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Dear Reader,

Greetings! I’m so glad you’re here.

You might have picked up this book because the title spoke straight to your heart—but what you may not realize yet is that something inside you just shifted.

You heard that tiny voice whisper, “That’s me. I’ve been eating my feelings because I thought that was the key to love.”

I know what it’s like to swear you won’t touch the cookies... then eat them all in the car before you get home and hide the empty container in the grocery bag.

I know what it’s like to tell yourself “broken cookies have no calories” or “if no one saw me eat it, it doesn’t count.”

I know because I’ve lived it—and because deep down, it was never about the cookies. It was about filling a me-shaped hole in my heart.

I spent years chasing diets, quick fixes, and using food as a bandage.

Then, one day, mid-bite of a chocolate pie, I realized something important:

What I was trying to capture wasn’t the flavor or even the food itself—it was the memories, the longing for something I thought I’d never had.

I wrote this book for people like us.

People who are tired of being good. Who have thought they were broken.

Who want to stop stuffing down the pain and start living their best life.

This is not a diet book—you have enough of those.

This is a real conversation between friends.

You’ll laugh. You’ll cry. You might want to throw the book across the room (it’s okay—I can take it).

But most of all, you’ll learn how to love yourself again.

So if you’re ready to believe you’re worth the love you keep giving everyone else...

I’m here. And I’ll be with you, every mile of this journey.

Believing you are enough—exactly as you are,

Leslie

Reader Praise for You Can’t Eat Love

"How did you know these were my thoughts? Have you been following me around?"

— Amazon Reviewer

"This book saved my life. I finally understand that I’m not broken—I was just trying to fill the wrong kind of hunger."

— Reader Email

"I laughed, I cried, and for the first time, I felt like someone got me."

— Goodreads Review

"Leslie writes like a best friend sitting across the table with coffee, telling the truth with kindness and humor."

— Workshop Participant

"After years of chasing diets, I now have a relationship with myself—and the food part is finally falling into place."

— Facebook Group Member
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to express myself. 
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SECTION I
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WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME IN THE FIRST PLACE?
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Whether you think you can or 

think you can’t, you’re right.

Henry Ford



​​

CHAPTER 1



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Pie Is Not Always Just Pie

[image: ]




I spent years trying to be who others thought I should be. 

When I finally chose to be myself, everything changed.

Leslie Lindsey Davis

One Mother’s Day, I decided to honor my late mother by making several pies from our cherished, secret family recipes. The next morning, I carefully cut a slice of chocolate meringue pie and gently placed it on my plate. As I did, memories flooded back - times I had carried a slice of this pie to a table. I remembered Willie Mae, Grandma, Grandad, Daddy, and mostly, my mom. 

I sat down at the table and slowly ate the slice of pie, savoring the richness of the chocolate and the satisfying crunch of the crisp pie crust. As the merengue melted in my mouth, I reflected on all the pies and family moments of the past.

Then, in that moment, I really understood: Love is in the memories—the echoes of laughter and shared moments. Love is in the doing. Love is NOT in the eating. 

You can’t eat love.

I hated my own reflection. When I passed a window or a mirror, I only looked at my eyes, avoiding the rest of my image. I couldn’t even bear to look at my shadow. I hated my reflection that much.

I was angry with myself for not caring enough to be healthier, yet I was not willing to do anything to change. I searched for a magic pill to fix everything, to fix me. All the commercials that tried to sell me on their “proven” solutions had a mouse-sized disclaimer stating you had to follow a diet combined with exercise to get results. Even “proven” solutions were not magic pills. 

I would promise myself not to eat anything chocolate, but when I got to the grocery checkout lane, I would buy the 2- or 4-pack of Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups and a Diet Coke. (First lie I told myself: Diet Coke cancels the empty calories in the Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups.)  If there were no Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups, I would buy a king-sized Hershey’s bar with almonds, sometimes two. I would eat the candy before I got home and hide the wrapper in the trash. Oh, by the way, broken cookies and food from someone else’s plate have calories, too. (I know, I know – I didn’t want to believe it either). 


A complete list of the Lies I Told Myself is in the workbook with space to add your own. An essential part of this journey is the conversation you have with yourself. You are not alone; I am right here. For a small fee, you can get a pdf of the workbook.



https://linktr.ee/youcanteatlove

Sometimes, I would go to the grocery store “to pick up a few items” and ‘just happen’ to see the sugar cookies in the bakery section. You know the ones I’m talking about—the soft, perfectly round sugar cookies with the colorful icing and a few sprinkles thrown in for good measure. I decided we needed those as a snack at home and tossed a package—usually the eighteen-count—into the basket. 

After loading the groceries into the car, I always felt like I needed a “little smackerel.”  (Google things Winnie the Pooh says. 😊) One cookie seemed perfect—one cookie. 

So, I would get the container out of the bag, set it on the front passenger seat, start the car, open the container, take out my one cookie, and begin driving. Three bites later, the cookie was gone, and its friends were calling me. 

Of course, I couldn’t stand listening to the rest of the cookies clamoring and calling my name. Before I knew it, I had eaten all the cookies and had only an empty container to share with my family. (In case you’re wondering if I had to drive a long distance between my house and the grocery store, I didn’t. The drive doesn’t take more than fifteen minutes on a bad day with lots of traffic.)  

Upon arriving home, I would hurriedly dust off all the sprinkles, swish some Diet Coke to get the food coloring off my tongue and hide the empty container in one of the bags before unloading the groceries. (Second lie I told myself: Food eaten without anyone knowing you ate it has no calories.)  

And I wondered why I couldn’t stand to look at myself. 

My family loves homemade cookies. I would mix the dough and vow not to eat any. I would start scooping the dough onto the cookie sheet, and then, occasionally, without my knowing it, a cookie would find its way into my mouth. Sometimes, I would make a recipe for 60 plus cookies, and only 30 would come out of the oven. I had no idea where the rest of them went. (We will not mention the number of times the dough had to chill, and no cookies got baked.)  I needed to call the exterminator to take care of the rodent infestation because that was the only possible explanation for what happened to the rest of the cookies. (Third lie I told myself: Raw cookies have fewer calories than baked cookies.) 

Mysteriously, I had a similar problem with brownies, cakes and pies. The pans were too small, so I had to do something with the excess. We have a septic system at my house, so you can’t just pour random stuff down the sink. (Fourth lie I told myself. The pans were sized correctly; I just didn’t fill them. Also, we had a trash can.) 

And I wondered why I hated seeing my shadow. 

I remember having breakfast with my grandfather when I was about three or four. He shared his wisdom about breakfast foods with me. I still remember him telling me bacon must be wiggly because the fat is the best part of the bacon. I took the advice to heart. I still like my bacon wiggly. 

I took my grandfather’s advice and applied it to other food. Brisket fat is the best and, according to “some research” (I wonder if the “some researchers” work in the same place as the “they say” people), brisket fat is good for you. Who am I to argue?  Of course, that fact must apply to all meats with fat on them—steak, pork chops, and pork loin, to name a few. I would eat almost all the fat from these foods—and believed no one would notice. 

I would even pull a brisket out before it was finished cooking, slice off a piece of the fat “just to make sure it tasted ok,” and then put it back in the oven to cook over and hide the evidence. (That’s when the rodents took a bite out of it. I should have kept the exterminator on speed dial). (Fifth lie I told myself. Fat has calories. Bites, including broken cookies and food from someone else’s plate, have calories, too. I know, I know. I didn’t want to believe it either.)

And I wondered why my hips, knees, and feet hurt. 

I struggled to gain control over what I ate. I struggled to gain control over how much I ate. I struggled to gain control of when I ate. Every meal and every snack felt like a battle. I wrestled with guilt, frustration, and shame. I struggled with struggling. I just struggled. 

I wanted a magic pill to fix whatever was broken in me. I wanted a magic pill for willpower because it was obvious to me that’s what I lacked. I searched the web for willpower. I will save you some time. You can’t purchase willpower anywhere. (Sixth lie I told myself: I was broken, and I just needed a pill to fix me.) 

And I wondered why I didn’t like myself. 

So, I can hear you wondering how in the heck did I get from all of this to eating a pie and realizing I can’t eat love. I’m glad you asked. While eating the pie, I realized this: I was trying to capture something I thought I didn’t have. I thought I didn’t have love growing up. I thought I was a failure to my parents. I thought I was unloved by my children and husband. 

I realized the only love I was missing was my own.

I realized I had a ‘myself’-sized hole in my heart and was desperately trying to fill it with food. I was using the extra pounds to protect myself from being hurt by other people, insulating myself from the world. I believed I didn’t deserve to be an active participant. I realized I was telling myself a lot of lies to justify not living my best life. 

Food was my “drug of choice.” 

(I used food to numb my emotional pain.)

I wasn't just carrying extra weight - I was carrying every moment I had been screaming to be loved. I was running from feeling anything but shame and guilt.

I turned on the lights and took an honest look at myself. This was my lightbulb moment. (Thank you, Mr. Edison.)  

Do you have a ‘myself’-sized hole in your heart?

Are you trying to eat love?

If you answered “yes” to either question, I invite you to join me on this journey. Together, we will discover our true, loveable selves. We will learn why we don’t need to eat love. We will learn to fill the ‘myself’-sized hole in our hearts with self-love, not food. As you fill the hole, you will discover how incredible you are. 

You are worthy of your own love.

Are you ready to believe it?

​​​




At the end of each chapter, you will find a link to all the sites/templates/books/downloads referenced in the book. For your convenience, there is also a QR code.

And yes, I am aware of some not-so-great grammar choices.

I want this book to sound like we are two very good friends enjoying a conversation and having our favorite beverages. 





CHAPTER 2
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You Can Begin Again with a Trip
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I spent years waiting for the ‘right time’ to begin. 

Then I realized – the right time was whenever I decided to start.

Leslie Lindsey Davis







After facing some hard truths and discovering how many lies we have told ourselves, it’s time to start moving forward. I know it can feel scary to start something new. The good news?? You won’t be alone!

So, start packing. We are going on a trip!  Not just any trip. A journey to the most incredible destination – YOU! Get out your favorite suitcase. Mine is a zebra print with pink trim—quite easy to spot in the airport. Show me your favorite bag; you can post a picture on our closed You Can’t Eat Love Facebook page. 

Oh, and toss in a few pens and a highlighter. As we travel, we will be putting more things in our suitcases. At the end of each chapter, I will tell you what to add and remind you what is already there. 

Since we will get to know each other very well, I wanted to explain a few things before starting our journey. I have tried and failed (we will talk more about failing later) more diets than I can count. You may have, too. I want to help you begin to love yourself and most importantly, believe in yourself so you can change your relationship with food—and get off the diet merry-go-round. 

In this book, I am going to show you:


	How to change shaming and blaming thoughts into loving and kind thoughts. 

	How to become your very best friend in the whole wide world. 

	How to fill the ‘myself’-sized hole in your heart with love, one shovelful at a time. 



You will never be doing this work alone.

I hit a place where I had to make some decisions. Either I would keep going down the road I was on and not live my best life, or I would make some drastic changes. 

I chose to make some changes.

I literally drove a stake in the ground and declared the old Leslie was gone, and Leslie 2.0 was beginning. If every brand, car, food, and software could be new and improved, why not me?  

Leslie 2.0 was ready to try something else. 

Changing was not easy, but I was and am worth it. I did follow the Weight Watchers food plan, but that was not the hard part. The hard part was doing the hard work: discovering the real me, taking care of the very scared little girl hiding behind all the weight, learning to handle the critical parent locked in my head, and believing I deserved love. 

As I learned I did deserve love, the weight came off easier and easier. I shed fear, rejection, self-hate, and self-loathing. I lost almost one hundred pounds and discovered I could love myself.

After reading my book, you will:


	Be able to speak kindly to yourself. 

	Know how to create plans of action for different food situations and celebrations that revolve around food. 

	Know how to practice for these occasions. 

	Know how to ask for and get what you need. 

	See your reflection (mirror, window or even your shadow!) and love the person you see.



After reading my book, you will be well on your way to filling the hole in your heart. And you will learn you are never alone. 

I invite you to visit the You Can’t Eat Love website to see lots of before, after, and now photos. Two years after reaching the weight I knew I could live with, I fell in love with deadlifting. I have added incredible muscle and strength because of this new part of my journey. Please join our closed Facebook group so the community can share with you and support you on your journey. We are all about cheering each other on. 

No shaming or shoulding allowed!

After you have read You Can’t Eat Love, I promise you will never look at another trip the same way again. You will never look at an oxygen mask the same way again. And you will remove the word ‘diet’ from your vocabulary. I promise you will discover your very best friend in the whole wide world. 

Why pass up the chance to live the very best life you deserve now? I’ve been on this journey, and I can promise you that what’s waiting at the destination is worth it. Are you ready to grab your suitcase and hop in the car?  

Life is too short not to speak to yourself with kindness and caring. Life is too short for shaming and shoulding. 

Grab your suitcase. Make sure you have your workbook, journal, pens, and highlighters. Don’t worry; we will pick up the other things we need. If you would like, post a photo of your suitcase on Facebook so we can let you know how excited we are to have you on this journey with us. We have plenty of room in the car for you. Trust me – we can’t wait to have you along for the ride!

We will even let you have a turn choosing the tunes.

What’s in your suitcase?


		Snap a photo – post it to the You Can’t Eat Love Facebook page.



		Join the private You Can’t Eat Love Facebook group.



		You Can’t Eat Love Workbook (http://tinyurl.com/workbookinpdf )



		So, I said to myself... Journal (you can get it here https://youcanteatlove.com/you-cant-eat-love-series )



		Pens (I like using crazy colored pens)



		Highlighters



		Paper (You never know when you’ll want to write something down.)  











Life Hacks


	This journey is about choosing you. Decide on a time of day you can spend quality time with you. Create a reminder on your phone or write it on your calendar. Say to yourself – I’m choosing me. Write it down. 
 

	Start noticing how you’re speaking to yourself. Notice how other people are talking to you. Go to www.youcanteatlove.com/journal to download sample pages so you can begin having conversations with yourself. 
 

	Name the inner voices. I call the ones that don’t speak nicely to you monsters, the critics, and the hamsters on wheels. Feel free to substitute whatever you call them, but do name them. Also, traveling on this journey are two four-year-old children (a brat and a scared child), two parents (one critical and one kind), and your very best friend in the whole wide world. 









	Take hold of a life jacket. Sometimes, I will toss you one. You can toss one to me, too. Sometimes, we need a life jacket because we are tired of swimming and need to float a bit to rest and get ready to swim again. It is ok to grab a life jacket and hold on. You don’t have to give it back. You can keep it for the next time you need to rest. Trust me. There will be a next time. 








	I share lots of expressions and sayings. Please feel free to use and modify them. Let me know what does and doesn’t work for you. 








	I tell a lot of stories, and I hope you learn a little something from them. I do want to hear your stories. I can learn a lot from you, too. Remember, we are going to be traveling together. It will not be much fun if I am doing all the talking. You can tell me about your stories on Facebook or at leslie@youcanteatlove.com.









	At the end of each chapter, I will share tips and tricks (Life Hacks) I discovered along the way. 
 

	I will include links to all types of information, questionnaires, and resources. A lot of the information on life hacks is included in the workbook. For a small fee, you can order a pdf at 
http://tinyurl.com/workbookinpdf. You can also find information to order the workbook on the website https://youcanteatlove.com/you-cant-eat-love-series 
 

	The amazing Jackie will also share how to add activity and exercise into your life at your own pace. Jacqueline “Jackie” Lewandowski is a licensed Certified Personal Trainer with over 15 years of experience. We all need a Jackie in our lives. 
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