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Praise for BARE


“Susan Hyatt’s funny, vibrant spirit has made a difference in many women’s lives. Her infectious enthusiasm may be just what you need to learn how to love your body and strip away everything that doesn’t serve you.”


—Martha Beck, columnist for O: The Oprah Magazine and bestselling author of Finding Your Own North Star and Steering by Starlight


“In some ways, the fact we need Susan’s funny, smart, deeply honest book makes me sad. Are we still having this conversation about our thighs?!? But of course we are. I just put on a pair of jeans and automatically looked in the mirror to check how my butt looked. But here’s the thing: With books like this one, we are throwing off the stupid and cruel yoke of worrying about our body size and shape one day at a time. We are stopping the madness and eventually it will be a ridiculous idea consigned to history. Susan’s book is a bright step in the direction of freedom. You will love her voice, her story, and, most of all, her ideas.”


—Jennifer Louden, bestselling author of The Woman’s Comfort Book and The Life Organizer


“Bare flips the broken cultural norm—we must starve ourselves to fit into a patriarchal norm of desirability—and focuses instead on strengthening the love, power, and beauty we have inside us. Susan will help you nurture and love the body you are in, choosing health on your terms and in your time.”


—Pamela Slim, author of Body of Work


“Susan Hyatt is an example of what is possible when you start caring less about how you look to others and more about how you feel toward yourself. Being in your body with love is a skill you can learn—a skill you should learn. No matter what anyone thinks about how you look or what you eat, you can claim yourself as worthy exactly as you are. Susan has done that, and she can show you how.”


—Brooke Castillo, author of If I’m So Smart, Why Can’t I Lose Weight


“Susan is the magical fairy godmother/big sister/best friend I always wanted in my life. In Bare, she gives me permission to show up and say YES to more pleasure and joy. You’ll love this book.”


—Denise Duffield-Thomas, author of Get Rich, Lucky Bitch and Chillpreneur


“Get ready for a beautiful relationship to your body and your life using fierce love as your compass. One of Susan’s superpowers is stripping things down until you’re standing in raw truth, and Bare is no different. The world needs that fully expressed, unapologetic, powerful version of you, so stop hiding and dive into this book.”


—Natalie MacNeil, Emmy Award–winning media entrepreneur and creator of SheTakesontheWorld.com
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This book is for informational purposes only. It is not intended to serve as a substitute for professional medical advice. The author and publisher specifically disclaim any and all liability arising directly or indirectly from the use of any information contained in this book. A health care professional should be consulted regarding your specific medical situation. Any product mentioned in this book does not imply endorsement of that product by the author or publisher.
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This book is dedicated to every woman who has ever felt uncomfortable in her own skin, not pretty enough, not good enough, or not worthy of attention, respect, or love.


You are worth all of that and so much more.









Prologue


Her face was tightly drawn. Her body: skeletally thin. Her clothes: designer. Her shoes: worth more than my monthly mortgage. Picture the perfect stereotype of an old-money New Yorker. All that was missing was the teensy poufy lapdog.


I was getting a pedicure at a nail salon, and she was seated in the chair next to mine. We made small talk for a few minutes. She asked me why I was in New York City. I explained I was visiting to lead a seminar for women.


“So, what do you do?” she asked.


“I’m a life coach. I teach women how to stop dieting.”


She raised her brows in astonishment. I could see bewilderment in her eyes.


“You teach them how to . . . stop?”


I nodded. She looked at me as if I was a three-headed alien from another universe.


“Well, I don’t diet,” she told me proudly. “I just eat very healthfully. I weigh 100 pounds,” she added, although I hadn’t inquired. She then went on to tell me exactly what she allows herself to eat (basically: lettuce, air, and steamed fish with no butter or seasoning) and what she doesn’t (everything else). Sounds like a diet to me, I thought to myself privately.


“I don’t get it,” she continued, eyeing me incredulously. “If you tell women to stop dieting, what happens? Do they get totally fat?”


I smiled. I’ve been asked this about a hundred times. And I get it. It’s exactly what I used to fear, myself.


“No. Actually, the opposite happens. They lose weight. They learn how to take care of their bodies in a loving, respectful way, and the excess weight melts away.”


She nodded, but I could tell she was highly skeptical. I can fully understand.


I used to be the ultimate skeptic.


Ten years ago, if you had told me, “Susan, you are going to stop dieting, and as a result, you are going to lose thirty-five pounds and never gain it back,” I would have laughed in your face. But that’s exactly what happened.


The 100-pound lady began tapping away on her phone, signaling that our conversation was over. I watched her leave the nail salon. As she disappeared into the manic blur of Manhattan, I sent her a silent, telepathic message of love:


Dear Nail Salon Lady,


You might not believe what I’ve just told you. You might think I’m nuts.


You might think that carefully tracking your food intake is crucial, otherwise your weight will balloon upward like crazy. That’s what the diet books say. That’s what the experts on TV say. But I want to let you know . . . it’s not true.


As we look back on human history, there’s an interesting pattern. Many times—countless times—people have latched onto beliefs that are not true.


Case in point: People used to believe that the earth was flat. Turns out, that’s false. People used to believe that women shouldn’t be allowed to vote. Again, not true. People used to believe that smoking was good for you. Ha! Definitely not. That’s a total lie.


And right now, millions of women believe a different kind of lie. One that’s equally harmful. Millions of women believe that something is wrong with their bodies, that their bodies need to be punished and beaten into submission through calorie restriction and grueling exercise. But I want you to know that this isn’t true, either.


Millions of women also believe that you have to change your body before you can finally enjoy the life of your dreams. Nope. Incorrect. It’s the reverse. You build the life of your dreams—filled with all kinds of experiences that you crave, filled with pleasure, excitement, and joy—and then, as a side effect, your body changes, too.


Just because something is considered “common knowledge” doesn’t mean it’s true.


The truth might be the exact opposite of everything you’ve been taught to believe.


Your friend,


Susan









Introduction


We’ve never met before. But may I take a wild guess about you? I am guessing you opened this book because you are . . . tired. So ridiculously tired.


You are tired of . . .


       •  Rushing out of the shower as quickly as possible because you hate seeing your naked body in the bathroom mirror.


       •  Avoiding family photos—or ducking into the back row—because you feel heavy and you don’t like being photographed. (Being tagged on Facebook is your nightmare.)


       •  Counting calories, carbs, protein grams, and/or Weight Watchers points, and feeling guilty if you “do it wrong.”


       •  Gazing longingly at your “skinny jeans” and feeling like you’ll never be able to fit into them again. (And then viciously berating yourself for “having no willpower” and for “letting yourself go.”)


       •  Snacking when you’re not really hungry, or using food to stuff down uncomfortable emotions, and feeling like you don’t know how to stop.


       •  Pinching your “muffin top” or your “arm flab” and feeling discouraged and defeated—like no matter how hard you try, your body never cooperates.


       •  Postponing important parts of your life until you’re thinner—vacations, dating, a wedding, kids, or even career opportunities.


       •  Feeling intensely preoccupied with food—and your body—all the damn time.


Did I mention a few things that ring true for you?


Are you ready—like, SO READY—to be free of all the drama, all the torture?


Are you ready to stop feeling discouraged, defeated, and exhausted from all the food-body-weight madness?


Are you ready to wake up in the morning, look at your reflection in the mirror, and genuinely like what you see?


Are you ready to enjoy your food—all kinds of food, whatever you feel like having—without any guilt and anxiety, and without feeling that irritating urge to overeat?


Are you ready for more energy, more confidence, more courage that ripples into every part of your day?


Are you ready to feel at home in your body—and at home in your life?


Then you are ready for Bare. You’ve chosen the right book—and I’m so glad that you’re here.









My Story


Hi. I’m Susan Hyatt. I’m a master certified life coach. I specialize in helping women transform their lives and their bodies. I’ve been doing this work for more than eleven years.


Typically, women hire me when there’s a painful gap that they can’t ignore any longer. A gap between the life they dream about living—and the life they’re actually living.


A new client might say to me, “I’m fifty and I still haven’t discovered my life purpose. I’ve spent decades in a career that I don’t even like. I don’t want to die feeling like I never reached my full potential.”


Or “I’m terrified to leave my marriage even though my heart is telling me to go.”


Or “I can’t believe my body looks the way it does. I’m so heavy. I feel disgusting. I don’t understand how I let myself go like this.”


My clients range from women in their early twenties to women approaching their seventies. They’re moms and CEOs, artists and freelancers, small-town gals and big-city powerhouses. All different types of goals, dreams, and backgrounds. And yet, nearly all of them feel frightened and powerless when we initially meet—like life is “slipping away” and they’re not sure how to make a real change.


Many of my clients have tried dozens of different things to change their lives and/or their bodies in the past: therapy, positive affirmations, hypnosis, dieting (Weight Watchers, Jenny Craig, Whole30, Keto, Paleo, intermittent fasting, the Master Cleanse, Atkins, you name it), personal training, or reading every issue of Shape magazine ever published.


But nothing has worked, so . . . they arrive in my inbox, inquiring about booking a coaching session, clinging to that last shred of hope that change is still possible.


Good news: It sure as hell is.


I know that changing your body and life is possible, because I’ve seen it happen for thousands of women who’ve enrolled in my programs—and because it has happened for me, too.


Before we get into the BARE process, I’d like to share some of my personal story with you. My story might be different from yours, but even if our lives are very different, you may resonate with some of the emotions I share—emotions like guilt, anxiety, frustration, shame, feeling ugly, feeling stressed, or feeling hopeless about the future, like things are never going to change.


Yeah, I’ve been there. I used to live in a state of body-violence—hating my body, treating my body with absolute disdain, dieting, bingeing, harming myself in so many ways. That was my reality for many years. But today, the violence is in the past. The hatred is over. Today, I treat my body like a friend. My relationship with my body used to feel like a daily battle. Now, there’s peace.


I am living proof that this kind of transformation is possible—and please know that I am not “special” in this regard. The type of transformation I experienced is possible for you, too. It’s possible for your sister, for your daughter, for your niece, for every woman on Earth. We all have the capacity to shift from body-violence back to body-love.


Here’s the story of how it all happened for me.


Pain, Shame, and Weight Gain


It all started with a Weight Watchers pamphlet, a pearl bracelet, and a dream.


OK, maybe not “a dream.” More like “panic and despair.”


This was fifteen years ago. At that time, I was recovering from a traumatic sexual assault, grieving a miscarriage, and dealing with a tsunami of rage and sadness churning inside.


On top of that, I was working full time—selling residential real estate—and I was constantly overworked and stressed to the max. I was a major overachiever and pushed myself so hard. I slept with my cell phone under my pillow and checked it compulsively, just in case a client needed something at any moment of the day or night. I was a top salesperson in my region, yet I didn’t enjoy my work. In fact, I hated it. I felt depressed every Sunday night, knowing I’d have to head into the office the following morning.


In the midst of all this, I was raising my two kids—my daughter, Cora, and my son, Ryan.


I love my kids fiercely. But transitioning into motherhood wasn’t easy for me. I didn’t enjoy the day-to-day routine of “being a mom” and doing all the typical “mom stuff” that I believed I was supposed to do.


Working full time and then coming home to make dinner, supervise homework, tidy up the house, bake cupcakes from scratch for the school’s bake sale, and do the whole bedtime-bath-and-storybook routine . . . it bored and exhausted me. I went through the motions, but I didn’t enjoy it. Inside, I was boiling over with resentment, which made me feel like a terrible mom. I often wondered if my family would be better off without me.


To suppress all of the emotions that I didn’t want to feel—guilt, anger, resentment—I did what so many of us do: I turned to food for comfort.


Shielding Myself from my Emotions


Eating comforted me—at least temporarily. After a long, soul-paralyzing day at the office, I could zone out with a wheel of Brie cheese, bread, chips, cookies, and a bottle of wine. Ahhh. My own private “happy hour” on the couch while the kids wrestled with their homework at the kitchen table. Food was my escape from a career that I loathed. My escape from a life that felt beige and devoid of pleasure. My escape from an ugly, violent world, full of so many disappointments.


I gained thirty-five pounds very quickly. My body no longer felt like my home. I couldn’t face myself in the mirror. I avoided photographs and cloaked myself with baggy clothes. The word “disgusting” was a recurring thought. Yet . . . I couldn’t stop overeating.


I knew that I needed help. A friend insisted that Weight Watchers would be my salvation. So, I enrolled, got the info packet, started attending meetings, doing the entire rigmarole. I felt optimistic. Maybe this will really work for me, I thought. I certainly needed a miracle.


Gaming the System (But Never Winning)


If you’re not familiar with Weight Watchers, the premise is that you’re allowed to eat a certain number of “points” every day. Each point represents a certain number of calories, basically. If you stick to your allotment of points, then—they assure you—you will lose weight.


Back then, Weight Watchers used to give you a little pearl charm bracelet when you enrolled in the program. Not real pearls, just plastic replicas. Each pearl represented one point. With each point that you eat during your day, you’re supposed to move one pearl charm over the other side of the bracelet to keep track. Eat a point, move a pearl. Eat a point, move a pearl. By the end of the day, all of your pearls should be moved over, and when you’re out of pearls, then no more food for you. You’re done.


Thing is, though, that Weight Watchers has a whole selection of foods that are considered “zero-point” foods—food that you can eat in any amount, as much as you want, and they don’t count toward your daily allotment of pearls. Most of these zero-point foods are fruits and vegetables like carrots, celery, and pineapple. Foods that are naturally high in water content (very filling) and relatively low in calories.


The deeper I got into the Weight Watchers program, the more I learned how to cheat the system in amazingly creative ways—figuring out ways to gorge myself without needing to move my pearls. I was truly brilliant at gaming the Weight Watchers system. Like, MENSA-level genius.


For most of the day, I would gorge myself on these supposed zero-point foods. I would stuff myself with a quart of pineapple chunks (no points!) and a bag of baby carrots (no points!) or grapefruit, cherries, cucumber, lima beans, sugar-free candy, or diet soda (no points, baby!).


After carrying on like this, I’d feel bloated and uncomfortable. I wasn’t even enjoying anything that I was putting into my mouth. There was no pleasure or satisfaction. It was just a loophole I was exploiting—I wanted to “save up” my precious pearls so that I could binge-eat later without feeling guilty about it. So clever!


With all the time and energy that I spent on figuring out how to maximize my daily allotment of pearls, sweet Jesus, I could have written twelve novels or trained to become a world-class pianist. I shudder to think about how much time I wasted with that nonsense. Time I will never get back.


But back to that pearl bracelet: After saving up my precious pearls for the first half of each day, it was time for my “reward”: a gigantic feast at my favorite place, a Mexican restaurant near the real estate office called La Hacienda. My guacamole sanctuary.


I would head down for my midday lunch break—proudly wearing my pearl bracelet with so many pearls to spend—and I would order a platter of enchiladas with gooey cheese, beans, rice, extra chips, and a margarita or three. I deserved it! I had saved up my points for this moment and, damn it, I was going to spend them. Every last one.


I remember one afternoon, after a particularly intense Mexican binge-fest, I made my way back to my desk feeling dizzy and sick. I had tons of paperwork to do and I couldn’t focus. I was stuffed, groggy, and pretty tipsy. A coworker stopped by and commented that I’d taken “. . . a really long lunch break.” I nodded and prayed she couldn’t smell the aftermath of my chip/guac/booze free-for-all seeping out of my pores. I went home early that day because I literally couldn’t get anything done. I felt so ashamed.


That night, I remember staring at my pearl bracelet and thinking to myself: I did everything right. I ate the exact number of points that I was supposed to. So why do I feel like garbage?


No matter how many Weight Watchers meetings I attended, and no matter how meticulously I tracked my daily points, it felt like nothing was really changing.


I still felt miserable.


I still hated my job.


I still felt an intense urge to overeat.


I still felt angry, sad, and frustrated with myself—and with the world.


Wearing a plastic pearl bracelet did absolutely nothing to resolve those emotional issues. The pearl bracelet was just an alluring distraction—a trinket to occupy my attention so that I didn’t have to deal with my actual issues.


This is what a diet is: a huge distraction.


I wish I could say, “After that moment, Hallelujah, I saw the light! And I never dieted again!” But, nope. Unfortunately—for me—things got worse before they got better.


The Roller-Coaster Ride Continues


About a month after joining Weight Watchers, I stepped onto the scale and I was elated:


I had lost weight!


Not much, but some.


Enough to make me feel proud and exhilarated, at least for a few days.


But the weight loss never seemed to last. I would lose two pounds; gain them back. Lose three more; gain back four. Lose ten pounds; keep it off for a few weeks; then gain it back yet again. I would yo-yo for months, losing and gaining, dropping out of Weight Watchers and then re-enrolling.


After a year of that insane roller coaster, my body started to revolt.


It started during my morning shower. While sudsing up my shampoo, I noticed chunks of my hair falling out and swirling down the drain. What the HELL?


I hopped out of the shower and stared at myself in the steamy bathroom mirror. I looked awful. My skin was blotchy. My complexion was sallow. My hair—the parts of it that weren’t falling off my scalp—was brittle. I may have been a few pounds slimmer, but I didn’t look “healthy.” I looked like a hot mess.


Hair loss was just the beginning. My entire body was in a state of chaos. My periods became heavy and erratic. I felt irritable with my husband and kids. I felt even more exhausted than usual.


My body felt toxic. And it was—because I was feeding myself all kinds of processed crap that was glowingly approved by the head honchos at Weight Watchers. Crap like low-fat processed cookies filled with preservatives; sugar-free yogurt, popsicles, and candies; fake butter spread substitute. Fake food, not real food.


I was in complete denial. I kept telling myself that I was doing everything “right,” that I was making “healthy” choices—but looking back, it’s no wonder that I looked and felt like a human dumpster. I was filling my body with absolute garbage!


And even on the occasions when I did eat fresh foods—like pineapples and lima beans—I would pack my stomach to the brim, eating way past the point of fullness, and I’d wind up feeling bloated and constipated.


Food is supposed to be a source of pleasure and a source of energy.


But for me, it was neither.


Oh, and the weight that I managed to lose? I’d quickly gain it back. I went in and out of Weight Watchers for years, each time promising myself: This time, it’ll be different.


Postponing Happiness Until “Someday Later”


Weight Watchers was my first foray into the diet industry—but it wasn’t my last. I tried dozens of other diet programs, plans, and systems over the course of about five years.


I lost weight, sometimes, but I always gained it back. It was a continual pattern of disappointment that left me feeling terrible about myself. My self-esteem plummeted.


And that wasn’t even the worst part.


The worst part was how dieting became a convenient way to “postpone my life.” Over and over, I’d think to myself: I can’t do that now, but I will later. Once I’ve lost weight.


Here’s an example: While dieting, I didn’t allow myself to invest in clothes that I actually liked. I wore clothes that I hated—clothes that didn’t fit properly, clothes that didn’t reflect my personal style. I rationalized: I don’t deserve new clothes. I need to lose weight first.


While dieting, I didn’t allow myself to take real vacations, to get massages, to have nice things, to feel nice things. I didn’t take steps to transition into a new career. I didn’t have tough conversations with my husband about the division of labor around the house. I didn’t enroll in classes that I was curious about taking. I postponed everything.


Over and over I’d tell myself once I hit that goal weight, my life could begin. Later. Except “later” never arrived.


Hitting Rock Bottom


My little girl was seven years old when she picked up her daddy’s camera and secretly snapped a photo of me in a swimsuit.


“Look, mommy!” she said proudly, showing me her work of art.


I looked at the image. I wanted to delete it immediately. It literally made me feel sick.


Despite years of loyal dedication to dozens of different diets, I was still thirty-five pounds over my natural weight. I rarely allowed myself to be photographed—and certainly not in a swimsuit. Seeing how I looked in the photo . . . well, it shocked me. My inner mean-girl went into attack mode: Lazy slob! You’ll never look good again! