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      In the beginning, I dreamed of being


      the devoted mother by dedicating this book


      to my children.


      They have suffered much with me.


      Then I thought, I will be the great


      romantic by dedicating it


      to my husband,


      whose remarkable patience and


      love have literally kept me alive at times.


      But finally, I decided to give up devotion


      and romance and dedicate the book


      to me!


      Me, whose very soul is entwined


      round every page.
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      The Fattest Day


      by


      

            

            Rosemary Green


      Okay, world, this is it. This is the day.


      Nothin’ or no one’s gonna get in my way.


      No more excuses; pullin’ out every stop!


      I’m ready to soar now, straight to the top.


      So trouble and worry, don’t even try it…


      ’Cuz nothin’s gonna make me get off of my diet!


      No rotten husband, no stinky kid punk,


      Not even my bedroom that’s crammed full of junk.


      No dirty diaper, no sticky spilled mess,


      Or a silly old notice from the IRS.


      Not a new outbreak of the chicken pox


      Or a husband needing a pair of clean socks.


      Not a filthy oven or a broken jar,


      Lipstick on the wall or a smashed-up car.


      Not a stained best dress or a burned-up dinner…


      I mean, nothing gonna keep me from gettin’ thinner!

      


      Like everyone else, I’ve had my full share


      Of life’s little problems—every worry and care.


      

         And when things are the pits, I respond like a dunce:

      


      “Oh, I must have a candy bar—at oncel”


      The kids are all screaming? Quick! Jump in the car


      And go calm yourself down with a U-No bar.


      Fight with your hubby? Well, I’ll tell you this truth:


      You’ll have no arguments with a Baby Ruth!


      You feel so deprived, can’t have that dessert?


      Oh, a few secret little M&M’s won’t hurt!


      If your fridge is dead or your washer won’t start…


      A Snickers or two will give you new heart.


      So your toilet’s run over. What do you say


      That you go cuddle up with a Milky Way?


      You feel so depressed and don’t want it to linger?


      Go have an affair with a Butterfinger!


      There’s just not one problem this world could evolve


      That a trusty ol’ Almond Joy couldn’t solve.


      Yes, those are the thoughts of fat in distress…


      Of a ruined life… of a blubbery mess!


      Those dirty rotten thoughts I will have no more,


      ’Cuz I want my body like it was before!


      I want to bend over without having to grunt,


      To take pictures… and not hold a baby in front!


      To walk up some stairs and not gasp for breath,


      To not lose ten years of my life… to death.


      I want to be gorgeous and sexy and glad.


      Not frumpy and fat and disgusting and mad.


      I want to wear clothes and hats that would make


      A handsome young man do a double take.


      I want to be able to run through my house


      And burn any stretch pants or maternity blouse.


      And if Hershey’s stock takes a terrible dive?


      I don’t care! ‘Cuz at last, I’m comin’ alive!


      Let those who sell Twinkies be mad at me.


      Who cares if they go broke? I’m gonna be free!


      So no matter the trouble, no matter the strife—


      This is the fattest day of the rest of my life!


   

      Prologue


      

         The title of this book says it well. I am fat. I am a housewife. This is my diary. Right from the first word in my first entry,

         I intended to publish this diary one day. But when I started writing, I thought “one day” would be in about a year… when I

         became skinny. “Skinny” and “thin” are my way of saying “just right.” I have no desire to become bony, but I would sure love

         to experience a flat tummy sometime in the twentieth century! After weighing more than 300 pounds, anything under 150 sounds

         “skinny” to me! Well, I’m not skinny yet, but I am at my lowest weight in ten years. And, fat or thin, I can wait no longer

         — it’s time the world learned the truth about the misery of obesity.

      


      You are about to begin a nine-year journey with me. You will discover what it is like to be fat… no, more than fat. As you

         read along with me, you will come close to experiencing morbid obesity. You will read about my significant triumphs and failures

         as a struggling dieter. Since I seldom wrote when I was feeling indifferent, many entries are volatile with emotion — either

         extreme despair or unearthly happiness. Sometimes I went for months without making an entry, so two consecutive entries may

         be a year apart and reflect crazily different moods.

      


      

         During the past twenty years as an obese person, I have talked with hundreds of other fat people. They have shared many private

         thoughts and feelings with me about their weight. Though my highs may be more dramatic and my lows more depressing, I am certain

         that every fat person has experienced at some time a portion of the feelings I express in this diary.

      


      My entries often deal only with food or seemingly ridiculous details of the number of pounds I’d lost or needed to lose by

         a specific date. If you are fat, you are already aware of how these thoughts dominate your thinking. (What a tragic waste

         of life!) If you’ve never had a weight problem, you’ll grow to understand how fat people are hypnotized by food, mesmerized

         by weight-related numbers.

      


      You also will begin to understand my philosophy regarding obesity. I believe obesity is a disease. Where food is concerned, something in my brain is not quite right. My upbringing encouraged and rewarded poor eating habits.

         It undoubtedly has had an impact on my continual craving for food. But I am convinced that these cravings are controllable,

         that my disease is manageable. I am ultimately responsible for the excess fat on my body. I blame nothing but myself.

