
  

http://www.100poundsin1year.com


2 
 

Is Peace with Food Possible? 

 

I’ve struggled, wrestled, 

debated, fought, tussled, 

cursed at, and made treaties 

with food for most of my life.  

For me, eating is not just a routine; it’s a 

relationship. 

Along my quest to lose 100 pounds in 1 year, I 

blogged about this relationship.  This eGuide is 

a compilation of those posts, plus some snazzy 

graphics thrown in, just for fun. 

It had been a long time since I examined how I 

related to food, and I was scared to start.  After 

all, no one had forced me to eat my way to 

100 pounds overweight.  It was all me, and I 

didn’t like that.  Here’s the good news, though:  

once I accepted my responsibility, I found its 

flip side.  If I had the power to overeat, then I 
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also had the power to start a new bond with 

food. 

By sharing my story, I hope to encourage you 

into that sweet spot I discovered, where it 

became easy to eat “healthy” foods.  I began 

to crave vegetables.  Foods I always 

“cheated” with became tasteless and 

unsatisfying compared to my new food 

adventure.  It’s not that my journey was 

magical, but that my relationship with food lost 

that frustrating edge.  I found peace with my 

plate.  I learned that this was what my body 

was asking all along; now it was teaching me 

how to listen. 

The hardest part was stopping my inner diet 

cop and believing I could trust my body.  This 

trust gave me enough space to actually like 

what it asked of me.  That brick wall in my mind 

turned out to be a thin veil. 
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That’s why I hold such excitement for you.  In 

downloading this eGuide, you possess one 

witness to the eternal truth that your body will 

work for you and food is your friend.  I believe 

we all can learn to eat to thrive.   
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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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Frenemies 

"Frenemy" (alternately spelled 

"frienemy") is a portmanteau of 

"friend" and "enemy" that can 

refer to either an enemy 

disguised as a friend or someone who's both a 

friend and a rival.  The term is used to describe 

personal, geopolitical, and commercial 

relationships both among individuals and 

groups or institutions. The word has appeared in 

print as early as 1953.  – from Wikipedia 

How many of you feel like food is your 

“frenemy?”  I’ve felt that way at times.  I must 

admit, I love food.  I love to eat.  I watch 

movies about food.  I read about food.  When I 

was reading “Eat, Pray, Love,” I celebrated the 

end of section #1 (set in Italy) with a bowl of 

pasta laced with butter, salt, and garlic.  It was 

divine. 
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Then, there’s the flipside.  Eating too much 

leaves me bloated and feeling like a sloth who 

should climb a tree to let the sun burn off the 

extra calories.  But the worst – the absolute 

worst –is dieting.  When I was on Atkins, carbs 

became my enemy.  My thoughts rambled 

with ways to circumvent the malicious carb 

gang roaming the alleys of my world.  How 

could I avoid them?  How could I replace 

them?  How could I not think about them?  Or, 

when I followed the HCG diet with the special 

drops that were supposed to help me burn fat, 

then calories became my opponent.  How 

could I beat the calorie game by consuming 

as few as possible while still feeling satisfied? 

You probably know how all of these diets 

ended, but I’ll tell you anyway.  Food won.  No 

– there’s a better way to put it -- rather, my 

heart won.  I will always love food.  That’s why, 

after I returned to “normal” eating (after 

binging on everything I had been depriving 

myself of), I gained the weight back, and then 

some.  When I started my 100 pounds journey, I 
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was the heaviest I’d ever been, despite my 

best efforts. 

Unfortunately, there’s something even worse 

than gaining all of that weight back.  It’s the 

messaging fueled by the 

diet/deprive/binge/guilt cycle.  These 

messages used food as a reflection on my 

character.  Whenever I ate a “bad” food that 

was not on the approved list, then I became 

“bad.”  Whenever my stomach growled from 

hunger, and I had precious few calories left in 

my daily budget, I became “weak.”  Whenever 

I admitted defeat and went running for the 

doughnut case, I became a “failure.”  I may 

not have consciously labeled myself in these 

terms, but these messages brewed inside like a 

rancid cup of tea. 

On my journey to lose 100 pounds in 1 year, I 

had to escape this vicious cycle.  Even more 

than that, I had to find a way out of the 

“frenemy” tango with food.  I had to transform 

food from feared foe to life-long friend.  I 

started, rather accidentally, by reading 

“Women, Food, and God” by Geneen 

http://www.geneenroth.com/
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Roth.  I’ve mentioned this book how many 

times now?  Oh, well, I’ll always lift up this tome 

as the perfect starting point for someone in my 

situation.  I was a woman.  I loved food.  And I 

loved God.  Plus, Oprah loved it, so, duh! 

Geneen Roth nailed me.  She has stockpiled 

years of teaching women -- not just overweight 

women like me, but all kinds of women – and 

described our nuanced relationships with 

food.  She’s seen it all, and she’s way past the 

nicey-nice, cheerleader version of food advice 

you’ll find in most self-help books.  She knows 

this is not a game for most of us.  She 

understands the frenemy trap.  And she knows 

the way out. 

The way out of the frenemy cycle is through my 

heart.  I love food.  Love is the most powerful 

force in the Universe.  So why not use that love, 

which supersedes short-term desire, as a friend 

instead of a foe?  It made perfect 

sense.  Except, to do this, I had to give up 

dieting.  To me, dieting was synonymous with 

caring for myself.  However, to follow Ms. Roth’s 

advice, I had to betray the idea that 

http://www.geneenroth.com/
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deprivation would work.  I had to go 

against the grain of all the diet books, 

gurus, and programs.  That’s tough 

love.  Considering how much my mind 

and emotions had depended on diets to 

make me feel more beautiful, more 

desirable, and of more value, this was a 

tall order.  How dare she ask me to give 

up dieting! I thought. 

Then, she teased me.  She told stories of 

how women became free to live in their 

love of food.  She watched burdens lift; 

not just of physical weight but emotional 

weight, too.  These unshackled women 

became lighter in their lives as well as 

their shoes.  Once these women got the 

connection between their hearts and 

their plates, there was no holding them 

back.  They became fueled by a new 

power source; running on high-octane 

love that burned hot and fast.  They were 

on fire.  It’s no wonder the subtitle of Ms. 

Roth’s book is, “An Unexpected Path to 
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Enjoy more inspirations like this at the 100 Pounds Pinterest Board 

Almost Everything.”  Food, for people like me, is 

that powerful. 

I’m beginning to see the light.  Without rules 

about food, I’m free to enjoy every bite.  I can 

eat when I’m hungry.  I can feast when it’s time 

to celebrate.  Those pernicious messages of 

“bad,” “weak,” and “failure,” are being 

replaced with “joyful,” “strong,” and 

“spunky.”  When this starts to happen, diets 

become the true enemy.  Oh, and did I 

mention, I’ve lost almost 50 pounds to boot? 

 

 

 

 

 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 

http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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Obese? Why It’s Not Your Fault 

One of my favorite comic strips is by Gary 

Larson, creator of “The Far Side.”  We see a 

rather rotund woman grasping a parking meter 

for dear life.  As if resisting some unseen force 

coming out of the open door of the shop 

behind her, she wraps her heels around the 

pole.  Her pudgy 

fingers choke the 

base of the 

meter.  Her hair flies 

back.  Her eyes 

bulge.  The purse 

yanks at her armpit 

like a leash.  Then, 

reading the sign 

above the shop, we 

understand.  It 

reads: “Candy.” 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=gBLXc-XSsnABwM&tbnid=0uBd4xMUlDsJLM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://www.pinterest.com/haplessromantic/cartoons/&ei=qgCuUqDzJtPloAS8koK4Bg&bvm=bv.57967247,d.cGU&psig=AFQjCNGCqUJPtX1pJ8W00LqbY9G3aa7G1w&ust=1387221525904713
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Yep.  Raise your hand if you feel me on this 

one, or, rather, if you’ve ever been drawn into 

a vortex of fat, sugar, and culinary temptation 

that eclipses mere craving.  Christmas cookies 

call my name.  Cheese cake tempts me like a 

corner vixen.  At one time in my life, biting into 

a pillowy maple bar on the way to work once 

became the best part of my day.  Whatever 

the urge, the word “craving” doesn’t quite 

describe the conflict that erupts once a trigger 

food appears.  Deep, inner need collides with 

that outer lure.  On the outside, I may seem 

calm and still, trying to keep busy.  On the 

inside, though, driving impulse fries my nerve, 

and I can barely keep two thoughts 

together.  Waves of heat attempt to flush the 

fight out of me, but only succeed in producing 

saliva, whether in anticipation or as a way to 

douse the inner flame, I cannot say.  I can’t tell 

the difference.  Surrender comes sweet, as 

much for the end to my struggle as for the 

anticipated flavor burst.  I’m resigned to the 
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bliss of the first bite.  I am that lady losing her 

grip on the parking meter. 

