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Preface 

 This book took me years to piece together. It took twelve 
years from start to finish… to identify my food issues, record my 
feelings as I healed, return to school to become a dietitian and finish 
polishing it up. It is obvious that I mostly recorded the painful parts 
of my life. I wanted to let my readers know, especially my friends 
and family, that my life has not all been pain. I have been as high as 
I have been low. I have many fond memories of growing up… 
dancing in the kitchen with my Mom to Motown classics as she 
ironed clothes, watching action movies with my Dad, playing the 
player piano in the basement at my grandparents’ house, hanging 
out with my Pop and learning how to use his tools, spending a lot of 
time at both grandparents’ houses, hanging out with our cousins, 
walking downtown with my uncles, hiking with my aunt and siblings 
to collect water samples and inspect them under her microscope, 
reading library books under the beautiful maple tree in her yard, 
craft projects, Friday nights trolling around the mall or going to 
sports events with my girls, weekly taco night at my buddy’s house, 
listening to friends play music on the porch, cross-country practices 
and races, parties, hanging out with my Gram on her front porch, 
chatting it up with my aunt and uncles, and lots of sleepovers and 
giggling. I have many fond memories as an adult as well. My good 
memories could fill a book too, but that isn’t the focus of this one. 
This book describes how I got through the darkness until I came 
back to those bright times. Even in my darkest moments, there were 
bright spots… the time spent with friends and family that kept me 
fighting to figure this stuff out. I love you all and I thank you for 
those bright times.  
                         Julia Grocki (July 2017) 
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Introduction 
 

    Ever find yourself wandering around your kitchen aimlessly? 
You open your cabinets and search the shelves. Then you go to 
your fridge, open it and stare. It has happened to most of us. You 
might have done it right before you sat down with this book. 
Personally, I’ve done more squats in front of the fridge than I have 
in the gym. I was looking for “something” and I knew it had to be in 
there somewhere. We know we are hungry, but often what we are 
hungry for is not food.  

I wasn’t in tune with what I needed or wanted for most of my 
life. Even if I did know, I didn’t let myself want whatever it was for 
fear of not getting it. All I knew for certain was that I didn’t like me. I 
kept turning to food for comfort or company, and it always let me 
down in the end. I’d eat, feel good about it briefly, but then hate 
myself a little bit more every single time. Over and over I did this, for 
years and years. I buried myself under shame, guilt and pounds of 
fat.  

I didn’t realize I had a problem with food. I considered my 
thoughts normal for someone who “should be” losing weight. In fact, 
this book didn’t start as a book about my relationship with food. It 
started as a recording of my journey as I learned about how 
Polycystic Ovary Syndrome (PCOS) affected my life, and how I 
dealt with it. Surprisingly, my writing for an entire year revolved 
around my disgust with my inability to control myself around food. It 
had little to do with PCOS! 

This book became about my life as I fought emotional and 
mindless eating. I lost a massive amount of weight over the years, 
but more importantly I learned how to be kinder to myself and 
soothe myself without food. It shows how I’ve maintained my weight 
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despite being tested with many difficult life circumstances. In the 
past, I would have tried eating myself through most of my stress, 
pain, and sadness, gaining weight in proportion to how terrible I felt. 
As I went through the process of healing, I became empowered and 
realized I could help others overcome similar issues. It inspired me 
to return to school to become a dietitian and focus my studies on 
how to help others build a healthy relationship with food.  

The more I wrote, the more I realized that this book is about 
becoming a stronger, confident, decisive, more productive, healthier 
version of myself. Hopefully, this work will inspire you to do the 
same. It will help you start distinguishing between your body’s 
signals that it needs fuel as opposed to other reasons you eat. 
You’ll learn about yourself and what you need, and eventually 
discover that you need food less often than you think.  

