problems right this 

instant, in this moment, right now?” 

4. Consider what living in The Now might look 

like for you. 

5. If you were on vacation, what clothes 

would you wear?  
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Reflection Worksheets 

The Funnel of Love 

1. Have you ever told yourself, “Once I lose 

this weight, then I’ll be really happy”? 

2. If so, what would happen if you just 

decided to happy right now?  What’s the 

best?  What’s the worst? 

3. Can you see yourself at any of these three 

levels of acceptance? 

a. Acceptance through denial 

b. The self-defense of self-acceptance 

c. Unconditional Love 

4. What kinds of ideas do you have about 

Unconditional Love? 
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Reflection Worksheets 

Switching Gears 

1. When I say I felt better after losing just 15 

pounds, what comes up in you? 

2. Would it possible for you to hold your 

original goal while honoring the weight 

you’ve lost, even if it’s not the full amount? 

3. What would it take to feel o.k. with that? 
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Reflection Worksheets 

Putting the Cart Before the Horse 

1. Have you had a Big Dream that failed?  

What kinds of leftover thoughts are still 

lingering from losing your dream? 

2. Are you willing to risk Dreaming Big again?  

If not, how can you honor where you’re at 

today?   

3. Imagine what it might take to be o.k. with 

dreaming big again. 

4. Have you had Big Dreams which worked 

out, but not how you thought they would? 

a. If so, what kinds of things surprised 

you along the way? 

b. If not, ask a friend about their Big 

Dreams and their surprises. 
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Reflection Worksheets 

The Gap 

1. In your weight loss journey, do you have 

mountains you cannot clear on your own?  

List them out and put them in a place to 

find later (Just in case life surprises you in 

marvelous ways.) 

2.  “I don’t have to be all put together to be 

part of the miracle.”  How does this 

thought strike you? 

3. The Gap is defined as:  that space 

between what I can do and what needs 

to be done.   Where else in your life 

(besides weight loss) does this gap 

appear? 
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Reflection Worksheets 

BONUS:  Living in the Between 

1. One “between” question is:  “How can I 

accept myself and still want to lose more 

weight?”  Brainstorm on some other 

“between” questions which seem to force 

you into choosing between two realities. 

2. Imagine believe both things at once and 

acting as if both are true at the same 

time.  How do you feel? 

3. Watch for any aha moments as you begin 

to practice Living in the Between.  
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More eGuides to Support 

Your Transformation 

What should I eat? 

How hard should I exercise? 

How long will it take me to lose the weight? 

Find answers in your next100 Pounds eGuide.   
 

 

Click here for your next step in your 100 Pounds journey 

 

https://www.facebook.com/100pounds1year
http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/boards/
https://twitter.com/100Poundsin1Yea
http://100poundsin1year.wordpress.com/store