Of course, most people can’t sustain this kind 

of food crisis without becoming a bit cynical 

towards their character, or lack of it.  And most 

people can't view that kind of person without 

concluding the same.  For me, in my kindest 

moments, I can forgive my failing, then eat 

some extra vegetables.  In my harsher 

moments, however, I despise my limp will and 

beat my conscience with numerous vows as 

airy and empty as a cream puff (with 

powdered sugar on top).  When I began my 

100 pounds journey, I had all this baggage 

under my belt.  So, naturally, the first thing I did 

was 

drop 

my 

bags 
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I released myself 

of any and all food “rules.” 

When a craving hit, I surrendered…mightily!  I 

ate whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted.  I 

did this for a while.  Funny thing, though, after 

about two months, my body crossed over to 

some other dimension.  Doughnuts no longer 

satisfied.  Cheesecake seemed boring.  My 

taste buds wanted an exciting surprise, a fun 

challenge.  Now I could start over, with a clean 

slate, and begin a new relationship with food. 

I still, however, felt the occasional lusty pang, 

so I was intrigued when I learned the possible 

biological and emotional needs that cravings 

may signal. 

You mean my cravings are legit? 

This revelation gave me an idea.  What if I 

stopped judging my cravings and, instead, 

listened to them?  I practiced this for a few 

months until I could predict when a craving 

might hit and plan what I was going to do 
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1: Dr. Doug Lisle talks about The Pleasure Trap 

about it.  This restored a healthy balance of 

control.  My relationship with food became 

happy, even celebratory.  I knew I cared, and 

my body was beginning to show it. 

 

Even better, new research proposes that my 

will power was never the issue.  According to 

Dr. Doug Lisle, co-author of “The Pleasure Trap,” 

Obesity as a symptom of Dietary Addiction, not 

a character flaw.  He believes that today’s 

processed foods act more like drugs than 

food.  It’s not about being slothful, lethargic, or 

someone who just doesn’t care.  It’s all about 

addiction. 

 

http://youtu.be/jX2btaDOBK8
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Indeed, some researchers are beginning to 

acknowledge the objective, biological view of 

Obesity.  “Medical Obesity has a lower cure 

rate than the treatment of most cancers,” 

explain Alan Goldhamer and Jennifer Marano 

of the TrueNorth Health Center in California. 

 

When viewed in this light, typical diet advice 

seems absurd in its ignorance of what might 

really be happening on the inside. 

According to Dr. Lisle, our insides act 

abnormally when digesting processed 

foods.  He points out how several 

characteristics of modern food processing 

http://www.healthpromoting.com/
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2: from healthyvegancoach.com 

resemble drug manufacturing.  Three 

characteristics feed mechanisms which create 

Dietary Addiction: 

1. Density.  Processed food tends to take the 

bulk out and replace it with pure, intense 

flavor.  While this appeals to our taste buds, it 

short-circuits our body’s satiation system.  To 

send the message that we’re “full,” our 

stomach lining uses density and stretch 

receptors.  (insert stomach graphic) They 

measure how much food we’ve 

eaten.  When these receptors are triggered 

they send their “I’m full” message to the 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=FavrCjl1ROiCPM&tbnid=jPKPTqLiBzOnbM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://healthyvegancoach.com/category/diet-and-nutrition&ei=_fytUoWpHMrnoASYjIDQDA&bvm=bv.57967247,d.cGU&psig=AFQjCNEBlVY-EuAQYgwfASL84r2Bb7ckyA&ust=1387220565352975
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brain.  The problem with dense, heavy foods 

is that they pool at the bottom of the 

stomach, hitting very few receptors.  We’re 

almost forced to overeat because these 

foods don’t trip enough triggers to get the 

“I’m full” feeling.  Naturally, we reach for a 

second or third helping.  We become like 

addicts who need to keep upping their 

dope to get high. 

2. Texture.  Finely-processed foods move 

quickly and easily through the body.  That 

cocaine-like powdered sugar on my cream 

puff slips through intestinal walls, zips through 

blood, and sand blasts the receptors in my 

brain.  There’s no time to interrupt the “hit” 

delivered by each bite.  Consequently, we 

cinch neural pathways in our brain that 

equate certain foods with that quick hit.  This 

is how cravings are created.  Next time we 

encounter that food, our brain will want it 

more.  The more we eat it, the stronger those 

neural pathways become.  We are now 

addicted. 

3. Concentration.  We don’t find deposits of fat 

dripping from plants; we don’t pick balls of 
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sugar off trees.  Food processing has to strip 

these things from their natural 

environment.  We press seeds to get oil.  We 

strip beets, corn, or cane for sugar.  This 

isolation artificially concentrates the 

substance, making it more potent than our 

bodies were made to handle.  This potency 

adds to the hijacking of our brain’s pleasure 

sensors and numbing of the satiation 

signals.  We are drugged. 

If that doesn’t make pretty, packaged food 

seem more like drugs, consider the long-term 

effects of most addictive substances.  Alcohol 

can pickle a liver.  Tobacco can blacken a 

lung.  Sugar can wear out a pancreas.  Fat can 

damage a gall bladder.  There’s not much 

difference between highly-processed foods 

and the addictive substances we’ve been 

warned to shun all of our lives – except for 

one.  We need food to survive. 

 

I can think of no other substance so necessary 

for life which is also so addictive.  This makes 

eating crazy-frustrating.  How can I rehab 
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without starving myself?  The answer is within 

me.  To find it, however, I must first let go of my 

shame.  By leaving the food fight behind, I’ll 

recoup enough energy needed to figure out 

how I can eat real food again.  Admittedly, 

real food is also more expensive.  But I’d rather 

pay the extra money now, and enjoy a vibrant 

life, than spend the money later, in a hospital 

bed, hooked up to tubes, and paying drug 

companies to keep me alive. 
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The Happy Veggie 

I’ve had an epiphany:  I love veggies.  That 

hasn’t always been the case, though.  It makes 

sense why I’ve found them tasteless and 

boring.  After all, the veggies I’ve eaten came 

from a grocery store which bought them off a 

truck which travelled hundreds of miles, and 

that was after the veggies were picked 

prematurely to prepare for the long-haul.  No 

wonder they didn’t have any flavor. 

I’ve found an awesome source for fresh, 

flavorful food that doesn’t cost me a fortune in 

time or money.  It’s called Community 

Supported Agriculture (CSA).  We have a local 

non-profit in Missoula called Garden City 

Harvest.  They’ve planted gardens all around 

the city.  With volunteer help, they harvest 

these gardens, and I get to benefit.  That’s 

because I’ve purchased a CSA – more 

commonly known as a garden share. 

http://www.gardencityharvest.org/
http://www.gardencityharvest.org/
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Each Monday afternoon, I swing by a local 

garden to chat with friendly, helpful, tanned 

folks who’ve picked and washed veggies for 

me that morning.  I open my bag as they drop 

in handfuls of sweet peas, bouquets of bright 

carrots, plumes of crisp lettuce, and all sorts of 

unusual things I could never find in the grocery 

store.  My favorites so far are the beets that are 

yellow, orange, and hot pink.  They were 

delicious!  Each week, I walk away with about 

ten pounds of locally-grown produce that 

supports the health of me and my 

community.  Now that’s feel-good food! 

This was the first year I’ve been able to afford a 

share (I used a portion of our tax return.)  I had 

to pay $300 up-front, before the ground had 

even defrosted.  Farming, however, is one of 

those endeavors that requires a lot of up-front 

capital to work:  money to fix equipment, buy 

seeds, and update irrigation.  My local garden 

uses my $300 share to get started, then I 

receive about twenty weeks of fresh veggies 

and flowers.  That’s about what I’d pay at the 

grocery store for a far less tasty take. 
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Those limp, grocery store veggies are imposters.  

It might look like a carrot, but that washed-up 

flavor and languishing texture is exactly what I 

hate.  No wonder it’s been hard to eat 

“healthy!”  The stuff offered pales in 

comparison to what my body really wants. 

To get nutrient-packed, flavor-popping real 

food, you might have to search a bit harder, 

but it’s worth it. 