What I’ve written about is not just theory or research I’ve 
done; I’ve applied it all and I’m living proof that it works. I’ve been on 
this mission for a long time. I’ve wanted to let people know they 
have the power to change their lives. When the end goal seems 
impossible, most of the time our biggest obstacle is our 
disbelief.  
   I recently watched one of those TV shows where the 
contestants have a lot of weight to lose, usually a hundred or more 
pounds. The winner is the one who can lose the most weight. They 
show people with personal trainers putting in long hours at the gym, 
doing extreme amounts of cardio and weight training. Often these 
people have time off from work and are in a “camp”-like setting 
where all they focus on is weight loss. They have people show them 
what to eat and often have meals prepared for them. They change 
many behaviors in their lives drastically. And yes, by the show’s 
end, which for us could be an hour or two, but for them could be a 
year or so, they have lost an incredible amount of weight. 
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    I don’t want you to think that you require the same 
circumstances to achieve better health, including weight loss. You 
don’t need to exercise eight hours a day, have chefs prepare 
healthy meals, and take time off from work, while being removed 
from your daily stressors. All you need to do is change one thing at 
a time, practice it and make that new behavior stick. Then you can 
decide what you want to do next. I’ve made small changes over 
time and have succeeded in keeping off 130 pounds over the last 
twelve years. 
    I started my journey as a frustrated 25-year-old woman who 
weighed 350 pounds. I was depressed, with low self-esteem and no 
energy at all. Today I’m fit and confident. I have armed myself with 
an array of coping mechanisms to help me deal with life’s stressors 
instead of turning to food. I did this while working full time and 
wearing many other hats, like we all do. I lost weight in real life, not 
in a bubble. I continue to find new things I’d like to change. I work 
on those behaviors and I become stronger and healthier all the 
time. You can do this too! 
   I know you’ve heard that eating well is good for you. You 
understand your current lifestyle is probably making you sick. I also 
know you feel powerless. You feel like you cannot stop feeding your 
face. The more people tell you to stop, the more you want to do it. I 
know what it feels like to have your hand in the bag of chips and 
intellectually know you need to stop eating, that your health and 
future depends on it, but you know you won’t stop until the bag is 
empty. You don’t have to feel that helplessness, anger and 
worthlessness. You can take steps to start to build a healthy 
relationship with food today.  

You may feel that the advice in these pages sounds too 
good to be true. ‘Yeah, sure… I’ll stop dieting. That will fix it!’ Over 
time, it will! Trust me, I thought it was absurd too until I tried it. 
Nothing else has worked long-term for you, right? How many 
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different diets have you tried that have failed you? How many 
pounds have you lost and regained over the years? Why not 
address your relationship with food and see where it takes you, 
instead of trying yet another diet that’s bound to fail? 
 I started to realize I had a problem with food when I was 22 
years old, but it took me quite a while to find the resources to help 
me move forward. I felt completely lost and had no idea what to do 
about it. Here is a sample of one of my earliest journal entries. 
When I wrote this entry I was a senior in college, studying 
chemistry. I completely freaked out the night after I skipped my first 
chemistry lab. See if you can relate…   
 