      


      It would be easy and convenient to believe many of the “fat philosophies” of today. They sound like a soothing balm to the

         soul who has suffered for years with excess poundage. Even though these philosophies are nothing more than lame excuses for

         further gluttony, the rotund are desperate to believe them. I wonder how many pounds of chocolate have been consumed while

         the fatty repeats:

      






 


1. This is the way I was meant to be. I have a low metabolism.


2. There is nothing I can do about my weight because everyone knows diets don’t work.


3. My fat is my concern alone.


4. Big is beautiful.


 






      Well, here is one fatty who adamantly refuses to be sucked into such unhealthy and foolish philosophies, tempting though 

         they might be. I know such lines have been perpetrated and carefully massaged into our brains by the designers of fat clothing,

         the publishers of “big” magazines, and the promoters of other products that thrive on a fat population. I choose to rely on

         my own common sense, cultivated through twenty years of experience with morbid obesity, and respond to these statements with

         simple honesty:

      




 


1. People are not meant to eat until their bodies break out in ugly, hanging fat rolls. Hearts are not meant to suffer from the

strain of pumping blood through hundreds of extra pounds of yellow, globby lard. No matter what one’s metabolism is, a person will lose weight if he takes in fewer calories than he expends. Why is it that Americans have the highest rate of obesity? Because we eat too darn much! Think about it; there are no fat

people in lands beset by famine.




2. The only sensible diet that doesn’t work is the diet that isn’t worked. I must swallow the bitter pill (instead of the chocolate) and accept the fact that I must be on a diet of some kind

for the rest of my life.




3. Because your fat could cause you to die prematurely, leaving your spouse or children alone, your fat is their concern. Since your fat could cause you to suffer a stroke and become dependent on relatives for your care, your fat is their concern. If your fat keeps you out of swimming pools, off amusement park rides, or off the dance floor, leaving your family deprived

of your company, your fat is their concern. Since your fat causes higher health insurance premiums for the general population, your fat is everyone’s concern!


4. Big is beautiful? Over $33 billion were spent on weight-loss products and programs in 1990. I have yet to hear one advertisement

on how to increase the size of your fat rolls or multiply the number of your chins! Nope! Nobody spends money to get fatter.

Why? Because it’s ugly! (You can read more about the “Big Is Beautiful” myth in my diary.)




 


 

     

         Throughout my diary, I frequently mention my childhood family and the experiences we’ve shared. I am one of nine children.

         I was born in 1952, before the time when such terms as eating disorder food addiction, high cholesterol, and fat-free were part of our everyday language. My parents were overweight. They did not teach us healthy eating habits. They simply

         didn’t know any better.

      


      Ours was a poor family; my father lacked even a high-school education. We seldom had fresh fruit in the house, yet somehow

         we always had the money for candy, pastries, or ice cream. Our daily eating practices taught us to eat it now and eat it fast…

         or miss out on our full share.

      


      Our upbringing had an adverse effect on our self-control. Both my parents and all my siblings are or have been fat. In fact,

         most of us have been dangerously obese. Most of my siblings have been addicted to alcohol, tobacco, and/or drugs. It’s a good

         thing I have never touched any of those substances. I’d probably be the worst offender of all because at one time I was the

         fattest sibling of all.

      


      Yet, as a child, I adamantly told myself I would never get fat. I’d grown up surrounded by it and swore I would never put myself in that mold. Ha! I broke the mold! Be warned: If you are old enough to read this book, you are old enough to be concerned about your eating habits.

         Don’t fall into the depths of hell as I have. Protect yourself by establishing good eating habits now. Regardless of your

         age, reading my diary may help you avoid obesity later in life. It may even save your life, or that of a loved one.

      


      In these pages, you will come to know my parents, my siblings, my husband, my children, and some of my friends. Some names

         and identities have been changed to protect… the guilty! For convenience and readability, I frequently interchange the pronouns

         he and she, as well as him and her. (There are many fat people of both sexes.)

      


      I was married at the tender age of eighteen to Allen, who is twelve years older than I. Our marriage has had as many ups and

         downs as my weight, but true love has prevailed. We have 

         been blessed with six children. Each pregnancy, except the last, resulted in more hard-to-get-rid-of fat:

      


      Jeremy, born September 23, 1972 (68-pound gain)


      Jennifer, born September 23, 1975 (another 28-pound gain)


      Matthew, born September 7, 1977 (add 7 more pounds)


      Tiffany, born August 11, 1981 (an additional 30 pounds)


      Tyler, born August 10, 1986 (Yikes! another 34 pounds)

      


      Yup, folks, I rolled into that hospital to deliver my fifth baby weighing well over 300 pounds! (A cumulative weight gain

         of 167 pounds!)

      


      In the course of writing my diary, I have developed a weight-loss program that works for me. I call it my Winning At Thinning Action Plan.™ It’s no magic formula for weight control; none exists. It’s hard work to lose weight. It requires concentrated

         effort and sometimes superhuman willpower. But my Winning At Thinning Action Plan™ seems to be a booster locomotive constantly behind me, pushing me up the steep diet track with an ever encouraging

         “I-know-you-can, I-know-you-can.” It works! Whenever I use it, I lose it.

      


      When I became pregnant with my last child, I had already dropped over 120 pounds. My Action Plan helped me keep my weight

         under control even while pregnant. Steven was born April 1, 1993. My acceptable, thirty-pound weight gain with him is already

         a thing of the past!

