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INTRODUCTION


‘A goal without a plan is just a wish’


There. We’ve kickstarted your weight loss by giving you such a sugary-sweet quote that your teeth will have rotted and fallen out of your gob, preventing you from eating anything other than a thin gruel for the rest of your days. The weight will fall off and you’ll never be asked to kiss a baby. You’re welcome, it’s been an absolute pleasure. Thanks for spending your pennies on this, we promise to spend them wisely.


‘Together, we’ll smash this, or guiltily hide the evidence of trying in a box under the stairs.’


The opening quote is from Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, by the way. But don’t be fooled into thinking this planner is going to be a classy affair – it’s just that we wanted a Ru Paul catchphrase and our publishers were too tight to pay the clearance fees.


When you think about it, there’s a lot of truth in that quote. How many of us spend the days hoping for something better but never take the strides to make it happen? Admittedly, if you’re like us, you’ll avoid anything to do with taking strides because your ankles throb and your jeans are chafing, but trust us – we’re going to pop your hand in our clammy mitts and guide you through the next few months. Together, we’ll smash this, or guiltily hide the evidence of trying in a box under the stairs.


But first, a bit about us. I’m James Anderson, a pleather jacket and supermarket jeans combo struck by camp lightning and brought to life. It’ll be my words that bring you comfort, and my strained metaphors that’ll make the bit between your eyebrows furrow like a field hurriedly ploughed by a drunken farmer. See? It’s that easy. I’m the writer of twochubbycubs, though Paul occasionally tries to dabble until I slap his hands away disinterestedly (we’ve been together 13 years, that happens an awful lot). I’m apparently a cunning linguist, though 20 years of blistering homosexuality would suggest otherwise.


Paul is the ‘cook’, so much so that he blunders into the kitchen, uses every single item we have in the cupboards and manages to liberally splash tomato sauce over every surface – which is a mystery when I’ve only sent him in to make a coffee. He creates excellent food, yes, but it would be neater and quicker to hijack one of those little catering vans you see dotted around on the side of motorways and drive it straight through the kitchen window. I spend at least two hours a day theatrically sighing as I swish antibacterial wipes around the kitchen and wishing for better.


Together, we’re the twochubbycubs: apparent slimming sensations who set up a blog of healthy recipes, dithered about for many years, went on the telly, lost 10 stone and then released a wildly successful cookbook. Have you bought it? I’m not saying we’ll hold back the advice until we’ve seen a receipt but, be warned, Paul’s side of the family all have the mean look of folks who have attended too many cockfights. If you haven’t, then of course we recommend you do so, but if not, inside you’ll find 26 recipes combining classics from the blog and new ideas to leave you satisfied and smiling.


Oh! A small aside: as I’m the writer but am speaking on behalf of us both, just assume the ‘I’ refers to the both of us. Paul is nodding sagely at this as I type it, though that’s possibly just a tremor.


‘Our best weight loss always came about when we were planning our meals and tracking our progress.’


The feedback from the cookbook has been incredible – people seem to have really taken to a diet book that offers slimming recipes without the endless navel-gazing and ‘reach for the stars’ flimflam. The best comments are from those people who have said they are enjoying cooking again, making meals with their families and eating dishes that aren’t just overcooked pasta soaked in tears. It’s amazing. We still pinch ourselves, albeit we use a set of elephant forceps for Paul. The second the book was launched, the cries began – we could barely move for people shouting that they wanted a planner – and so, here we are.


Why a planner? Ah that’s easy – we paid for the conservatory with the first book and now we want to put in a wine cellar. No – our best weight loss always came about when we were planning our meals and tracking our progress. Let me tell you our story.


You have no idea how many times Paul and I have started a diet, stood on those scales, beamed a smile at Sharon behind the desk and decided that this was the time we’d crack it. We’d sit through a class with the rictus grin of those who won’t know joy for months, our bums turning into cement on those particular types of church hall chairs designed for those without a spine, last maybe three days and then cave in.


Our car boot is a monument to our repeated ‘restarts’ – we’ve got that many slimming journals in there that we’re dazzled by a sea of half-stone stickers every time we pop the shopping in. Towards the end of our journey, I started using fake names to sign up – even now I imagine our consultant looking sadly at the doors for Chunky McBosoms to come bustling through the door.


What could we do? We knew which food we had to eat – we’ve made a very successful blog showing that slimming recipes needn’t be tasteless, mushy affairs – but nothing was sticking. Choosing a meal, buying the ingredients, cooking the dinner and then eating it, especially after a full day of work, seemed like such a chore. I was almost at the point where I could barely fit in my four hours of soaps (I like to re-watch on catch-up in case I missed anything the first time around).


When we examined ourselves – easier said than done when it takes two strong men and a draught-horse to lift your stomach – we realised that finding the meals wasn’t the problem, it was the time sitting thinking about what we would have. The endless arguments when Paul would say, ‘I don’t mind what we have, honest,’ only to cruelly reject every meal idea I gave him. The despairing wave of my hands and the inevitable click of the Just-Eat order. We had that many men turning up at our front door late at night that the neighbours assumed we’d opened a brothel. Silly of them – that was only open on weekends, and by appointment-only.


‘By thinking ahead, you take the stress away from trying to ‘keep on track’ all the way.’


So, like the least exciting adaptation of Strangers on a Train that you could imagine, we started planning – I’d choose the meals for the week, Paul would choose the exercise activities. This lasted a week before we realised we had to swap roles because Paul’s idea of vigorous exercise is rocking a vending machine to make a second Wispa Gold fall out. On a Sunday, reminiscent of the days when we used to do our homework in front of Heartbeat, we’d work our way through our recipe bank and choose what we wanted.


And it worked! I’m not holding this up as some sort of magic panacea for weight loss, but only relaying back what worked for us. By thinking ahead, you take the stress away from trying to ‘keep on track’ all the way. If I may belabour that railway analogy for a moment more, if you think of your weight loss as a train journey, you’d make sure all the signals and points were set in advance of setting off – otherwise you would need to keep stopping and, if we’re entirely honest, you’d be sitting with us in the dining carriage. You’d be welcome, too, though don’t think for a hot second we wouldn’t be pursing our lips when you put your elbows on the table.
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