Spring 2000 
 The minute I woke up today all I could think 
was that I didn’t want to go to lab. I couldn’t 
put that lab coat on… the one that doesn’t fit. 
No, it’s not that it doesn’t fit from last 
semester, it’s the one I bought to replace the one 
that doesn’t fit from last semester, and it 
doesn’t fit either. It’s the biggest size they’ve 
got, and it doesn’t fit! Every Tuesday that is the 
ONLY THING I think about. Today I let it win. I 
skipped lab. Never pulled that one before. What’s 
the sense of going if I don’t even think about 
what I’m doing while I’m there? Sometimes I worry 
I may hurt someone or myself.  
 I slept until noon. Then I ate almost a 
whole half gallon of ice cream. Then I ate half of 
a pizza. I will just eat whatever is in front of 
my face. It’s like a habit. I don’t feel like I 
can control it. Food is all I think about. Last 
night I tried to read Aristotle for Philosophy 
class. Every two or three lines or so I thought “I 
want some ice cream” or “I want some party mix”. I 
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WASN’T EVEN HUNGRY! I don’t know if I’m ever 
actually hungry. Why should I be?! I EAT ALL THE 
TIME!!! 
 It’s like if I eat and nobody knows or 
remembers the food was in the house… if I hide it, 
then it’s ok. One time I went to get coffee for my 
buddy and me and I scarfed down two donuts before 
I got back to the house, which is only two blocks 
away! I do it all the time. Then I try to convince 
others, and myself, that I didn’t eat all day. I 
think that is what I tell people so that we all 
believe it, so I won’t feel as bad for finishing 
my plate or getting dessert.  
 I’ve cried for the last two weeks. I feel so 
helpless. I cry as I write this. I don’t know what 
to do. I don’t know how this happened. I don’t 
know why my reflection doesn’t look like me 
anymore. HOW DID I LET MYSELF GAIN 80 POUNDS 
BACK?!! WHO IS THIS FAT GIRL AND WHAT DID SHE DO 
WITH JULIE?!!  
 If I can’t keep promises to myself, how can 
I keep them for anyone else? Why should anyone 
trust me? I lied to the chair of my department 
today. I’ve lied to all of my professors as to why 
I’ve missed classes. I didn’t think “I’m sitting 
home eating, crying and sleeping” would fly. I’ve 
lied to my family. I’ve lied to my friends. I’ve 
lied to myself. I don’t feel like I can stop 
eating on my own. I feel like I sound crazy. I 
don’t want my friends and family to find out.  

I thought that the days of painting a smile 
on my face were over. I thought that once I had 
lost weight in high school I would continue to be 
happy and never have to pretend again. My act is 
so good that a few classmates asked me what the 
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heck I’m so happy about all the time. I wonder if 
they’d believe how often I cry. Pretty impressive 
act I can put on, huh? 

I cry all the time. I cried in front of my 
mentor when my lab coat didn’t fit. I cried when 
we got on the plane last week and my butt barely 
fit in the seat and my thighs were spilling over 
into my friend’s seat. I cried when I could barely 
fit into the booth at the school cafeteria. I 
cried when I got caught in the desk at school. I 
cried when I had no clothes to wear for Christmas. 
I cried when the jacket I bought from UVA didn’t 
fit; it was the largest size.  

As I sit and write and cry I am still 
thinking about food. There is some pizza and ice 
cream left. My brain keeps responding “SURE!! Why 
don’t you go eat the whole thing you fat loser! 
What the heck is wrong with you!?!’  

I’ve been killing myself slowly with food. I 
know this. I can’t stop. I don’t know what to do. 
I can read Aristotle. I can figure out organic 
chemistry reaction mechanisms. But, I can’t figure 
out how to stop eating. I feel like this food 
problem is controlling my whole life. I can’t go 
on like this. Maybe someone else can figure this 
out for me. But who? I’ve got to try to get some 
help.  

 
When I got done writing this I got up and 

went to the fridge. I know I’m not hungry. I can’t 
be hungry. Why do I keep doing this?! 

 

What I was looking for is not in the fridge…. never was. 
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Shortly after writing that entry I began to read about eating 
disorders. I sounded like half of a bulimic. I did not purge and didn’t 
intend on starting. One time I knelt by the toilet after eating a whole 
quart of chicken and broccoli. I stayed down for a while 
contemplating it. I couldn’t go through with it. I hated vomiting. For a 
while I called myself a “non-puking bulimic”. I didn’t know what to do 
with that. I didn’t think it was a real diagnosis, so I ignored it and 
continued overeating and beating myself up. Why bother trying to 
figure out something that doesn’t even have a name? I decided I 
was weak and there was probably nothing I could do about that. I 
pushed it aside until I crossed paths with someone who told me 
about emotional eating three years later. Regardless of whether 
you’ve been diagnosed with an eating disorder or disordered eating 
patterns, if you see yourself or loved ones in that journal entry 
please keep reading.  

