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 How to use this ebook


Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken to a list of all the recipes covered in that chapter.





Alternatively, jump to the index to browse recipes by ingredient.





Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related recipes.





You can double tap images to increase their size. To return to the original view, just tap the cross in the top left-hand corner of the screen.





My Secret


By my calculations, I have wasted exactly half my life living in fear. The sad thing is we all know I’m not the only one!


Fear of what?, I hear you ask. Well, fear that I would never reach the ‘perfect size 10’. Fear that ultimately, no matter what else I have achieved in my life, I would forever be a complete failure as a woman if I never lost the right amount of weight. This fear has been a cruel master residing in my head for as long as I can remember, and it has always kept me just where it wanted me – directly under its thumb. I would wake up to its nastiness and fall asleep to it still nagging in my ears. It was the fear and self-loathing that kept me overfed physically, but emotionally and spiritually starving. A wise person once said, FEAR stands for False Evidence Appearing Real. How true. False evidence that had quite literally ruled most of my adult life, enslaving my mind and my body. That’s no exaggeration. I was a total slave.


I spent years starving, bingeing, starving, bingeing and then starving and bingeing all over again, to no avail. Sound nuts, huh? Well, it is really. To keep repeating the same action whilst expecting a different outcome is quite literally the definition of insanity!


Without realising it, I had thrown away years of my life, believing all the promises the diet industry made: the quick fixes that would make all my dreams come true; the endless new weight-loss ‘solutions’; the diets that were rumoured to be ‘celebrity’ favourites. All of them were right up there at the top of my loons list. You know the ones I mean, the diets that promise that all we have to do is follow them to the letter and we, too, can be as rich, famous, gorgeous or successful as whoever’s arse they were claiming to have reduced with this or that particular brand of magic! Most of these diets are now so famous, even my cat could tell you what you can and can’t eat on them. The Atkins diet; the boiled egg and grapefruit diet; the Zone diet; the blood group diet; the blah blah blah diet…


After the celebrity diets, my next favourites were the ones that I like to call the ‘mock medicals’. The Mayo Clinic diet; the Scarsdale diet; and let’s not forget the greatest mock medical of them all, the diet ‘rumoured’ to have got our very own Princess Catherine ‘picture perfect’ for Prince William, the Dr Dukan (or the Dr Do-CAN’T as I prefer to call it!) diet. Yep, I’ve done them all, and guess what… they didn’t work. Not one of them.
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That’s not to say I didn’t lose weight on any of them, because I did. But – and it’s a big BUT – I always put it all back on, PLUS a bit more! And on top of it all, I felt at least 20 times more miserable after each failed attempt. I felt like I was a hamster (a size 16–18 hamster!) on the never-ending wheel of weight-loss. I was living with the enemy and yet, at the same time, I was the flaming enemy.


But, thank God, you’ll be pleased to know that this rather miserable sob story does have a happy ending – one in which I discovered a secret that, quite frankly, emancipated me from diet slavery. Yes, that’s right. At the age of 45, I had a light bulb moment.
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It came out of the blue on an ordinary day. It was a beautiful sunny afternoon and I was chasing my three-year-old daughter up the stairs. She was giggling in the way three-year-olds do, full of energy and fun, and I was hit by the stark difference between us. Kiki was jumping about with an enviable vitality, whereas I looked like I was going to need a stretcher and some intravenous gin to get back down the stairs! Old at just 45. As I sat there, waiting to recover, I asked myself a serious question. Apart from the age difference, what else was different about Kiki and I that meant she was so full of energy and yet I was practically a goner? Well, pretty quickly I was struck with the obvious answers.


Firstly, she had had a delicious breakfast of homemade buckwheat pancakes, blueberries and thick creamy Greek yogurt. I, on the other hand, had had a mug of tea and half a chocolate digestive. Secondly, she had run around for at least an hour in the garden before eating a gorgeous cottage pie with broccoli and piles of herby carrots for lunch. I, by contrast, had had four Ryvitas, a boiled egg, three pieces of cake and a crafty bag of crisps.