I didn’t have to lay out a 

big investment – in time 

or money – to start my 

veggie adventure.  I just 

picked one vegetable 

I’d always admired: beets.  I liked the color, the 

idea that you can eat their green leaves as 

well as the root, 

and the 

memory of my 

mom canning 

crimson jewels 

of pickled 

goodness. 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=_dUmrPXIiHenxM&tbnid=kC-UNevb2yk16M:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://www.sunwarrior.com/news/sweet-beets-why-you-should-include-them-in-your-diet/&ei=0g-uUvenHMj4oASAxICYBA&bvm=bv.57967247,d.cGU&psig=AFQjCNFoksM6BSeTsKnRa9cXpQ21bkiBrg&ust=1387225407678958
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If you have a CSA program in your area, I 

encourage you to check it out.  It just might be 

the key that opens a whole new world of food 

to you. 
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Interview with a Nutrition Specialist 

 

Are you tired of mucking through 

all of the health advice out 

there?  Wouldn’t it be refreshing 

if we could trust our own instincts 

and still get healthy?  I sat down 

with Aaron Cordeiro, Health 

Education Specialist.  She also 

earned her degree in Health 

and Human Performance; 

Exercise Science and is an ACE 

certified personal trainer and instructor at The 

Women’s Club Health and Fitness Center, 

Missoula.  Aaron promotes a holistic view of 

health, combining exercise, nutrition, and 

emotional health.  Here’s what she had to 

say… 

3: Aaron Cordeiro 

http://www.thewomensclub.com/
http://www.thewomensclub.com/
http://www.thewomensclub.com/
http://100poundsin1year.wordpress.com/2012/12/07/nutrition-interview-with-a-health-education-specialist/aaronmihelish/
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What’s the most common question people ask 

you as a health specialist? 

A lot of people wonder about portion 

control.  How much is a vegetable serving, 

compared to a meat serving?  I think that’s our 

#1 problem in America, but it’s not as simple as 

laying down rules.  Everybody is different, so 

what works for one person may not work for 

another.  We each need to discover our own 

boundaries, even when it comes to that extra 

helping of mashed potatoes on our plate. 

Do you have any tips for starting that 

discovery? 

You bet.  Eat whole foods.  Shop the outer 

edges of the grocery store.  If you can’t afford 

fresh food, reach for frozen (healthier than 

canned).  Read labels – that’s a big 

one.  Labels can be deceiving with the current 

FDA guidelines.  For example, if a product has 

less than half a gram of fat, it’s allowed to list 

zero fat on the label.  That seems fine, except 

when you examine the serving size.  It might be 

a miniscule, unrealistic serving amount – just to 
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get that fat content below a half 

gram.  This is how spray oil – which is 100% 

fat – can list “zero fat” on its label.  So 

pay attention to serving sizes when 

looking at labels. 

One of the things I often say is, “It’s more 

than calorie math or calories in/calories 

out.”  What’s your opinion on that? 

Absolutely.  As we change, our calorie 

requirements change.  In my twenties, 

playing competitive sports, I could eat a 

whole pizza and not gain a pound.  In my 

thirties, I was diagnosed with 

Hypothyroidism.  I had to take 

medication.  Recently, I’ve adjusted my 

eating habits again and was able to get 

off the meds.  Because our hormones 

change every ten years or so, we should 

expect to adapt along with them.  That’s 

where trusting our bodies comes in.  Our 

bodies are very good at telling us what 

they need.  When we pay attention, we 

can often adapt without issue. 
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Wow!  You were able to get off Thyroid 

meds.  That’s awesome! 

Yeah.  When I make up my mind to do 

something, I frickin’ do it. 

How much do you think thoughts and emotions 

play a part in our eating habits? 

They’re a huge part.  And they can become a 

vicious cycle.  We can start out depressed, 

then self-medicate with sugary, fatty food, 

which increases our cravings, which makes us 

eat more.  Then we crash.  Now we’re 

depressed again.  To break this cycle, we can 

simply start to move again.  Start small.  Don’t 

expect big changes overnight.  Gradual 

adaptation is how we get better.  

 

 

 

 

4: from www.sportsscientists.com 

http://www.google.com/imgres?hl=en&biw=853&bih=391&tbm=isch&tbnid=OGfXxkOm3z9yOM:&imgrefurl=http://www.sportsscientists.com/2007/05/training-programmes-the-key-principle-of-overload/&docid=vSKcxyXEbkdrZM&imgurl=http://i0.wp.com/www.sportsscientists.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/02/Selye-adaptation-principle.jpg&w=930&h=605&ei=bcyuUqybEIH4oATWx4KwAw&zoom=1&ved=1t:3588,r:7,s:0,i:103&iact=rc&page=2&tbnh=181&tbnw=278&start=3&ndsp=6&tx=30.329986572265625&ty=19
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How do you view “dieting” vs. “eating 

healthy?” 

“Diet” is a marketing word.  Portion control, 

eating whole foods, noticing how food makes 

us feel -- this is “eating healthy.”  When we eat 

healthy, our whole self is involved:  our 

thoughts, feelings, and our bodies. 

What’s your favorite food right now? 

Kale.  Definitely kale.  I throw it in salad and 

blend it into my shakes every morning.  I also 

like to sauté it with onions and mushrooms.  My 

kale pesto salad is to die for!  Learning how to 

eat healthfully is all about experimentation.  Be 

creative.  Pare up foods that you think would 

taste good together.  Sometimes you’ll hate it; 

sometimes you’ll love it, but you can always 

tweak it. 

Also, notice how you feel after eating 

particular foods.  How does your stomach 

feel?  What about your clarity?  Are you fuzzy 

or energized?  Are you tired or 

refreshed?  Keep in mind that all of this can 
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change as we age, too.  That’s why you hear 

about people developing a food allergy in 

their forties.  The enzymes in our gut – which 

break down what we eat – they change as we 

age.  It’s natural for our food to change, too. 

Do you have any favorite internet sources for 

more information? 

Yes.  I like mayoclinic.com.  newtaste.com is 

also a great site for learning about Superfoods. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter  

Enjoy more Vision Boards at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

http://www.mayoclinic.com/
http://www.newtaste.com/
http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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The Holy Trinity 

"Shelby, let's get together!" the e-mail said.  It 

was a blast from the past, one of my co-

workers from my university job which I had left 

six years ago.   I would have loved to see her 

again, but then she made an offer I couldn't 

refuse... 

"We can meet at a brewery and enjoy one of 

those microbrews you're always talking about 

on your blog!" 

"Sounds great!" I replied, thinking, OK, 

apparently, me and my brews are getting a 

reputation here.  Hmmmm.  Time to rethink my 

drink? 

That e-mail was nudge number three.  Nudge 

number one and two came just days 

before.  Comments from two, separate women 
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added up to a familiar pattern in my life which 

I've dubbed, The Holy Trinity. 

The Holy Trinity is how God/The Universe/Elvis 

(as Kris Carr likes to say) points me to my next 

step.  I've learned to pay attention to this 

pattern because it almost always steers me in 

worthwhile directions, ones even I didn't know I 

wanted to go.  Here's how The Holy Trinity 

works:  In a short amount of time, I receive 

eerily similar feedback from random people, all 

focusing on the same subject.  This time, it was 

wheat. 

For example, my cousin in California shared her 

Naturopath's insight about how Thyroid issues 

and wheat intolerance combine to create 

obesity in women.   A customer at work 

volunteered her story about going wheat-

free.  Then, my coworker e-mailed about my 

special relationship with wheat-laden 

beer.  The Holy Trinity speaks again. 

You know me, my "anti-diet" mantra is, Eat 

whatever I want, whenever I want.  To shy 

away from wheat and make it a "bad" food, 

http://kriscarr.com/
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that just flies in the face of my mantra.  So, 

when The Holy Trinity nudged me to look at 

wheat, I struggled how to back off of it and still 

not make wheat my enemy.  How can I do 

both?  I wasn't sure, but I experimented 

anyway.  The loaf of bread on the counter 

went into the freezer (ciao for now toast).  I 

substituted red wine for beer (see ya later 

kegerator). 

Two weeks into my less-wheat adventure, I had 

intriguing results.  Taking a break from wheat 

allowed me to realize how it had been 

affecting my body.  For example, I usually 

indulged in a croissant from my favorite bakery 

each weekend.  One Saturday, however, just 

moments after the last, buttery bite melted in 

my mouth, I descended into a brain fog.  I 

wanted to escape from the world and go take 

a nap.  This happened several more times; 

once after eating some wheat chips; another 

after enjoying a slice of pizza.  Hmmm. 

Observation #1:  wheat makes me fuzzy and 

tired. 
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Then, I got on the scale for my weekly 

weigh-in.  I hadn’t lost much weight in 

the previous two months.  I expected to 

weigh the same when I stepped on the 

scale.  Quelle suprise!  I lost two pounds, 

Observation #2:  wheat makes my body 

retain weight. 

Ahhh, but what about the ultimate 

test?  As hubby and I ramped-down from 

a yard sale shopping spree, an OPEN sign 

glowed in the window of one of our 

favorite breweries.  "I'll buy you a beer," I 

offered He took the bait.  With my fingers 

wrapped around a cool pint glass, I 

relaxed into an overstuffed couch in the 

corner of the tasting room, opened my 

throat wide, and guzzled malted barley 

bliss. 

Observation #3:  wheat, when it's nestled 

in buttery flakes of croissant, or 

transformed by hops and molasses, can 

never be my enemy. 
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5: from bellalimento.com 

I may have found a way to have my wheat 

and eat it, too.  I’ll always be responsible for my 

food choices, but I can enjoy the freedom of 

food while choosing my freedoms wisely.  I can 

let go of making any one type of food "bad" 

and understand the consequences of my 

actions, then work within those 

consequences.  In this regard, my mantra is 

changing a bit.  I’m moving from blanket 

permission to making choices with 

understanding. 

Well…I'll concede; I can also drink less beer. 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 

This is NOT The 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=4v9s1dQqcVkqWM&tbnid=cT7gF3lRSrWjzM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://brewcrafts.in/concept-cb.htm&ei=ftKuUrfGMJLZoAT9wICADw&bvm=bv.57967247,d.cGU&psig=AFQjCNFgPlNxAuNHSMBHn4ceKhknniG0fQ&ust=1387275246534029
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Am I a Food Vampire? 

 

I’ve pulled into the McDonald’s drive-thru, 

again.  Doesn’t matter how long I’ve been on 

this journey – or how many pounds I’ve lost – I 

will come here.  Like Mr. Smith in The Matrix 

drones, “It is inevitable.”  Sooner or later, I will 

crane my neck out my car window, talk too 

loud at a weatherized screen, negotiate with 

the tinny voice scratching through tiny dots in 

the metal speaker panel, and order up the 

fattiest, saltiest hit my money can buy.  I will 

suck down the Diet Coke.  I will snarf the fries.  I 

will scratch for the last fraggler (urban slang for 

that last fry at the bottom of the bag).  After 

I’ve quieted my craving, I’ll sit plump in my 

seat.  I am a food vampire, abandoned to my 

food swings, way too stuffed, and still not 

satisfied.  In that moment, I feel disconnected 

from my body, cut at the gut like a woman 

sawed in half at a magic show. 
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I’m familiar with the lowball surrender that 

cravings tend to create.  When cravings spike, 

with their smells, flavors, and images looping in 

my head, they trigger an almost reptilian 

desire.  I rethink The Fix over and over, while 

answering e-mails, between meetings, sitting in 

traffic, and washing dishes.  Cravings rarely go 

away.  Instead, they squat in my thoughts and 

poke at my taste buds. 

There are many schools of thought on how to 

handle cravings.  Most focus on food as the 

enemy.  They seem designed to fight the 

feeling of harassment by cravings.  These 

tactics aim at avoiding cravings at all costs by 

outsmarting the hunger.  In truth, I suck at Ninja-

style warfare on 

food.  Worse yet, when 

I’ve tried that, and I still 

end up at 

McDonald’s, then I sink 

into tired apathy, like 

an aged hippie with 

worn down dreds. 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=lqZSE0wrDyqGtM&tbnid=YwMHBGUfW1tbQM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://www.bellalimento.com/2010/10/05/are-you-a-food-ninja/&ei=O9iuUs2WLsL3oATmvoHQDA&bvm=bv.57967247,d.cGU&psig=AFQjCNGLrHNhxK6stHVj8LznO6SLgA5P1w&ust=1387276669568088
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Here’s a new thought:  

What if cravings don’t go away because 
they’re not supposed to? 

Perhaps there’s more to cravings than I 

think.  There’s only one way to find out:  stop 

resisting and start snarfing.  Yes, you read that 

right.  I just advocated overeating.  Why?  The 

first step in discovering what’s inside my craving 

is to stop resisting it.  If I embrace my hanker 

and eat through my cravings, through my mind 

talk, then I might get past it.  I could begin to 

listen for what my body is trying to tell 

me.  Cravings could be a portal to a parallel 

universe where I possess greater understanding 

of my body and myself. 
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I researched 

some legit 

reasons for food 

urges.   

 

Now I had a 

mini-checklist of 

triggers.  When 

my next craving 

hit, I would 

reach for that 

food right away, skipping all the arguments of 

“to eat or not to eat.”  Then, I would check-in 

with what could have sparked the 

obsession.  After several go-rounds with my 

theory, here’s the pattern of questioning I have 

distilled… 

1. Was this craving emotional or biological? 

When talking about cravings, it's first important 

to differentiate between biological food 

cravings and emotional food cravings.  I’ve 

had those moments, post-craving, when I’ve 

just eaten everything in the house and am still 
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not satisfied.  That confused, unknown spot is 

what registered dietitian Debra Waterhouse 

demystifies In her book, Why Women Need 

Chocolate.  She explains, "The major difference 

is that biological cravings are based on your 

body's needs, and emotional cravings are 

based on your heart's needs."  I used her 

guidelines for the following check-ins: 

 Is my stomach mawing or brain going 

flatline? 

o Yes=biological 

o No=emotional 

 Is it a craving or an emotion that's 

intensifying? 

o Cravings=biological 

o Emotion=emotional 

 Can any non-food satisfy my craving? 

o Yes=emotional 

o Maybe, not sure=could be 

biological.  Go to question #2. 

2. Could I be deficient in anything? 

I first examine my sleep.  Did I sleep well last 

night? 

http://www.waterhousepublications.com/food.htm
http://www.waterhousepublications.com/food.htm
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 Yes:  A nap is my primary craving.  In fact, 

digesting a two-cheeseburger meal with 

large fries and a Diet Coke is a sure way to 

make me nod off.  Hmmm.  Maybe my 

body knows that and is trying to get me to 

take a snooze. 

 No:  Could I need a different 

nutrient?  According to Journal, the five 

top food cravings are chocolate, salt, 

refined carbs, caffeine, and fat.  Could 

these nutrient imposters be pointing me 

towards a deeper need? 

o Yes:  Most likely, I've left off eating 

something good for me.  For 

example, after one craving, I realized 

I hadn't taken my Omega-3's like 

usual.  Maybe my body actually 

wants those Omegas.  Allie LeFevere, 

a Holistic Nutrition Practitioner, offers 

a helpful list linking specific cravings 

with possible nutrient deficiencies  

o Maybe, but not sure:  Try on question 

#3 

3. Am I in the Middle of a Cycle? 

http://allielefevere.com/
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Is the moon waxing or waning?  If you’re like 

my husband, then the new moon may have 

you rummaging for calories in the middle of the 

night when you cannot sleep.  For me, 

seasonal changes trigger cravings, particularly 

when the barometer drops, temperature 

fluctuates, or sunlight patterns change. 

 Yes:  As January in Montana sinks us into 

our darkest, deep-freeze days, I crave 

chocolate just as dark.  I’ve decided to 

honor that craving.  Thank you bod, for 

trying to coax me through winter. 

 No seasonal 

flux?  Could 

there be a 

larger cycle at 

play?  For 

example, I just 

turned 40.  Is 

peri-

menopause 

driving my 

cravings? 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=LSOsbTNBWCDrLM&tbnid=ZCZmbGAY60OIEM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://www.yearbooklife.com/yearbook-software/pictavo/pictavo-help-center/use-chat-and-sticky-notes-to-stay-connected-with-your-team/sticky-note/&ei=h9yuUrWnIJLzoATV4YHIDQ&bvm=bv.57967247,d.cGU&psig=AFQjCNFShUhYP7lvU5ExSPj2vEtfSAoP7Q&ust=1387277775862243
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With this pattern of questioning, I’ve learned 

how cravings can be a blessing in disguise.   

When I embrace food urges as a way to 

monitor my body’s deeper needs, then I view 

this whole process as nourishing, rather than 

punishing.  After all, everything in nature 

reaches for what nourishes it.  I can’t help but 

reach for what nourishes me. 

 

 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 

Enjoy more Vision Boards at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

http://100poundsin1year.files.wordpress.com/2013/04/amiafoodvampire100poundsin1year.jpg
http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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What You Want 

and Why That Matters 

Do you have a trigger?  No, the better question 

is, “What is your trigger?”  I can’t imagine 

anyone NOT having some sore spot that opens 

wide when the perfect storm of circumstance 

fires an arrow fast through all those layers of 

self-protection and hits a hard-core bulls-eye, 

as if the armor didn’t even exist.  Has that ever 

happened to you?  It has to me.  In fact, it’s 

happening right now. 

I’m writing this post at Bernice’s coffee shop, 

seven hours after my trigger hit.  I still feel a 

residual burning in my stomach.  I’ve tried all 

my go-to work-arounds:  talking it out, deep 

breathing, asking for hugs, fresh-squeezed 

juice, looking at the big picture, exercising 

into exhaustion.  Yet, I have a cup of coffee 

and a cream cheese Danish next to my 
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computer.  Hold on a sec… just took another 

gooey bite.  Damn, that tastes good. 

This is my world of emotional eating.  This time, 

I’ve not quite descended into the gorging 

nightmare that used to be my stress response, 

as I have collected some back pocket 

understanding along this journey  For example, 

I know I’m a “sensual” comfort personality 

type; meaning, when I stress out, physical 

comforts like food, touch, or soaking in a hot 

tub can chaperone me back to sanity.  

Knowing this, my danish doesn’t have near as 

much guilt sprinkled on top. 

Hours before, however, I got a big bite of 

stress.  I knew pulling out the get-er-done stick 

wouldn’t work because that’s what caused my 

panic in the first place.  There was too much to 

get done already. 

Too many people wanting too much time. 

No time to work out.   
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No time to write. 

No time to do the things I know to do. 

My brain went flat line, overheated by 

the push and pull between responsibility 

and desire.  My body kicked into fight or 

flight, and I couldn’t do either.  I spent 

the day stewing in a toxic brew of 

cortisol, which – I also know – is the ideal 

way to stay fat (Learn more at my post, 

Chronic Stress and Weight Gain.) 

This I know for sure:  it all started with 

wanting, with desire.  If I want to outgrow 

my emotional eating -- learn, heal, or do 

anything worth doing -- all I need to do is 

begin to desire.  I’m not talking about 

craving a danish.  I’m talkin’ Big D Desire, 

that secret box, the one we all keep 

buried in our heart’s closet, collecting 

dust like unused sports equipment.  Desire 

laden with regret as hard and cold as a 

bowling ball.  For years, I moth-balled my 

desires.  Then I decided to lose 100 

http://100poundsin1year.wordpress.com/2012/06/07/chronic-stress-and-weight-gain/
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pounds in one year.  That was a big deal for 

me.  Surrendering to this desire was scary, 

vulnerable, and very, very brave.  Desiring is a 

courageous thing to do.  To understand why, 

all I need is to notice how much I distract 

myself from deep desire.  On most days, it’s 

much easier to ignore Desire and stay too busy 

with everyday life.  That’s why Desire is enough 

to get the healing process started. 

 

Most of my life, however, I’ve chosen to stay 

busy by trying to fix myself.  In order to have 

something to fix, I used my Story.  Just like 

everyone has a trigger, everyone has a 

Story.  It’s the play of thoughts and emotions 

we act out, sometimes knowing what we’re 
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doing, sometimes not.  In our Story, we are -- at 

once -- the lead, the audience, and the 

critic.  The stage is our life.  The circumstances 

may change, like the summer rotation of 

Shakespeare in the Park players, but the script 

reads the same.  This morning, my Story had me 

as its captured audience.  It would have had 

you hustling to the popcorn machine during 

intermission.  Hmmmm, I wonder, Would you 

have ordered extra butter? (I would.) 

As I was getting ready for the day, familiar 

thoughts appeared like titles for each act. 

Act 1: There’s too much to do. 

Act 2:  I can’t do it all. 

Act 3: I am not enough. 

I can slather a balm of sooth-sayings atop 

those cutting thoughts.  There’s lots of 

understanding responses to every Story.  The 

problem is, a Story must stick to the Story.  

Caring words are often the same script, just 

rewritten to bring the play back ‘round to 
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plot.  It’s like having an OCD script writer.  For 

example, if I believe I’m not enough, then I’ll 

edit the kindest thought and boomerang it 

around in my head until it establishes that, 

once again, I am not enough.  I’ll prove my 

point, even to my own detriment. 

How does this relate to pounds on the 

scale?  Consider, if I believe I am not enough, 

but I use food to comfort my sense of lack, 

then I’ve got two options when it comes to 

eating: 

1. Eat until I’m stuffed, creating a physical 

sensation of more than enough 

2. Keep weight on, building an actual barrier 

of body fat between me and the world, 

thereby making up for the weakness of my 

lack 

There’s only one way I know to short-circuit my 

Story.  Compassion.  Self-understanding is a 

form of forgiveness which can disarm the 

toughest triggers.  Ironically, it’s also one of the 

last tools I think of when it comes to weight 

loss.  Jean Fain, a psychotherapist at Harvard 



52 
 

Medical School instructor, talks about the 

importance of compassion in her book, “The 

Self-Compassion Diet.”  She explains, “Most 

plans revolve around self-discipline, deprivation 

and neglect.   Self-compassion is the missing 

ingredient in every diet and weight-loss 

plan,”  OK, Jean, I’m going to experiment with 

compassion right now, in this coffee shop, with 

this post.  Here goes… 

First, compassion 

begins by asking me 

to resist the 

temptation to label 

my Story as a 

villain.  “Why not choose gratitude?” it 

suggests.  I can thank my Story for serving a 

needed purpose.  O.K.  I’ll try it out… 

I want to be enough.  I can see how my Story 

of “I am not enough” holds the promise that 

someday I will be enough.  Thank you, Story, for 

keeping that desire alive. 

O.K.  I can work with that.  Next, compassion 

dares me to believe that I already have my 

http://jeanfain.com/selfcompassiondiet.html
http://jeanfain.com/selfcompassiondiet.html
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deepest desire.  This is hard to see.  No, 

actually, it blows chunks.  Here’s what I want to 

say to that lovely nugget of wisdom… 

Don’t tell me I am enough when, obviously, I’m 
not.  You can’t tell me what to do.  Everyone is 
telling me what to do! 

Hmmm, compassion isn’t putting up a fight.  It’s 

just there, quiet, letting me rant.  I’m staying 

angry.  I’m imagining a backstory of tiny 

offenses to support my anger.  I’ll do this until 

I’m ready to not do it anymore. 

Intermission 

http://youtu.be/26pQNKEOXjo
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After all that, compassion still won’t condemn 

me for my tantrum.  This level of unconditional 

acceptance is maddening, but calming at the 

same time.  I feel safe enough to look 

deeper.  At these depths, stuff just seems to 

leak out unguarded, like it almost wants to be 

seen.  If I’m honest with myself… 

I want to be not enough because it’s what I’m 

used to. 

If it wasn’t this stress today, I would find 

something else tomorrow. 

I think I am addicted to my 

Story. 

Compassion is nodding, not 

with condemnation but with caring.  I 

hear, in a soft, motherly voice, “That’s not all 

you are.” 

I want to lean in.  If compassion had a 

shoulder, I would rest on it.  Finally, the acid in 

my veins is disintegrating.  I can take a deep 

breath.  This time, each expanding inhale 
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reminds me that compassion is right; there is 

more to me than this.  I am looking around.  I 

remember my day.  I see a new reality… 

I did have time to workout today. 

I’m taking time to write, right here, right now. 

While I’m being honest…you should know that I 

just deleted two paragraphs that I had spent 

15 minutes writing.  At this point, I’m tempted to 

lift my struggle up into a hopeful, insightful 

bundle of lessons learned and bridges 

crossed.  If I could send this post to you via snail 

mail, I would wrap it in a pretty bow.  That’s 

what I was doing with those paragraphs.  Then, 

I thought…does it always have to end on a 

schmaltzy up note?  Sometimes, sure; this time, 

though, I would be cheating you and me both 

out of a truer truth. 

No matter how stressed I feel, how enlightened 

I might sound, or how messy the space 

between those two extremes becomes, one 

thing remains: 
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I am. 

I am not enough, or I am enough.  But I always 

am.  I am stressed, or I am at peace.  Still, I 

am.  What if I am is the point of it all?  What if I 

don’t just set the standard in my life, but I am 

the standard?  If that could be true, then there 

is no such thing as falling short or not being 

enough.  Neither is there such a thing as 

wanting too much.  I am is the benchmark.  I 

am is flexible, too.  It measures exactly enough 

while still holding limitless potential.  I don’t 

know how both can be true at the same time, 

but they are.  When I start arguing with that 

paradox, or try to manipulate it, that’s when I 

get into trouble.  Yet, Compassion sees me as 

whole, even as I birth another sub-species of 

angst in the diverse ecosystem called “me.” 

Where do I want to end this?  No bows in sight, 

so I’ll just say that I am.  There is no right 

me.  There is no wrong me.  Sure, I can gain 

more traction with some choices more than 

others, but always, I am.   
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That’s why desire matters so much.  It’s a 

straight shot into I am.  What I really desire, 

what I truly want, if for I am to taste sweeter 

than any cream cheese danish. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter  

Enjoy more Vision Boards at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

http://100poundsin1year.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/havewhatyoudesire100poundsin1year.jpg
http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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When Food Talks Back 

It’s the end of week 22, and I’m confident that 

the scale will be down another two pounds 

when I weigh myself tomorrow.  I’m writing at 

my laptop; sitting at Bernice’s Bakery and 

enjoying a pastry filled with cream cheese and 

blueberries.  The pastry feels soft and silky in my 

mouth; like biting into a satin pillow.  Why am I 

so confident, even as I take another swig of 

robust coffee with 100% cream? 

I think it’s because I’ve found a secret.  I’ve 

discovered a key to losing weight that goes 

beyond pounds and inches.  I’ve found a way 

to change my mind, as well as my dress 

size.  It’s this turn of the tumblers inside, more 

than food or exercise regiments, which has 

delivered the most results. 

I admit that most of my habits aren’t really 

about food or exercise.  They’re about what’s 
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going on inside my head.  Before I started my 

100 pounds journey, I snarfed McDonald's 

because I was bored.  I gorged on doughnuts 

because I wanted a reward for pushing so 

hard.  I crashed on the couch because I was 

exhausted from the low-level barrage of 

negative, judgmental thoughts boiling in my 

brain.  My mind was my biggest barrier to 

improved health. 

I’ve heard this sentiment echoed among 

professionals, too.  When I asked Certified 

Personal Trainer, Lani Bolenbaugh, “What do 

you think are the biggest challenges facing 

people who want to lose weight?” she 

immediately answered, “Their minds.” 

Unfortunately, most weight loss plans place the 

mind a distant third behind food or 

exercise.  Diets like “The Zone,” “Atkins,” and 

the recently-popular “HCG” target food as 

Enemy #1.  Workouts like “Insanity” and “P90X” 

promote extreme exercise.  While I see benefits 

to these programs, I notice that they rarely 

address the mind. 



60 
 

I decided to bring my “mind revolution” to life 

with a visual concept.  It looks like this: 

 

As you can see, I’ve turned the typical weight 

loss approach upside-down.  Mind becomes 

60% of the whole; exercise 30%; and food a 

small 10%.  How can this work?  Because my 

daily routine stems from thought patterns in my 

heads, that’s the only sensible place to 

start.  To see my patterns clearly, I have to work 

backwards, like this: 

http://100poundsin1year.files.wordpress.com/2012/05/trianglehierarchy.jpg
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6: from dreamstime.com 

When I was tired, 

the fries said: 
If I had to rev up for 

an evening event, 

the soda said: 

7: from colorbox.com 

My body is shaped by habits. 

My habits grow from my experiences. 

My experiences are created by thoughts. 

For example, last Thanksgiving, I weighed 44 

pounds more than I do today.  I constantly felt 

heavy, like I was moving through invisible 

sludge.  I ate McDonald’s drive-thru three to 

four times each week.  When I ate fast food, I 

experienced relief.  The food became a 
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comfort.  In fact, it subconsciously spoke to me.  

It’s no surprise that these thoughts led me to 

pack on the pounds. 

To make a difference in my life, I needed to 

start with those thoughts.  But, not in an 

attacking, “my mind is my enemy” kind of 

way.  Instead, I started with a positive 

thought.  The first thought is often the most 

important – and the hardest to authentically 

believe.  In her book, “Secrets of a Former Fat 

Girl,” Lisa Delaney puts it perfectly.  She 

explains that, to lose weight, we need to let go 

of judgment, rules, or programs, and foster the 

belief that we can lose weight.  I’m a person 

who can be healthier is a powerful starting 

belief. 

How we get there, and however long it takes, is 

nobody’s business.  For example, before I 

began my journey, I spent six months doing 

some pre-weight loss heavy lifting with my 

beliefs.  I practiced “stopping.”  Any free time I 

had, I spent in bed, being still.  I didn’t always 

sleep.  I’d be too awake with worries like… 

http://www.formerfatgirl.com/
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I should be doing laundry or the dishes. 

I’m being too lazy. 

How will the bills get paid? 

You know what, no one had to wear dirty 

underwear.  I didn’t regress to larvae stage.  

The bills got paid.  PLUS, I learned a massive 

lesson.  One afternoon in bed, I lay awake.  By 

now, I had gotten rather bored of all the 

“shoulds” in my head, and I’d gotten passed 

any guilt.  I began to truly rest inside.  In that 

moment, I felt a light shining, starting from 

within and expanding to fill the entire 

bedroom.  I say “felt a light” because I couldn’t 

see it, but the warmth and clarity enveloping 

me absolutely lit me up.  I imagined angels 

dancing over me in some invisible place, 

celebrating my existence.  And I knew – I knew 

that I knew that I knew – I was of great value, 

even as I lay in bed, doing nothing.  I was of so 
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much value that not even I could take it away.  

It was the kind of knowing which comes from 

such eternal truth that I immediately believed it 

of everyone.  You, me, we are all of infinite 

value, just by being alive. 

That sounds foo-foo, but this idea had a real-

world impact on my life.  Now that I had an 

awareness of my permanent value, I had 

something to compare all my worries to.  I 

realized how much time I wasted arguing with 

thoughts that aren’t even true.  Once I saw 

these thoughts as time-suckers that didn’t even 

help me, it became easy to see beyond them.  

That meant it became easier to channel that 

worry into action.  I got lots more done.  

Instead of fretting over chores, I just did them.  

When I wanted to rest, I napped.  Then, I’d 

wake up refreshed and ready to do some 

more.  I paid the bills quicker, instead of letting 

them stew in a to-do soup.  Everything got 

easier.  Life got easier.  Eating healthier 

became easier.  To get off the weight loss 

rollercoaster, I had to spend some time in my 
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head.  Even so, I can drum up a worry about 

that: 

If I spend so much effort on my mind, then 
I’ll become obsessed.  I won't be moving.  I 
won't be dieting.  How will I get results? 

This seems logical, but reality doesn’t work like 

that.  When I was heavier, I was already 

obsessed.  I thought about my size, or 

compared my body to another woman’s 

shape, at least once an hour.  Little things 

would constantly remind me of my girth:  the 

butt-squishing seats in the movie theater, the 

chafing of tight waistbands, and the rubbing of 

my inner-thighs when I walked.  I obsessed 

about my size all the time. 

Today, I spend a minimum of energy focusing 

on my weight, partly because I’m doing 

something about it and partly because my 

value is no longer attached to my size.  All this 

freedom, and I haven’t even lost the whole 100 

pounds yet!   
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Action dispels fear.  Movement creates 

momentum, even when all of the action 

is on the inside, under the covers.  In fact 

– especially on the inside, because the 

same thinking that caused me so much 

worry can be retrained to work double-

time in my favor.  After a few months of 

seeing beyond my worries, that habit-

forming pattern which caused me to gain 

weight began to work in reverse.  I 

considered the possibility that I could get 

healthy again. 

Not too long after, I felt like moving, just 

10 minutes in the pool.  I started reading 

about health.  I joined a support group to 

help me continue examining my 

thoughts.  Soon, I began having fresh 

experiences.  I felt lighter while doing 

water aerobics in the pool, I didn’t feel so 

alone in my struggle, and I cultivated a 

deep acceptance of who I already 

was.  It didn’t take long for others to 

notice a change.  Coworkers noticed my 

energy boost.  I made friends with the 
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gals at my favorite smoothie counter.  The 

more I moved, the more momentum I created, 

the cleaner I ate, and the easier every day 

became.  Eventually, I realized what my heart 

had known all along:  I am a person who likes 

to be healthy. 

Today, I rarely visit McDonald's.  I’m aware of 

my triggers, like stress and lack of sleep, and I 

anticipate ways to work around them.  I feel 

like I can affect my life again.  I’m more myself 

than I’ve been in a long time. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Skip to the Reflection Worksheet 

for this chapter 

Enjoy more Vision Boards at 100 Pounds on Pinterest 

http://www.pinterest.com/100Pounds/lose-100-pounds-in-1-year/
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Eat to Thrive 

Along my “100 Pounds” journey, when people 

have asked me about my diet, the 

conversation usually goes something like this… 

“So, what are you eating?” 

“Oh, I eat whatever I want.” 

Eyebrows scrunch and lips wrinkle up, like 

Sherlock Holmes might look after rubbing a 

pencil over a scrap of paper, only to reveal 

that the invisible bird scratch was someone 

trying to get their pen to work again. 

“Yeah, but what are you eating to lose 

weight?”  (Emphasis on the lose weight part.) 

“Nothing in particular,” I respond as I shrug my 

shoulders.  “I just have one rule.”  I let a 

pregnant pause hang in the air, long enough 
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to almost deliver the babe.  They lean in.  I look 

right into their eyes and say, “Eat to thrive.” 

That’s the moment when I see myself in their 

face.  I recognize that yearning for a specific 

answer, some food to avoid or another to 

overdo.  I remember scrounging for any recipe 

for that secret sauce which would make all my 

food frustrations go away. 

My search has taken me down many roads.  In 

high school, I chose the starvation route, eating 

only apples and a handful of meat for 

lunch.  Six years 

later, after 

struggling to 

lose my 

pregnancy 

weight, I 

sampled 

Atkins.  After 

fourteen years 

of trying to lose 

that pregnancy 

weight, I 

dabbled in 
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HCG.  In all cases, I gained the weight back – 

plus a few more fat cells to lug around with me, 

just in case the world ends, and I must forage 

for my next meal. 

Dieting didn’t just make me heavier, however; I 

also nurtured a hefty portion of guilt  

It’s taken me almost forty years to learn how to 

make peace with food.  Take heart, 

though.  I’ve learned more in the last two years 

than all the rest combined.  Today, my eating 

has changed for the better.  I’ve tweaked my 

habits along the way, but one thing has stayed 

the same:  I eat to thrive.  Still, I think it’s helpful 

to chronicle the little changes, just to break 

down those two years into tiny victories along 

the way.  Here’s a summary of my path 

towards peaceful eating: 

 Hopeless after HCG:  There’s me, molded 

into the couch cushions and wondering how 

in the world I had gained all that weight 

back so quickly.  Just two months ago, my 

jeans were falling off.  Now, I couldn’t even 

button them.  Plus, the cravings, fogginess, 
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and fatigue were back.  Was there no hope 

for me?  Would food always be my enemy? 

 Hiding in bed for months:  There’s me, not so 

much giving up as giving in and letting go.  I 

have just enough energy to go to work, 

come home, and crash into bed.  Sleeping 

up to 15 hours a day, I snuggle into the 

sheets and hide under my comforter, in a 

hermit’s rehab.  I can’t do anything, but, 

more importantly, I don’t want to do 

anything.  I need hope to come to me this 

time.  No more campaigns of change 

 Reading “Women, Food, 

and God” by Geneen 

Roth:  There’s me, munching 

on my drive-thru usual of a 

two cheeseburger meal 

with fries and large Diet 

Coke.  In my hands, I hold 

an amazing book.  I take a 

mushy bite of burger and 

read these words: “We don’t want to eat hot 

fudge sundaes as much as we want our lives 

to be hot fudge sundaes.” Here's a woman 

who understands how I feel. 

http://www.geneenroth.com/
http://www.geneenroth.com/
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 Brainstorming daily happy pleasures:  There’s 

me, just waking up and squinting at the 

window’s light to guess what time it might 

be.  Before my feet hit the floor, I need some 

reason to go vertical.  I need to think of 

anything – even the littlest thing – to look 

forward to.  I begin my morning ritual of 

brainstorming something I can do that day 

to bring me happiness.  Day one turns to day 

five; day five becomes week one; week one 

expands to week two.  This is not too hard.  I 

can do this much.  As I continue, I realize 

how much I had lost confidence in being 

able to affect my world.  Maybe I could 

escape my misery after all. 

 Taking it back:  There’s me, hands gripped 

tight onto the hairdresser’s chair as she 

wraps me in her cloak and snaps it tight 

around my pudgy neck. 

“Cut it off,” I insist. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yep.” 
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I watch tendrils of tired, dry hair fall to the 

floor.  This is just one way to take some of me 

back, some of what was lost.  Fresh from my 

new look, I decide to change up my meds, 

at the risk of taking two steps back.  Instead, 

I get clearer.  I get ballsy.  I decide to lose 

100 pounds in 1 year. 

 Releasing all food rules:  There’s me, doing 

something very scary.  I decide to release 

myself from any and all food rules.  I feel like 

that overgrown adventurer, Gilligan, who 

rose up from a web of rope meant to keep 

him snared and everyone else safe.  I hear 

tethers snapping inside every time I repeat 

my new mantra:  “Eat anything, 

anytime.”  Each broken tether releases a 

new fear. 

I might go ballistic. 

I could gain fifty more pounds. 

I could start eating and never, ever stop. 
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These are risks I’m willing to take.  This is the 

one thing I’ve never tried, and it could be 

the one thing that just might work. 

 Craving lavish nourishment:  There’s me, 

tired of how sweet all the doughnuts taste, 

how bloated fried chicken makes me feel, 

and how bored I’ve become with food 

(Being free to eat has exposed the fact that I 

rarely eat anything outside of four or five 

favorites, even after giving my cravings free 

reign.)  I want more; more variety, more 

taste.  I decide to indulge in an organic fruit 

smoothie every morning.  The $4 treat seems 

too expensive, too elitist, but I love the idea 

that I’m worth it.  My morning smoothie soon 

becomes the first, authentic healthy habit 

I’ve started in 

years. 

 Rediscovering 

veggies:  There’s 

me, sauntering 

through 

someone’s back 

yard to pick up 

7: growtogether.org 
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my weekly haul of organic, fresh vegetables 

and flowers from a community garden.  I 

had always wanted to do this.  I always 

wished I would love vegetables, not 

because I should but because they‘re 

beautiful, taste extraordinary, and savoring 

them means living abundantly.  I love how 

alive the garden makes me feel and how 

happy the workers are to see me.  Color 

splashes everywhere, from the yellow 

sunflowers to the purple eggplant.  I always 

leave with my canvas bag overflowing. 

 Enjoying beer and camping:  There’s me, 

feet resting atop the rock ring of our camp 

fire, watching for the first star in the night sky, 

and popping open another can of beer.  It’s 

summer.  I drink too much.  I hike too much.  I 

do everything too much – just so I can 

squeeze every bit of life out of each 

day.  This is what it’s like to feel good in my 

skin. 

 Backing off wheat:  There’s me, laughing 

after one of my friends invites me for “one of 

those microbrews you’re always talking 

about on your blog.”  Apparently, I’m 
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getting a reputation.  In any case, I begin to 

notice signs all around me; signs pointing 

away from wheat.  I do some research.  I 

discover how wheat can worsen depression, 

slow metabolism, and maintain a death grip 

on body fat.  I decide to back off of the 

stuff.  Now, whenever I do eat wheat, I 

notice negative side effects 

immediately.  I’m a believer. 

 Trying to drink less beer:  There’s me, 

wavering on either side of the beer/wheat 

debate.  Most beer is brewed from barley or 

wheat, but there’s debate about whether 

the offending protein survives the 

fermentation process.  I try to drink less 

beer.  Summer’s over anyway, and I’m ready 

for a change.  This lasts for about two 

weeks.  I love my microbrews, and beer is so 

much more than a breakfast drink.  Ha-Ha 

 Backing off of animal products:  There’s me, 

stirring a fry pan of lentils, yellow pepper, 

garlic, and onion.  It looks gorgeous with all 

those colors mixed together.  The spicy, 

earthy aroma transports me to Kathmandu, 

which I've never seen, but if I went there, this 



77 
 

is how it would smell, I’m sure.  One dear 

reader recommends that I watch the film 

“Forks Over Knives,” and I will never view 

meat, cheese, or dairy the same.  A world of 

bounty opens up to me:  kale, beans, leeks, 

sweet potatoes.  I’m not trying to be a 

vegetarian.  I’m not trying to do anything 

except feel good.  After scanning the stacks 

of books on my shelf about whole foods, I 

realize that I’ve always wanted to eat like 

this.  Now, I’m ready.  Now, I’m following the 

wisdom of my gut, instead of looking for 

someone to tell me how to eat. 

 Making peace with Holiday goodies:  There’s 

me, opening up a package of Pamela’s 

Sugar Cookie baking mix (wheat-free, gluten 

free, and vegan).  An hour later, a crispy, 

buttery Christmas tree melts in my mouth.  I 

decide to keep this good food juju flowing 

by not damming-up my cookie-loving heart 

with holiday guilt.  I can’t wait to sample 

mom’s fudge.  I put “yogurt pretzels” on my 

shopping list.  Without my usual resistance, I 

tap into even more energy for some hard, 
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sweaty workouts.  I actually lose weight over 

the holidays. 

 Looking back:  There’s me, typing out this 

post and reviewing how each step in the last 

two years has led me here, happy and at 

peace with food.  I'm no longer using food; 

it's no longer using me.  By that, I mean I 

rarely eat to feel, and cravings no longer 

push me to binge.   I'm relieved that I didn’t 

have to mount a campaign to get here.  I 

didn’t have to subdue my body or stalk 

calories.  I didn't have to jump from step 3 

direct to step 12.  I couldn't have.  I had to 

peel back each layer along the way, 

making small changes only when I had the 

energy and inspiration to consider 

something new.  Some changes lasted a 

long time; others dominoed off one another 

within weeks.  Time wasn’t the issue.  As long 

as I kept eating to thrive, time was on my 

side. 
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Getting here was about so much more 

than what I ate.  It was – and always will 

be -- about why I eat.  Eating to thrive 

means doing the best I can with what I 

have at the time.  Sometimes, I only had 

a bed, a comforter, and another three 

hour nap, but that was enough.  I am 

here, now, where I can release control 

and create new space for discovery and 

contentment.  I'm beginning to trust my 

body.  I can rest in that.  Now, I'll wait for 

it to guide me to my next tweak. 
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BONUS Chapter: What Makes It All Click 

I predict, by this point, you’re either intensely 

frustrated or oddly encouraged.  Even after 

almost 80 pages, I haven’t given you any 

specific program, a list of foods to avoid, or a 

magic recipe.  That’s totally on purpose.   
 

I have a motto: 

 

That may sound strange since I charged 

money for this eGuide (Doesn’t every weight 

loss author hawk their tricks?)  However, that’s 

exactly why I shy away from programs and lists.  

They don’t last, so they don’t work.  The best 
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they can do is keep us busy following someone 

else’s program which worked for them.  But 

how do you know if it will work for you?  You 

don’t.  Better yet, you shouldn’t.  Because 

here’s another motto I practice: 

 

I believe you are the perfect author of your 

own relationship with food.  What I can do is 

share my story and give you one example of 

one way to ignite your adventure.  I fully 

expect your path to divert from mine.  I want 

this eGuide to give you permission to do just 

that. 

Still, I understand if you’re hesitant.  It’s a serious 

undertaking to accept our own responsibility 

for weight gain.  Do that without piling on more 

guilt or shame, and I’d like to give you a Nobel 

Peace Prize.  Acceptance was difficult for me.  

Since responsibility felt so heavy, I often 



82 
 

thought accepting it would be even harder.  

Naturally, I preferred quick and dirty diet tricks. 

Here’s the miracle, though:  the journey gets 

easier, not harder.  For me, the hardest part 

was starting.  Believing that I am not broken, 

that I already have what it takes inside, this is 

the tallest mountain.  From there, it’s simply 

learning to listen and trust again. 

Plus, in that space, the coolest thing happens!  

Something comes alongside – a force bigger 

than any one of us – and becomes your helper.  

Call it God, Goddess, The Universe, Inner 

Wisdom, or Elvis, it’s there.  It works, no matter 

what you call it. 

You can access this helper anytime you’re 

feeling stuck, lost, or just bored.  For me, it was 

like this force was waiting for me all along, 

patiently standing by until I was ready.  It didn’t 

activate until I decided to accept my role in 
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my health.  It filled the gap I was willing to 

make by becoming vulnerable and honest. 

Still, as I write this today, I continue to tweak my 

relationship with food.  I still receive help.  I am 

not doing this alone, yet I am the one making 

the choices. 

That’s why I believe the biggest gift I could give 

you is one example of how many, small 

choices have healed one woman’s eating life. 
 

What makes it all click?  You do. 
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More eGuides to Support 

Your Transformation 
How can I lose weight without 

overhauling my life?? 

How hard should I exercise? 

How long will it take me to lose the weight? 

Find answers to these questions, plus more, in 

other 100 Pounds eGuides.   
 

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
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Reflection Worksheets 

Frenemies 

1. How have your past diets turned out? 

2. What did you like about dieting? 

3. What did you hate about dieting? 

4. What are some of your negative food 

messages? 

5. Picture you, all healthy and peaceful with 

food.  Now describe yourself.   
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Reflection Worksheets 

 

Obese?  Why It’s Not Your Fault 

1. When you think of eating anything you want, 

whenever you want, what kinds of thoughts 

and feelings come up? 

2. Imagine eating one of your “cheater” foods.  

See it in your stomach.  How does it feel?  Is it 

touching all of your stretch and density 

receptors, or pooling at the bottom? 

3. Next time you eat processed food, notice 

how it affects your brain.  Is your thinking 

changed?  Does your energy change? 
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Reflection Worksheets 

 

The Happy Veggie 

1. Do you have any childhood memories of 

grandma or mom putting up a garden 

goody? 

2. What sticks in your head about this veggie?  

Flavor? Color? Texture?  How it looked in the 

jar? 

3. Think of one person who would understand 

your exploration of veggies.  Are you 

comfortable asking them to tag-team a 

search for a local source and some recipes? 

4. If not, take some time to consider why.  

Honor your feelings.  Write down your worries.  

No rush.  If you gloss over your concerns, 

they’ll pop up somewhere else.  
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Reflection Worksheets 

 

Interview with a Nutrition Specialist 

1. Grab something packaged out of your 

cupboard.  Check out the label.  What 

exactly is their serving size?  7 chips? 10 

pieces? ¼ cup?  Does this amount surprise 

you? 

2. How did you eat in your teens?  Your 

twenties? Thirties?  Look at each decade 

and pick out how your body changed, too. 

3. How have you viewed the word “diet?”
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Reflection Worksheets 

The Holy Trinity 

1. Has The Holy Trinity appeared in your life 

lately?  If not, be on the lookout for it.  If it’s 

already nudged you, what is it saying? 

2. You don’t have to be religious to benefit 

from this principle; it just happens.  You can 

give it a different name if you like.  What 

works for you? 
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Reflection Worksheets 

 

Am I a Food Vampire? 

1. What do you usually crave? 

2. Remembering your last craving, use the 

checklist in this chapter.  As best as you can 

guess, was it psychological, biological, or 

emotional? 

3. If it was emotional, what does your gut tell 

you about that need? 

4. Everything in nature reaches for what 

nourishes it.  How are your cravings 

nourishing you? 

5. Are there any hidden costs to that 

nourishment?  
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Reflection Worksheets 

 

What You Want And Why That Matters 

1. What deep desires have gotten dusty inside 

the closet of your heart? 

2. Do you have a familiar Story which plays 

over and over when you’re stressed?  What 

would you title your three act play of your 

Story? 

3. Todd Heath, Editor of Bomb Snow Magazine, 

once wrote, “If you want to know where 

your heart lies, look where your mind 

wanders.”  In the next week, pay attention 

to all the places you go in your head. 

4. Feel like conducting your own Compassion 

Experiment?  Try this: 

http://bombsnow.com/
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a) When stressed, notice your thoughts, 

write them down 

b) These thoughts are your Story 

c) Compassion finds a way to honor your 

Story or see how it helps you. 

d) Spend time with your mind wandering – 

where does it go?  Does it reveal your 

deepest desire? 

e) How does your Story relate to your 

desire?  Are they polar opposites?  Does 

one inhibit the other? 

f) Compassion believes that you already 

have want you want.  Describe three 

instances when you experienced your 

desire (even in the tiniest way). 

g) What does you Story think about you 

really getting what you want? 

h) How does that reaction make you view 

your Story? 



93 
 

Reflection Worksheets 

 

When Food Talks Back 

1. What kind of habits do you have which 

could be more about your mind than food 

or exercise? 

2. Does food speak to you? If so, what does it 

say? 

3. “I am a person who can be healthier.”  What 

is your reaction to that idea? 

4. You may not be able to lay in bed all day, 

but how could you stop and get still during 

your day?  