Throughout this book the terms food addiction, emotional 
eating, bingeing, compulsive eating and overeating will be used 
interchangeably. Regardless of what you call it, the healing process 
is the same. I didn’t develop the methods I used to heal my 
relationship with food. When introduced to the phrase “emotional 
eating”, I started reading everything I could find about disordered 
eating patterns. Many of the books give similar advice. With a lot of 
practice and determination, it actually worked! I came to learn that 
what I was practicing was considered “mindful eating”. That phrase 
did not appear until years after I started my own journey, but it is 
what I teach my clients now.  

I summarize the important steps I took to start building a 
healthy relationship with myself and with food. If you want additional 
information, I highly recommend reading books by authors listed in 
the back of this one. The concepts presented here are simple, but 
the practice is challenging until you fight long enough to rewire your 
thought processes. I describe the struggle as I fought through it, but 
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I am proof that it gets easier over time. That is why I share my 
journal with you.  

First, I will take you through the early part of my life when I 
started to use food to cope. As I mentioned earlier, I have an 
endocrine disorder called PCOS, which affects one out of ten 
women in the U.S. Odds are you know someone who deals with the 
symptoms, so I give you a brief overview of this disorder. Then I 
explain the concepts of food addiction, emotional and mindless 
eating. That’s how the book goes, back and forth between letting 
you inside my brain and showing you the steps I took to get to 
where I am today. If you are feeling adventurous, turn the page to 
start reading my story. Hold on… it’s been quite the ride! 
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Chapter 1  

The Tilt-A-Whirl Begins 
 

My life has been like a Tilt-A-Whirl. You know what a Tilt-A-
Whirl is, right? It’s that carnival ride that spins around in a circle. 
The individual part you sit in spins, and the whole time you spin the 
whole thing tilts back and forth. Nothing made sense. How did I get 
here? I could look up and see my surroundings briefly, but my life 
spun so fast that I couldn’t see how I fit in. At 20 years old I was 
happy, healthy, focused, goal-driven and ready to take on life. In 
what seemed like the blink of an eye five years passed; I was 
depressed, sickly, 350 pounds, exhausted, confused and not sure if 
I could get out of bed. I didn’t know how to move forward. My path 
was blurry. Every time I looked up to focus I saw something 
different. I felt like that for quite a while.  

I finally realized that if my life were like a Tilt-A-Whirl I could 
control the spinning. You influence the individual car of a Tilt-A-
Whirl by how you lean into it. If you lean with the spin, you can spin 
faster; if you lean away from the spin, you can spin slower. Every 
day I had choices to make that could slow down some of the 
spinning. However, I knew it would take a long time to get off my 
Tilt-A-Whirl completely since this spinning and tilting started at a 
young age.  

 
“Too Fat” Started Early in Life 

As early as kindergarten I knew I didn’t fit in. I was bigger 
than all the other kids. I couldn’t move as well as my classmates in 
gym. I don’t remember feeling bad about it until we had a square 
dance. I didn’t find any cute clothes in my size that looked as nice 
as the other girls. Five years old and already afraid none of the boys 
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would dance with me. It is sad, but that is one of my only memories 
from that year.  

I was nervous going to a new school in first grade. I wanted 
to fit in. My Mom curled my long hair one day. I felt so pretty. When 
I got to school one of the boys called me Miss Piggy. He said all I 
needed were the ears. I popped him one. That was one of the only 
times I got called to the principal’s office. I had to promise not to do 
it again. Well, next time I wasn’t gonna let myself get caught. Who 
would stick up for me if I didn’t?! 
 I started to wear a bra when I was in third grade. My friends 
thought that it was cool because I was “becoming a woman.” I 
thought it sucked because it meant that I was too fat. I remember 
going to the pediatrician with Mom and hearing him tell her I was 
too heavy for my age.  He gave her a list of foods I could eat to 
reduce my calories - cottage cheese, grapefruit, celery sticks and 
carrots. How did he expect a young girl to stick to a diet like that 
while watching all her friends eat cookies, pudding snacks, cheese 
crackers and brownies? I’m grateful she didn’t try to put me on that 
diet, but I do remember the many conversations my pediatrician had 
with her about my weight. At 8 years old I knew I didn’t like how I 
felt when I went to the doctors. Even worse, I was already 
uncomfortable in my skin.     
 
The Start of my Emotional Eating 

Many people have asked me if I remember when I started to 
eat emotionally. I avoided that question for a while since I didn’t feel 
l had the right to talk about it. Today (3.4.13) my best friend Nikol 
gave me permission to tell her story… our story. She said I didn’t 
have to protect her anymore. This wave of relief rushed over me. 
Intellectually, the 34-year-old me knew that I didn’t have to protect 
her anymore, but the scared little girl inside me still felt like she did. 
Nikol was the first person I felt I had to protect… to save. There 



The Tilt-A-Whirl Begins 

11 
 

have been others after her. I guess I am still trying to save people, 
which is why I’m writing this book for you. So, I will continue to type 
tonight through my tear-blurred eyes.  

In third grade I started using food to cope with life. Of 
course, I didn’t realize it at the time. That’s when my new friend 
Nikol let me know that her mom’s boyfriend had been hurting her. 
He had been touching her in ways she shouldn’t have been 
touched. Her mom didn’t believe her. If her own mom didn’t believe 
her, then why would my parents or any other adults? She made me 
promise not to tell anyone anyway. I didn’t want to tell because I 
didn’t want anyone to look at her differently. She felt ashamed. I felt 
ashamed for her. I wanted to protect her. I wanted my parents to 
protect her too. I wanted her to feel “normal” in my house… our 
house. She didn’t have a father in her life, so I wanted to give her 
mine. She needed love, so I wanted to give her mine. The way I 
knew how to show love was the way I was taught… by giving her 
food.  

I didn’t grow up in an especially demonstrative house. I 
knew I was loved, but nobody ever said it. We did give each other 
food though. Family gatherings were centered around food, like in 
most homes; looking back I see that we ate a lot. After school time 
at my grandparents’ house revolved around the snack. My aunt 
would come home from school, talk about her day and have her 
snacks. I remember a lot of bread and butter being consumed by 
all. After work Pop would bring home cookies and fig bars and pass 
them out. It felt like his “I love you”. When Mom came home from 
work to her parents’ house we’d eat dinner. Her parents showed 
their love by having dinner for ready for Mom, my sister, my brother 
and me when Dad was on the road. At night when we left Gram and 
Pop’s house we’d have a bedtime snack with Mom… cups of ice 
cream, cheese, pretzels, or salsa and chips. That was the time we 
spent alone with her, with food while watching TV. We never talked 
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as much as we should have… or at least as much as I wanted to or 
should have myself. And, like many families, when we did chat, we 
didn’t spend time talking about feelings or what to do about them.  

Dad sold bakery supplies for most of my childhood. He 
usually traveled from Monday through Friday. When Dad joined us 
again on Friday, we got to go out to eat as a family. I remember 
going out for fast food when a popular restaurant had the “salad 
bar” with fixings for tacos and a pasta bar. I didn’t eat much salad… 
I mostly remember the chocolate pudding. That outing meant family. 
It also meant a lot of overeating.  

After Friday night’s dinner, we’d do our grocery shopping. 
We’d get to pick out snacks for the weekend. Those treats were 
added to the goodies that Dad brought home. The bakers gave him 
delicious cookies, donuts, cakes, pies and breads. We would all 
hang out and eat together… including Nikol. She and I would often 
retreat up to my bedroom with a box of chocolate frosted cake 
donuts and a bottle of soda or milk. We were safe. My parents were 
home. She had her PapaMan (her nickname for Dad). We had our 
food. I knew she wasn’t getting hurt. A few more friends often joined 
in. I started building an extended family at a very young age. 

The thought of Nikol’s mother’s boyfriend’s face makes me 
sick. I’m nauseous right now as I type. He violated my friend. He 
took things from Nikol she could never get back. He made her feel 
like she didn’t matter. She didn’t feel seen. She didn’t feel like a 
priority. She didn’t feel protected. I wanted to protect her and I felt 
as if I failed over and over. I’m sorry for that beautiful little girl, who 
would look at me with her big, brown, watery eyes. She looked so 
lost and helpless. My overall feeling of failure started at such a 
young age. Unfortunately, it would become a theme in my life for 
many years. I was wired to feel like a failure. Wired to feel like I had 
to protect people. Wired to carry guilt. I didn’t know what to do with 
any of that, so I tried to “fix” it with food.  
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She and I discussed these issues many times. I told her that 
for years I carried around horrible guilt; I didn’t stop her from being 
molested AND I gave her an eating disorder. I felt like I screwed up 
her life. I felt like I dropped the ball. I should have known better. I 
should have told someone. I shouldn’t have let it continue. He hurt 
her for years. The 9, 10, 11, 12-year-old girl inside me sometimes 
asks, “Why didn’t you stop him?” I don’t think I have forgiven myself. 
I don’t think I truly understand that it wasn’t my fault. I can say the 
words, “it was his fault… he’s the one who hurt her”, but I hold onto 
the guilt. It is getting smaller, but it’s still there. I’ve always been 
hard on myself. I am working on that in therapy. (Now, in 2015 as I 
re-read this chapter I can happily say I’ve worked through it and let 
it go. Counseling is a wonderful thing!) 

Nikol and I would eat every chance we got. Her mom would 
leave chips (the green shiny bag of sour cream and onion… seeing 
that bag in the store still can stir something up inside me), hot dogs, 
Ramen noodles… lots of salty stuff in the apartment. She was rarely 
home. We’d hang out and eat everything. Ramen noodles are still 
one of my favorite comfort foods. In fact, I called a friend earlier and 
told him I had Ramen noodles for dinner and he asked me what 
was wrong. 

Whenever we needed a sweet fix we’d head down to my 
house. We were always stocked up. We’d also go “work” at her 
Mom’s place of business, doing odds and ends, like stuffing and 
licking envelopes for a few bucks. Then we’d take our earnings 
down to the corner store and stock up. Swedish fish, gummy 
worms, Tootsie Rolls, lollipops, fun dips, candy cigarettes, those 
awful-tasting colored dots attached to strips of paper in rows of four 
or five (What the heck was that about anyway? They were gross, 
tasted mostly like food coloring, yet I got them all the time!), bottle 
caps, those weird wax bottles with the sickening-sweet liquids in 
them…. the list goes on and on. We’d do anything they’d ask us to 
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do to work for the junk food. So much candy and junk consumed 
over the years. It never fixed the fact that she was getting hurt, but 
food was all we had, so we kept turning to it.  

Nikol was my best friend, my every day person. She went to 
her extended family’s houses in the Midwest every summer. Part of 
me was happy that she could get away from the molester. The 
selfish part of me wanted her with me. Who would let me know if I 
had done a good job if she wasn’t around? She was my helper and 
cheerleader. We didn’t get to talk much since that was the time of 
long distance phone charges and calling cards. I didn’t know how to 
deal with the sadness of her being gone, so I turned to food.  

I feel like we lived in this secret world that the adults 
didn’t know about… we flew under the radar as often as 
possible. She was getting hurt. I was feeling like a failure. We 
were trying to eat our way out of it.  
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Chapter 2  

Hard on Myself for So Long 
 

In grade school, I remember sitting at the lunch table and 
looking at everyone’s food, wondering if they thought I ate too 
much. I tried to appear less interested in food. For example, if I had 
chips I would put some on each side of me on the table and ask one 
of the boys to arm-wrestle. The loser would have their hand 
smashed into the chips. What a waste of chips! For the record, I 
won quite a few times. I used to like it. Guess my competitive nature 
started young!  

By fourth grade, I remember getting dressed up in leotards 
with my Mom and aunt to do Jane Fonda workouts. How many 
other girls out there have fond memories of childhood aerobics? 
Probably more than I think. I started fixating on my fat by fifth grade. 
I think I stood around five feet. I was the tallest in my class and in 
the 160-pound range. I shopped in the adult section and my mom 
shortened my pants, while my friends got to shop in the kid’s 
section. I envied my friends who could shop anywhere. Thank God 
for Lane Bryant. That was the only store whose clothes I knew I 
could fit into, and more importantly, get clothes that didn’t make me 
look like I was in my 70s.  

 
Random Thought 

Why is it that plus size departments are often filled with 
clothing with embroidered birdcages, butterflies, flowers and stuff? 
Is that so plus size women can blend in with the surrounding 
nature? I can imagine the talk in a plus-size designer’s studio, “Let’s 
stick an embroidered woodpecker on the leg since they look like 
tree trunks anyway!” Why don’t skinny clothes have embroidered 
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crap? Don’t thin women want to blend in with nature too? Is it so 
plus size women can’t possibly be mistaken for thin? Like if you 
were on the borderline of fat and skinny, people could tell you were 
fat if you turned around and had embroidered pictures of horses 
running through a meadow on your shirt?!  

In case the embroidered crap isn’t enough, the clothing 
manufacturers insist on putting the “W” at the end of a plus size tag. 
Is that so if you were feeling thin, fitting into your size 18s, and you 
went shopping, you would be reminded that you were overweight 
since you had to look for those 18Ws? The “W” in my mind stood for 
“What makes you think that you should be allowed to feel good 
since you are obviously overweight?!” Do larger men’s clothing 
sizes have a big “M” at the end of the size to signify men’s 
overweight status? Is there that cut-off size for men, like the jeans 
go from 38 to a 40M? If guys had the “M” on their size, they 
wouldn’t have to wonder if they could be considered thin, the 
answer would be no!  

And why does there have to be a “Women’s” section? 
Women are women, no matter what their size. If the majority of us 
are overweight or obese, that means that more than half of us shop 
in the “Women’s” section. Ironically, it means that all of us have the 
opportunity to feel less like a woman every time we go into a store. 
For example, you see pretty clothes that you’d love to try on, but 
then you get closer and realize your plus size butt is never going to 
fit into that size medium. Then you have to look up for the big sign 
that says “Women’s”, that says “Hey fat girl, you don’t belong with 
the normal size girls! Get over here, isolated from the thin women 
where you belong”. I remember feeling like that since middle school, 
and sometimes I still get ticked when I try looking in the women’s 
section for clothes. But I digress; let me get back to middle 
school….  
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Exercise Started Young Too    
 During middle school, my family got a Nordic Track. The 
infomercial convinced me that it was the absolute most fun, easy, 
and beneficial workout. I pumped up my Bobby Brown, MC Hammer 
and TLC in the basement for a couple years doing the Track. I 
would work out for at least a half hour, 4 to 5 times per week. I felt 
more fit than ever. I thought I was so cool. My pants got bigger on 
me so I must have lost some weight, but that is about all I 
remember. And stop laughing at my music choices! It was the early 
1990s after all. I still bust out those songs on occasion! 
  