      


      Reading and rereading my diary gives me the motivation to keep trying. It helps me remember — to almost relive — the acute

         agony of morbid obesity. I am determined never again to walk that hideous path. As I’ve reread my diary and edited it to prepare

         for publication, I have occasionally added notes to myself or to the reader updating or clarifying some points.

      


      Reading my diary also recalls the wonderful, invigorating days of being in control of everything I put into my mouth, of being

         in control of me. The struggle to gain mastery over self is what this diary is all about.

      


   

      Sunday, July 25, 1982


      

         Ahhhh! Is this it? Can it really be? Have I made the ultimate commitment by putting pen to paper? Am I admitting to myself

         that I am finally ready? Why, the noise of my pen etching out these little marks on paper is nearly deafening! The noise,

         the deep breathing, the inner turmoil, the struggle—gasp—can I, will I spell out the final commitment? I am going on a diet!


      Deep breath. There! I said it! Now you know. I am going on a diet, and you may come with me. If you are fat (not “plump” or

         “chubby”—I said fat!), maybe reading this will help you realize that you’re not alone. Other fat people are experiencing similar frustrations and

         misery.

      


      If you’re not fat; if you don’t own a pair of stretch pants or a maternity blouse; if your closet isn’t full of clothes that

         fit you ten, twenty, thirty pounds ago; if you can still touch your toes, or even look down and see your toes, then you’d better come along for the insight. Find out what bizarre craving drove that fat lady to order her second

         banana split, why that obese man brazenly devoured a whole bag of potato chips in front of everyone.

      


      Come with me—crawl inside for a while (I could easily hold two or three)—and see what it’s like. If you read with your 

         heart, I promise that you will never despise or condemn fat people again. You’ll develop an understanding and empathy for

         them. You’ll discover the devastating tragedy of obesity.

      


      There are a million and one reasons to diet, but the straw that broke this camel’s back came yesterday. I walked into Allen’s

         study. After our usual kissie-poo, I told him I craved his body. (Aren’t I lucky? Even after eleven years of marriage, he

         still turns me on.) He said, “Now, that’s a coincidence. Today I looked at some pictures I took of you in Tahiti ten years

         ago and lusted after your body!”

      


      “Did you really?”


      “Yes! You were gorgeous!”


      [image: art]


      January 1972, 142 pounds. Yes, I was gorgeous. I remember loving to show off my long, slender neck.


      

         Right then, something clicked in my brain… and broke in my heart. “You were gorgeous!” I heard it echo again and again in my head.

      


      He wasn’t being cruel. He hadn’t meant to hurt me. But in that instant, ten years of fat misery seemed to slap me in the face.

         I was devastated by what I had done, for the obese human I had become.

      


      I’ve decided to use this diary as a progress report, a place to vent my frustrations, disappointments, hurts, and hopefully

         my successes and joys. I love to write. Someday these pages will become a full-length book. I will call it Diary of a Fat Housewife. I can write it only one day at a time. That’s how a diet works—one day at a time.

      


   

      Tuesday, June 7, 1983


      Well, well, well—fancy meeting me again. Notice the date? Yes, folks… ten and a half months later. My intentions last July

         were so earnest! I proved my sincerity by writing down in black and white, “I am going on a diet!” That’s a major commitment.

         I should have written in my diary at the end of that first day. Writing in my diary will give me that added motivation to

         finally do something about dieting. So write I must! (Oh! My stomach growled, first time in months! I’m so proud.)

      


      I have written a motto for myself: “Today is the fattest day of the rest of my life.” Tomorrow will be better… because I will

         be thinner.

      


      I’m looking forward to getting up and weighing in. Hmmmm—wonder if I’ll ever have the courage to write down how much I weigh.

         Silly as it seems, it’s an unwritten rule that we certified fatties cannot, must not, divulge our weight. It’s as if we will

         somehow not be so fat if we don’t admit our exact, disgusting poundage. In the hundreds of conversations I’ve had 

         with other obese women, not once has anyone “told all.” Even though we acknowledge we are fat, we tippy-toe around the issue

         of exact weight. We joke about ourselves. We share “fat” experiences. But we never, never ask each other the dreaded question:

         “How much do you weigh?” And we never tell the obvious truth, the truth that is written all over our faces (and all over our

         bodies): “I weigh ‘x’ number of pounds.”

      


   

      Sunday, October 2, 1983


      I don’t think I’ve awakened one day of my fat life (I’ve had two lives—one thin and one fat!) without determining that this was the day. This day, I would positively start my diet. Firm conviction. That firm conviction would last only until I reached

         the kitchen, where some stray cookie, leftover cake, or scoop of ice cream would tempt me for a full three seconds… and then

         I would succumb. Then hate myself desperately for eating it, probably not enjoying one crumb. Oh, come on, is that behavior

         seriously possible? Tragically, it’s been ten years possible!

      


      On June 7, 1983, however, I demonstrated a serious intent to diet. I made a calendar on which I wrote my weight: 257 pounds.

         (There! It’s in print; I was a 257-pound lardo!) I also calculated the day I would be my ideal weight: 125 pounds. Yikes!