Not for the first time in my life I had to ask myself if I was mad. Why hadn’t I eaten the same as her in order to have the energy to run, jump and love life? What made me think that I was ever going to be slim and healthy, while I was eating what I was eating? And, most importantly, why was I able to nourish my daughter’s body, but not my own? I realised there and then that I was sick and tired of feeling sick and tired. I faced up to the fact that food, for most of my life, had been more like a drug; a drug with which I punished and rewarded myself, but never nourished myself.


I’d always loved cooking. I come from a family of great cooks. I also (like so many cooks) rather absurdly rarely ate my own food. So, invariably, as my family tucked into an array of gorgeous dishes, I would, more often than not, shun them, nibbling on ‘diet food’ and having mini-binges as I did the washing-up. Did I really think the calories wouldn’t count if nobody saw me devouring them?!




‘That’s when I decided enough was enough.’





I wasn’t going to start a new diet tomorrow. I wasn’t going to start a new diet ever again. I decided, then and there, as Kiki bounced before me full of life, that I was going to go back downstairs and cook something simple, delicious and good for me for supper that night. I was going to eat it with my whole family and, most importantly, I was going to continue to do that for the rest of my life. No more quick fixes.


I phoned my friend Julia to ask for her help and the very next day, very, very slowly, I began to run. And I continued to exercise every day. Every day I continued to eat delicious food, telling myself that it was what my body deserved in order to live life to the full. I ate without guilt. I began to nourish my amazing body that had borne my girls; that had served me; that had waited patiently for me to stop hating it and punishing it and finally start treating it in the manner it deserved! And as soon as I did, my body responded.


That was two years ago, and since then I have lost and kept off three and a half stone, all by simply throwing away the diet books and eating three gorgeous nourishing meals a day, every day; by eating the same food as my family; by never counting calories; by cooking all the dishes my family and I love.


I simply shaved off the hidden calories. A little less oil here, a different cut of meat there, brown rice instead of white, more herbs, spices and colour, and a dessert EVERY day. Yep, you heard me correctly! I steadily and gradually lost the weight. My husband also lost two stone, and we didn’t even know he was fat! I am free from the fear and loathing, and I can’t believe how easy and obvious the answer was. I simply returned to my family motto of ‘good food cooked with love feeds the soul as well as the body’, except I would like to change this saying now to ‘good food cooked with love for YOURSELF feeds the soul as well as the body’. I am unashamed to admit that I feel truly evangelical about this.


There are over a hundred recipes in this book that will nourish and treat you and your family. Follow my way and you too can have, if not a ‘perfect body’, certainly a fit and healthy one. Like me, you truly deserve to have and to hold the very same verve and vitality that any three-year-old would take for granted!





Exercise


As I sit down to write about my relationship with (DIRTY WORD ALERT) ‘exercise’, I feel more than a little nervous.


You see, if I can’t inspire you with what I’m about to say, I will have failed you, and betrayed the faith you put in me when you bought this book. As I’ve already told you, I have read every diet book imaginable since my teens.


I would love nothing more than to settle down on the sofa (often munching on something quite fattening) and lap up the pages of dieting success stories, convinced that somehow their success would magically become my own. I would pore over the recipes, jotting down the lists of dos and don’ts as if my life depended on it. I would memorise the so-called ‘forbidden’ and ‘allowed’ foods. But there would always be one chapter in each of these dieting ‘bibles’ that I would skip, no matter what – and that was the EXERCISE chapter. I would unashamedly flick past it without a second thought. The reason? Arrogance? Denial? Laziness? Fear? Insecurity?


Well, I can honestly say that I used every bloody one of those excuses. I really believed that I, unlike any other person on the planet, could somehow lose weight and get toned up without doing any exercise whatsoever!


Remarkable. And how could I have lived for quite so long with so much denial? Put simply, it was because it suited me. Yes, it suited me to lie down instead of sit down, to walk instead of run and to lounge instead of play. I was lazy, and the reason I was lazy was because I was undernourished. Years of overeating and crash dieting had got my fat arse very firmly stuck in the armchair!


So when the ‘lightbulb moment’ happened that day on the stairs, I knew everything had to change. I had to change not only the way I ate but also the way I looked after myself. As a result, there was no escaping the fact that, at some point, I was going to HAVE to exercise! Aggh! No! Please, anything but that! The prospect of it (as you’ve probably gathered) filled me with utter dread. I was terrified at the thought of it. Terrified that all the excuses I had used over the years to keep me from being fit and healthy had to be binned. I could no longer tell myself that exercise was bad for my knees, my heart and my family. There could be no more ‘tomorrows’ because tomorrow had never come. There was never going to be a perfect day to ‘begin’ to exercise! Consequently I could have laughed my head off (if I hadn’t been crying) when on my very first venture out for a run with my friend Julia, the day could not have been less perfect. It was pouring with rain, I had the hangover from hell and a pair of rotten old plimsoles on, which I had matched with a rotten old tracksuit with no real waist elastic to speak of. I know for certain that if Julia hadn’t been waiting for me I would have waddled straight back home for a cup of tea and a biscuit (or ten). But that wasn’t an option.




‘I had made a promise to myself.’





Well, that first session was not pretty; I could only manage to run for thirty seconds and then I had to walk for three minutes to recover enough to run for another thirty seconds. I felt fat and ugly, but by the end of that forty-five minutes I can honestly say… I still felt fat and ugly… ha ha, got you there! But a seed had been sown, a seed that held a promise that maybe, just maybe, if I came out the next day and the day after that, my life would begin to change.


For weeks, come rain or shine, I would pull on my tracky bottoms and plimmys whilst moaning and groaning and telling myself that, no matter what, I HAD to get out there and exercise. But then one day, out of the blue, the most bizarre thing happened. I realised that I WANTED to go to my exercise session. In fact, I was looking forward to it!


(DANGER: DO NOT GIVE UP READING THIS SECTION.)


Yep, I was falling in love with exercise. And not just because the fat was melting off my body, but because I felt energised, empowered, ecstatic.


When I look back, I wonder why I was so reluctant to exercise. Why could I not bring myself to step out and get fit? Well, the reason was as old as the hills – an unhealthy diet, too much booze and a ready excuse not to partake in any kind of exercise on offer were clouding my judgement. Dance classes were a no-no because I was convinced that everyone in the class would be looking at me – what an egomaniac! They were there to dance, have fun and get fit, not to look at my miserable mug! Power walking was out, simply because I thought people looked ‘silly’ when they were power walking! I couldn’t choose tennis as an option because, wait for it, I hadn’t learnt to play it at school! The point I’m trying to make is that I spent years dreaming up the weirdest and most wonderful excuses I could to get out of exercising when, in fact, all I was getting out of was feeling bloody brilliant! Simple as that. So, stop the excuses! Make a promise today. Make it now. This very minute. Say to yourself, ‘exercise is now going to be part of my life for the rest of my life!’ – not because it HAS to be, but because you WANT it to be.





Come on, Break that Fast




‘Breakfast is a great time for any greedy girl to feast without guilt – and we don’t want to miss out on an opportunity to do that, do we?’
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Come on, Break that Fast


Right, let’s get started on a brand new road, a wonderful new way of thinking, and what better place to start than by looking at how vitally important a good breakfast is to maintaining a healthy mind and body.


Firstly, breakfast is a great time for any greedy girl to feast without guilt – and we don’t want to miss out on an opportunity to do that, do we? After all, you won’t have eaten anything for at least eight hours, unless of course you can sleep-eat (mmm… now there’s an idea to go alongside sleepwalking). Just imagine a truly greedy girl going without anything to eat for the same amount of time in daylight hours? That would clearly be crazy! And yet, millions of us choose to go without breakfast every day. So come on girls, let’s take full advantage of the situation and really investigate all the glorious food we can indulge in to break that dreadful self-imposed fast.


One (and believe me there have been many) of the biggest mistakes I made as a fat greedy girl, rather than a slimmer greedy girl, was that I would routinely skip breakfast, foolishly thinking that it would be the best start to my ‘dieting’ day! I’m sure many of you will be able to identify with my somewhat warped way of thinking… so, let me hit the play button on the internal voice that is my dieting mind: ‘Right, OK, if I miss brekkie that will save me 300 calories, and then if I have a light lunch and a really, really good power walk with just a healthy dinner I will definitely have lost a few pounds by tomorrow’. What a clever bird I was, eh? I had a plan and it was going to bring me eternal happiness and the body I had always dreamed of (and, who knows, maybe even world peace, too). It never once occurred to me that there was anything remotely silly about this approach, even though this daily deceit had got me absolutely nowhere in my quest to release the beautiful, sexy me that was trapped under layers of fat!


They say that insanity is repeating the same action always expecting a different outcome. I was clearly insane. Day in, day out, I would begin my day truly believing that this was it. Today, I would pull it off and be on the road to Mecca. But day after day, come 10 o’clock, I would find myself ramming something down my throat (always at great speed so that no one, not even myself, could see me) – and that one snack would, of course, amount to infinitely more calories than a delicious, healthy, nourishing breakfast. From here on, the day would ALWAYS go from bad to worse. Hmm… there’s that insane feeling again.


Next, lunchtime would arrive – and, with it, the guilt of the earlier feeding frenzy. I would demurely refuse anything to eat, claiming I was watching my weight, to which there would often be looks of bemusement from my colleagues (which, of course, I would read as looks of approval because of that insane voice in my head again!).


Clearly with no nourishment in my system other than a doughnut, the whole idea of the power walk I had so naively planned to do during my lunch break gently faded away.




‘A doughnut, although bloody lovely, doesn’t give you much energy.’





Anyway, my ‘dieting’ day would continue to discombobulate itself with endless stolen nibbles and snacks, leaving me fat and overstuffed, but, rather sadly, completely undernourished and consequently utterly exhausted. So… what would I do to remedy this? Why, when I got home I’d open a bottle of wine, of course! Genius! Don’t forget, folks, that wine was invented by the Romans to ‘open the appetite’. So I would sip my wine while preparing an utterly delicious meal for my family, but because I would still be ravenously hungry, and without any sense of how nuts I was being, I would start slicing off hunks of bread, dipping them into the delicious sauce bubbling on the stove, scoff a lump of cheese, finish off the crisps in the girls’ lunchbox, devour a banana, sneak a piece of dry stale cake, and on and on it would go… until dinner was ready.


Finally, I would sit down with my family – once again overstuffed, undernourished and, if I’m honest, a bit pissed – and announce that I wasn’t hungry, and anyway I didn’t want to eat because… wait for it… I was on a diet! Brilliant! Genius! How different the day would have been, and could have been, if I’d only just had the willpower to break my fast properly and nourish my body.


This chapter contains a selection of the breakfasts I ate (and will now continue to eat for the rest of my life) when things finally ‘clicked’ for me. I firmly believe it is impossible to lose weight and keep it off without eating a damn fine breakfast every single day. I also think that variety is the spice of life; it’s all too easy to get stuck eating the same thing day in day out. Breakfast should be more fun than that! After all, it’s the first time we restart our daily relationship with food. So it should be interesting AND rewarding.


Never leave the table too hungry or too stuffed. It’s always a good idea to leave the breakfast table with a piece of fruit and a small handful of seeds in case you get a greedy attack mid-morning. Be prepared, that’s my motto!


There is a breakfast here for every occasion, so there’s no excuse to skip it. Come on, turn that frown upside down into a smile and feast on a gorgeous breakfast – your mind, body and soul deserve it!
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