High School 
 I gained a lot of weight freshman year in high school. The 
transition to the new school was rough. I didn’t like myself. I was 
uncomfortable with so many things… making new friends, 
interacting with boys, and trying to dress cute despite the lack of 
nice clothes in my size. I didn’t want to walk down the hallway at 
times because I felt the judgment. Now I know that how I felt about 
myself wasn’t too strange considering most teens aren’t comfortable 
in their own skin. It was also the year my Gramma, my Mom’s 
mother passed away. I’m sure we were all sad, although I don’t 
remember anyone verbalizing it. I imagine I turned to food for 
comfort, but I don’t remember specific incidents of bingeing that 
would have led to a lot of weight gain. I do remember that by 
sophomore year I reached 280 pounds. Of course, Gram passing 
happened before I was aware of my food issues. I didn’t know that 
my behavior around food could have given me insight into how I felt. 
I had many years of mindless eating…. most of the time I wasn’t 
paying attention to what, how or why I was eating.  

It was hard for me to make it up the stairs at school, 
especially if I had to go from 1st floor to 3rd floor. It would take me a 
long time to recover; my heart would pound and I could barely catch 
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my breath. I wouldn’t want to talk for the first 10 minutes of class to 
prevent anyone from knowing how winded I had gotten. At the end 
of class I worried about whether the desk would get stuck to my gut. 
I’d try to wait until everyone left the classroom, pretending to pack 
up my bag, so I could get up without an audience. Unfortunately, 
that left me with less time to make it to the next class, causing me to 
hurry and be out of breath again.  

Boys never looked at me unless they needed help with 
schoolwork, someone to pal around with or an easy target for their 
jokes. It made me feel very isolated since my girlfriends always 
seemed to have guys flirting with them. I wanted to be flirted with… 
to be noticed. I wanted to feel pretty, attractive, feminine. I thought I 
was cute when I looked in the mirror. Why didn’t any of the boys 
seem to notice? Was my weight turning off every single boy I met?  

I felt like nobody understood what I went through every day. 
I never tried to explain it to my friends, so now I know it was my fault 
I felt alone. As I look back, I see that I suffered from depression. I 
didn’t know about it back then. I didn’t think about telling anyone 
how I felt. I was sick a lot. In fact, I skipped school often that year, 
telling my parents I had diarrhea or vomiting. Most of the time it was 
true, but now I can see it was probably due to the extreme anxiety I 
felt from thinking about having to go to school.       

I weighed 283 pounds the beginning of sophomore year. 
Not sure why I remember that number, but it is burned into my 
brain. I don’t remember bingeing. Then again, I ate like my family 
ate, and many of them were overweight too. Alcoholism tends to run 
in families, so why not food addiction?  

One of my friends and I had a tradition that we hung out at 
her house the night before the start of the new school year. The 
night before sophomore year her little brother called me a Sumo 
wrestler and I chased him around the block. I don’t know what the 
heck I thought I would do if I caught him. It wasn’t like we physically 
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fought; we just used to pick on each other. He is five years younger 
than us and probably over 200 pounds lighter than me at that time. I 
would never have caught him. I don’t know what possessed me. I 
remember being completely enraged. I’m sure it wasn’t because of 
his one comment. It was probably due to the years of getting picked 
on, years of self-ridicule for not being able to change my 
appearance and years of trying to squash my feelings with food. As 
I chased him, I built up fierce momentum (which is directly related to 
mass, so go figure) running down the hill back toward the house. I 
fell and twisted my ankle so badly that my doctor said it would have 
been better to break it. I couldn’t get around on crutches and 
missed the first several weeks of class. I was completely 
embarrassed that I didn’t have the strength to carry myself around.   

I had a lot of time to think at home. It seemed like a tragedy 
at the time, but it was one of the best things that ever happened. It 
is odd that a great gift could come in such an ugly package. At that 
point in my life I had reached a distinct fork in the road. I could 
either keep eating myself to death or I could take control of my 
weight and my life. I started to get excited thinking that I could take 
control. I started believing I could do anything if I wanted it enough, 
and I DEFINITELY wanted to lose weight! This is when my mental 
pep talks began.  

 
 
 
End of Sample… Thank you for Reading! 
 
Visit www.notinthefridge.com for more information about the 
book, including signing events.  
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