         I needed to lose 132 pounds. What a depressing thought! I had to lose more of me than I wanted to keep!

      


      Just prior to June 7, I lost five pounds, taking me from 262 pounds down to 257. Compared to 132 pounds, a measly 5-pound

         loss sounds almost too ridiculous to mention—if you’ve never been fat. But I call attention to it here because that five pounds

         can have a negative psychological impact on the extremely obese person. It’s a five-pound leeway to eat! You see, you can

         easily have a candy bar or bake a batch of cookies “for the family” (who are we kidding?) because you are down 

         five pounds. If you pick up a pound or two, you’ll still be down a pound or two from where you were. And no one will notice.

      


      Brother! Do you realize how pathetic that last sentence is? “No one will notice” is the all-important consideration. I mean,

         you can eat like a pig for days, be sick to your stomach constantly from eating too much garbage, be too big for your seat

         belt, be unable to tie your own shoes or play on the floor with your children, be out of breath after climbing one flight

         of stairs, be signing your own death warrant by abusing your poor little heart and clogging your skinny little arteries… but

         heaven forbid someone should “notice” you’ve gained two pounds!

      


      The day I made my calendar was important because it was my second step of commitment. The first step was starting a diary.

         Though I waited ten and a half months to make a second entry, it was the beginning. I am about to change my life, and keeping this diary is an important part of the plan.

      


      I need to put my plan of attack in writing… and then read it regularly.


      January 31, 1991. I firmly believe that the only way mortals can overcome serious sins or addictions is with the help of God,

            no matter what God is called or how God is visualized. Just as Alcoholics Anonymous acknowledges the need for help from a

            higher power, so must the foodaholic.


      These elements are necessary for my success:




 


1. Personal prayer


2. Scripture study


3. Diary entry


4. Weight-loss calendar


5. Exercise


6. List of foods to eat each day


7. Record of all food eaten


8. Time out to think thin


 


      

         I started dieting again on September 14. I was perfect for nine days, didn’t even lick my fingers. But September 23 marked

         the eleventh and eighth birthdays of my first two children. Cakes, candy, goodies galore! Just as tiny worms can creep in

         and destroy a whole beautiful apple, tiny little actions can creep in and destroy the most carefully conceived plan!

      


      The next afternoon, on Saturday the twenty-fourth, I was watching TV. I had just survived a slumber party with twenty-three

         eight-year-old girls and felt I deserved a break. Suddenly, out of the blue, I could see in my mind that leftover birthday

         cake sitting on the kitchen counter. Just sitting there. I lost it! I ran to the kitchen, tore off a piece of cake, grabbed

         a large spoonful of chocolate frosting, and sneaked back to my bedroom to enjoy it. Even though the cake was pathetically

         mediocre, I downed the whole piece.

      


      Now for the truly disgusting part. My appetite whetted, I rushed downstairs searching for a piece of candy—any candy—that

         the girls might have overlooked during their “treasure hunt” the night before. There were still four girls playing downstairs.

         I was humiliated. I hated myself. I wanted to die. Yet I proceeded to turn up couch cushions, look under chairs, move furniture.

         Of course, they asked what I was doing. So, I (gasp) lied. We fatties are professionals at lying. Do you think I could ever

         admit stealing from my little children’s Halloween candy or Easter baskets? I tell myself I’ll only “borrow” some, then buy

         replacement candy. But after replacing the replacement candy three or four times, I usually give up!

      


      Yup, I looked those girls straight in the eyes and lied, “I need to find my barrette. I had it on last night and must have

         lost it down here.” I was especially ashamed for lying to my own daughter. But I kept searching. Luckily, I didn’t find any

         candy. There had been twenty-three girls looking for the hidden-candy treasure; how could I expect to find one single piece?

         I went so far as to ransack the bags the girls had filled the night before. I was going to take (okay, steal) an Almond Joy

         from 

         anyone’s bag… but I couldn’t find one dumb little Almond Joy in the whole house.

      


      My chocolate fit died, drowned by my own disgust, and I made it through the day. Each day thereafter, I took a few forbidden

         bites. One night, I took my mom to the movies. She generously sent home a big bag of M&M’s for the children. I accepted it

         for them. For the children? Get real! The second Mom was out of eyesight, I ripped that package open. I ate half the bag on

         the short drive home and ended up sick that night. When will I ever learn? I guess it sounds stupid to say I felt some pride

         because I didn’t eat the whole bag. Yeah, it does sound stupid. I knew good and well that my mom would ask the children how

         they liked the treat she sent home to them, so I had to save some.

      


      This morning, I forced myself to write in my diary to keep me from straying further. There are many more phases of my diet

         plan to get started on. Each day, I’m going to take the time to follow my plan of attack. I have discovered that I must put

         my duties as mother and wife second—behind my responsibility to me. It’s imperative that I put me first, or else I will never

         be the wife and mother I am capable of being.

      


   

      Thursday, October 6, 1983
246 pounds


      Sunday, after I wrote that lengthy, motivating entry, I proceeded to cram my mouth full of garbage for the rest of the day.

         But wait, there’s hope. Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday I was perfect! Then—who knows why? —today I bonked out and ate like

         moths through wool.

      


      I want to analyze it. I need to analyze it. I must analyze it. I cannot continue to repeat that same ridiculous behavior. Here I am, dying to be thin. I think of it every waking

         hour. Yet 

         whenever I become upset, I eat. As if one more roll around my middle will alleviate some of my misery.

      


      I’m depressed for several reasons. I haven’t lost any weight for four days, yet I’ve been unusually good on my diet. I’ve

         been doing some minor remodeling on my kitchen, but it’s still a pit, and I can’t see an end to it. Although my children are

         terrific in most ways, right now they are being turkeys about keeping their bathrooms and bedrooms clean, and it’s driving

         me crazy.

      


      Of course, I set the perfect example of a spotless bedroom. Ha! I have to kick stuff out of the way to get to my bed! Which

         brings me back to the vicious cycle of obesity. I’m fat, my energy level is low, it’s physically hard to move around, to climb

         stairs, to bend over. So my house is messy; the children learn from my pathetic example and add to the disorder. I get more

         and more depressed staying home all day in a messy house. So… I… eat! Okay, analysis over.

      


      Tonight, I’m going to get my exerciser out of the closet, where it’s lived for four years. (That’s the stupid story of my

         life; my exerciser has been in my closet for four years. Think about that!) I’ll put it in my bedroom and enjoy TV while I exercise. That is step three of my diet plan: exercise, exercise, exercise.

         (Step one is diary, step two is weight-loss calendar with goals, step three is exercise.)

      


      Tonight I exercise. Tomorrow I eat only meat, eggs, vegetables, grapefruit, oranges, and apples. Tonight, too! I must start dieting from this moment; if I wait till tomorrow, I’ll be fat forever.

      


      That reminds me of a poem I once recited while lecturing to a group of women. The last lines read:


      I’m starting my diet, tomorrow, that’s right…


      So let’s have that last bite of pizza tonight!


      “And exactly what were you lecturing on, Rosemary?” Why, weight loss, of course. At the time, I had just lost 65 pounds, 

         weighed 150, and looked pretty fine. Today, at 246 pounds, I cringe with humiliation every time I see anyone who was present

         at one of my lectures. Needless to say, I haven’t been asked to speak on that particular topic for quite some time.

      


      Wow! Boy-oh-boy-oh-boy! I was through writing for the day, then I viewed a most distressing report about overweight children

         on 20/20! I am compelled to record my feelings about it. This program discussed the problems, depressions, hurts, aches, and general

         misery of fat children. It showed fat farms—summer camps for fat children—which cost around $3,000 to attend! Some children

         were back for the fifth year in a row! Brother, what a pathetic society! But what really shook me was an interview with two

         of the mothers. The camera showed only their faces, but guess what? It was obvious that both mothers were grossly overweight.

      


      Zap! Did I get the message: Fat moms produce fat children. Oh, no! No! I don’t want to do that to my beautiful, precious babies.

         If I start dieting immediately, only Jeremy will remember my being fat, and he will have a hard time without pictures. I’m

         going to do it—for me and for them. Oh please, please, dear God… help me to help them. I never want them to go through this

         hellish experience—never!


   

      Thursday, October 27, 1983
246 pounds


      Oh, brother! I cannot believe myself! I lost seventeen pounds, then bingo! I went berserk! Over three weeks of crazy eating.

         I had tons of goodies and megasandwiches (oh, how I love them!), with lots of mayonnaise on fresh, soft bread. You know the

         kind of sandwich I speak of: stacked high, loaded with meat, cheese, cream cheese, sour cream, and anything else to add to

         the yumminess—and calories! But, miracle of miracles, in spite of all that, and macaroni and cheese and noodles, and 

         let’s throw in a little ice cream, I did show a small amount of self-control. I didn’t gain any weight back.

      


      Can you believe I was able to consume all that and still maintain—not gain—weight? It is hard work; it requires nearly constant

         chewing to stay this fat!

      


   

      Thursday, November 3, 1983
238 pounds


      Monday was Halloween, a frightful day to resume dieting. I had eaten only an apple and a little beef jerky. Suddenly, shortly

         before going to bed, the old time bomb exploded! Within two minutes, I had stuffed into my mouth a piece of chocolate zucchini

         bread and three of my baby’s candy bars. Yup, I stole from my two-year-old’s Halloween candy. Unbelievable! At least I had

         enough sense to quickly leave the kitchen.

      


      The next day, I was great, except for a momentary, crazy three seconds when I stuffed another piece of chocolate zucchini

         bread into my mouth. I almost choked on it! Yet I already knew from eating a piece the night before that I didn’t like it!

         You figure it!

      


      Like a breath of fresh air, yesterday I was perfect. I’m going to do it! I feel superhigh. Even though yesterday was the pits

         emotionally, I didn’t eat one forbidden thing. I’m trying to make myself consciously think, “Why? Why should I let anger,

         hurt, or frustration drive me to eat?”

      


      Today I weighed in at 238! Wonderful! Yet disgusting because I still have 113 pounds to go. But at least I want to keep more of me than I want to lose. I’m ecstatic. If I could only put feeling into words, why this very paper would become a

         song or a flower and dance around like a spirited nymph or fairy.

      


      To think that next summer I can swim with my family, I can run races with my children, I can participate in sports, I can

         climb stairs, I can bend over. Why, I can even raise my husband’s 

         eyebrows again! Oh, the million and one things I’ll be able to do!

      


   

      Saturday, November 5, 1983
234 pounds


      Oh, I am on, on, on! Do you know what this means? I want to fly out of my body and zoom around the world. I’m on my way to

         skinny. I’m escaping the vicious cycle.

      


      Tonight, I was planning to go out to dinner with Allen, but Matthew, age six, performed surgery on himself. In reality, it

         was only a small cut on his finger. But from the looks of the bathroom where I found him, it appeared as if someone had cut

         his jugular vein! There was blood splattered on both sides of the room, from floor to ceiling. There was blood all over the

         floor and all over Matt, who was sitting on the bathroom counter. Blood covered the sink next to him. The diaper he used to

         clean up the blood was completely red!

      


      Matt had simply cut his finger while trying to slice off the stem of a carrot. Instead of applying pressure to stop the bleeding,

         he kept shaking his hand. In the process of cleaning up, we found tiny pieces of chewed-up carrot on the bathroom counter

         beside him.

      


      Allen: “Matt, what is this from?”


      Matt: “From the carrot.”


      Allen: “You were eating your carrot in here after you cut yourself?”


      Matt: “Well, I was bleeding with my right hand and eating with my left!”


      Ah, the gems that come from children.


      We didn’t go out to dinner because it took us over an hour to clean up that mess. It was past ten-thirty, and I was too tired!

         What? Me too tired to eat? I tell you, I’m going to do it; this time I’m going to succeed!

      


      

         The future is brighter as I see a thinner face staring back from the mirror. I want Allen to enjoy my feminine shape again!

         It’s been a long, fat time.

      


   

      Monday, November 7, 1983
232½ pounds


      I ate four tiny candy bars and a big piece of cake last night. Why? All I can say is that another one of those ridiculous

         time bombs exploded! As I was setting the kitchen table last night, I suddenly knew I was about to eat a piece of cake; I

         knew it! The instant that first, wretched thought of cake entered my mind I should have told Allen, “I hear the bomb ticking.

         Help me tonight. Stay with me. Keep me out of the kitchen!” But no. I didn’t protect myself from me.

      


      Get this: While the family was at the kitchen table waiting for me to put on the hot food, I actually put a piece of cake

         on a plate and sneaked it out of the kitchen into the dining room. When Allen asked, “Where are you going?” I answered casually,

         but with my heart racing, all the while embarrassed and ashamed, “Oh, I’m putting something away.” Ahhhh! He fell for it!

         I left the cake on the dining room table and walked back into the kitchen.

      


      I kept a sharp eye on the dog, who might decide to run into the dining room, jump up on a chair, and eat my carefully smuggled

         cake! In a few minutes, I sarcastically asked if it was okay if I left to use the bathroom. Allen smiled, and the children

         laughed, just as I had hoped they would. The sarcasm worked; they all fell for it.

      


      So I left the kitchen, grabbed my plate off the dining room table, locked myself in the bathroom, and ate that tasteless,

         dry, store-bought cake covered with greasy frosting. I didn’t enjoy one bite. It wasn’t a pretty picture: I was sitting on

         the only chair in the room, the toilet. I was stuffing my mouth 

         because I didn’t have much time. And I couldn’t help staring at myself as I took each bite because there was a huge, wall-to-wall

         mirror directly in front of me. Yet I ate the whole piece.

      


   

      Thursday, November 17, 1983
233 pounds


      Ten days later! I started each day with good intentions. I struggled to keep control of my ever-bending elbow. Then, as if

         some evil magician cast a wicked spell on me, the ol’ brain would snap again.

      


      One day, I was cooking treats for my daughter Jennifer’s baptism reception. I had determined not to touch one bite of those

         luscious desserts. But suddenly I found myself chomping down on a mouthful of sugary, high-fat calories. And when I take that

         first bite of anything sweet—look out! I started shoveling things into my mouth. I went berserk. Finally, I was smart enough and brave enough to leave the kitchen. I knew I didn’t

         have a chance in there.

      


      I became sick that night, feeling as if I were going to throw up. When I woke up the next morning, I was sure I had learned

         my lesson, so I wasn’t worried about overeating again. It wouldn’t be worth it to go through another night of total discomfort!

         Even though I had to cook some more yummies that day, I was sure I’d be in control. I controlled myself all right—all the

         way to the kitchen!

      


      I also ate too much Saturday, while serving the food at the reception. Sunday, I was afraid to weigh myself. So I pulled a

         typical, stupid, self-defeating “fat-person” trick: I ate a whole lot more. Monday, I felt positive I’d be good on my diet.

         I weighed in because I felt brave enough to face the music. My fears were a reality. I’d gained two pounds. Oh, gag, I weighed

         235 again. Then, despite my actual terror of climbing back up the hell scale, I overate again. As all fat 

         people know, “fatophobia” can almost keep you from breathing normally at this point.

      


      Sure enough, Tuesday was two more pounds—I had reached a petite 237! And now I was on a hot run, because Wednesday I was 238.

         Panic, terror, what will I do, where will I go? How can I grab on to that “magic ring” and get off this horrible ride? I can’t thinkof anything but food, yet I don’t want to eatanything. Oh please, God, help me make it through this one day.

      


      I do pretty well during the day; then it seems toward evening, something bites me and shakes its ugly head from side to side

         till I feel like diving into a bowl of whipped cream. I’m writing to calm myself. I can’t stand my body at this point. It

         has to get better.

      


   

      Wednesday, November 23, 1983
235 pounds


      Not only am I out of control in my eating, I am out of control with my temper. I scream at my children, at Allen, at anyone

         or anything that crosses my path. Total disgust for myself makes me impossible to live with. I blame anyone and anything,

         as long as it gives me an excuse to eat.

      


      Three weeks from today, I’m leaving on a weekend trip to Canada with a bunch of skinny, beautiful young women—the New Oregon

         Singers, a group to which I once belonged. Depression time! I must earnestly dedicate myself to dieting and exercise for three

         weeks… and pray for a miracle.

      


      I can do it. I can control me. Yet sometimes the craving for a chocolate candy bar is so strong, I can think of nothing else. It has to be something

         like the feeling experienced by the desert-stranded person who is craving a drink of water. It totally inundates me. Sometimes

         I audibly scream out, “NOOOO! I don’t want any sweets. I want to be thin!”

      


   

      Sunday, November 27, 1983
237 pounds


      

         The terror is overwhelming. The misery is acute. I’ve been popping anything and everything into my mouth. And I… can’t… seem…

         to stop! I must make it happen today. Somehow! This must be it. Why do I eat when I don’t like it and I dont want to?


      When I was a member of the New Oregon Singers, Allen was their drummer. I’m not much of a singer, but I did meet the most

         important requirement to stand front row, center: great legs! Last week, Allen was asked to accompany the group to Canada

         because their current drummer can’t make the trip. I was invited to travel with Allen, but, needless to say, I wasn’t invited

         to sing with them—my legs aren’t that great at the moment!

      


      So now I have seventeen short days to lose 100 pounds! All the females on that trip will be skinny. As the day comes closer,

         the pressure intensifies. The horror takes my breath away. I can’t possibly go looking like this. It’s sheer hell! If I miraculously

         lost 20 pounds, I’d still weigh in at 217. Yikes! That’s a baby whale.

      


      I keep imagining myself on the bus with all those skinny bodies. The contempt in their eyes, the disgust on their faces, their

         barbed words. So I’ve had four children. That’s no excuse! Some of those pencil-thin women have had babies, too. They can’t

         see any of my good qualities. They are hidden somewhere in these ripples of blubber.

      


      In six months, I could be a new person. I could run, swing, slide, swim, play tennis, ride a bike, do all those things I’m

         too fat for at present. It can be revolting to see a fat person participate in those activities, but fat does not destroy

         the desire to do them. I still want to have fun. Do you think fat cuts out all memories of those wonderful, “skinny” activities?

         Do you think fat dissolves the desire and need for physical exercise? No! 

         Sometimes I feel my body aching with the desire to move! To dance—I mean, really dance!

      


      Do you have even a sparkle of an idea of how much I long to exercise my body? I lie in bed, going over each glorious move,

         as I do curl-ups, leg lifts, jumping jacks —in my mind. I relive the invigorating sensation my body had when I exercised as

         a thin person. But it’s all in my imagination while I lie in my bed! Insanity? Yes—and part of the paralysis that occurs with

         fat people. Movement takes extraordinary effort; it’s easier just to sit and think about it, to remember doing it. And while

         you’re sitting there, habit sets in, making it doubly hard to ever break free of the “sofa slug syndrome.”

      


      My blood is starting to boil! I’m not going to be a fat-person fool. I’m going to spend the rest of my life, not throw it away! I’m going to get up, now, and have that glorious feeling of invigoration I used to have. I’m going to exercise! I’m going to do fifty jumps on my mini tramp.

         But first, I have to remove the ton of clutter that has been dumped on it. Yup, it’s just like me to have my exercise equipment

         covered with junk. Oh, what a fool I am!

      


      January 28, 1991. I never went on that dumb trip with the skinny dingers. I was too humiliated to go. Allen and I had several

            horrible fights shortly before the scheduled departure. I finally realized I was deliberately picking fights becaiue I was

            so paranoid about going. I was desperate; I had to do something. I determined to protect myself. I was thinking of Allen,

            too. I told him I couldn’t do it. I didn’t want to mortify both of us by going on that trip. When I made that decision, the

            preddure burst like a taut balloon, and I ate like there was no tomorrow.


      Allen went without me, taking six-year-old Matthew instead. Once again, the disease of obedity had struck. Fat rolls had done

            their dirty work. Once again, I had lost my freedom to chocolate bars, my self-made god.


   

      Friday, March 16, 1984
243 pounds


      

         Up to 243 again! I’m feeling desperate. I’m going crazy. I’m going to die. I can’t be seen in public. I’m a disgusting, despicable

         example of womanhood. I cannot go on living. I do not want to go on living, not like this. It’s not real living, anyway. I must either quit eating like a maniac or find a way to end

         it all. Suicide! There… I said it; I said the ugly word, at last. I admit it; I do think about it. Sometimes the only thing

         that keeps me from suicide is the thought of someone trying to lift me into a coffin. And what if I couldn’t fit? I do not

         write one word of this entry with a smile on my face. I am deadly serious. I have a critical decision to make. Is food more important to me than life itself? I don’t think it is, but I live

         as if it is. Oh, the aching, almost painful longing I have to be in control of me. I do not want to play this game anymore.

      


   

      Saturday, April 28, 1984
242 pounds


      Have experienced one and a half months of hell since my last entry. Can remember the desperation as I wrote. What is it that

         influences a person to start overeating again? I wonder if there is some sort of brain surgery possible to correct the “little

         impulses” that drive a person almost uncontrollably to eat.


      How can I do this to me? How can I totally deform my once delectable body—over Twinkies, cheesecake, ice cream, chocolate

         candy, and strawberry mousse? By what possible rationale? It’s beyond belief. No sane person would do it. Why me? No more,

         I’ve had enough.

      


      The sheer hell of these past few months is incomprehensible. 

         I think of prisoners being tortured by the Nazis. How horrible that one person should inflict torture on another. Yet I am

         daily, hourly, by the minute, torturing myself. How pathetic!

      


      Many times every day I walk down the hall to my bedroom. At the end of the hall is a full-length mirror. My eyes, like a magnet,

         are drawn to my distorted figure. I look like a balloon with a ball on top, somehow walking on stilts (my legs are relatively

         thin). I look like I’m thirteen months pregnant.

      


      Every time I sit down, I feel the rolls of my stomach hanging in my lap. These last fifteen pounds have made a difference—a

         huge difference. My fat rolls have become so much larger that I can’t rest my arms in front of me, because there’s no place to

         rest them!

      


      With every step I take, my body betrays me and yells to the world, “Hear how her legs rub together? Hear her ham hocks?” Every

         time I put my arms at my side, I feel the hips, hips, hips! Every time I look down, my body screams out, “Feel your triple

         chin!” How I hate my disloyal body!

      


      I am aware of my obesity every minute—every minute. This must surely be akin to hell. Sorrow, pure misery, over something that need not be. No one forces me to eat, no one ties

         me down, opens my mouth, and pours in chocolate. Only me! I have caused my own suffering, and that greatly intensifies the

         whole problem of obesity. My weight is my own fat fault! What a vicious circle.

      


      A few days ago, I was visiting with three friends. Two of us were obese, a third was not quite as heavy, and the fourth is

         constantly struggling to maintain her relatively thin figure. The thin one told this story:

      


      “Yesterday I opened and ate a whole package of cookies that I had bought with my husband the night before. He came home from

         work unexpectedly early and, much to my chagrin, started looking for the cookies we’d bought. When he asked where they were,

         I laughed, ‘Oh, I’ve hidden them.’ He insisted on looking until he found them, so I said, a little more emphatically, ’You’ll

         never find them; I’ve really hidden them’ (… in my 

         stomach!). Then, I nonchalantly told my husband I needed to run to the store to buy something for dinner. I asked him to watch

         the kids. Whew, I bought an identical package of cookies to replace the ones I’d eaten, so he never knew.”

      


      Okay, people, can you relate? If you can’t understand or comprehend this behavior, you are blessed beyond belief. Remember

         this: the story is true. And the guilty party was thin. Thin, do you hear me? Think of the additional finagling those of us

         who are fat go through! The lies, the tricks, the deceit, the hiding and destroying of evidence. And worse yet, the destroying

         of lives.

      


      The conversation at my friend’s house continued. We discussed diets, fat, poundage—I mean, we talked blubber!


      As I sat there, I felt as if I were on the outside looking in. I was thinking, “Here we are, four grown women. We are all

         having a hideous time in life fighting our own fat selves. Our problem is totally self-induced. It devastates our ability

         to function, to enjoy life. These women need something more concrete than any weight program on the market. They need my plan.

         I mudt do it. I must implement my program. Yes, it is more than a plan, it is actually a program for success! I have something to

         offer the fat people—especially women —of the world.”

      


      My desire to lose weight, keep a diary, and then use it to help others set itself in concrete that afternoon.


   

      Thursday, May 3, 1984
243 pounds


      Another story for That’s Incredible! Monday night, to my horror and delight, I spied a half-package of M&M’s tucked into an Easter basket. Pop, pop, pop, three

         M&M’s were in my mouth, followed by the rest of the pack. Ah, the flavor, the comfortingly familiar sensation. In fact, it

         was so nice to “visit” this old friend, I couldn’t wait till the next day, when I could buy some 

         more. Can you believe this? Selling my soul—well, at least my happiness—for a few lousy M&M’s, a few chocolate-coated poison

         pellets!

      


   

      Wednesday, May 9, 1984
243 pounds


      Did I do it? Did I oink out? Do dogs have fleas? Does chocolate have calories? Yes, yes, yes, and yes! Disgusting, horrible,

         despicable. But in minor defense: It’s been only six days since my last entry. At least I didn’t wait one or two years to

         try again.

      


      This time, I’ll do it. This time is different. This time, I will succeed because I’ve implemented step four. I’m writing down

         a list of exactly what I will eat. I’ve found I can deceive myself into eating any food, maneuver my own conscience into agreeing with me that a luscious

         chocolate dessert is, after all, made with milk, and “everybody needs milk!” I am professional at this game, I can rationalize

         ingesting anything!
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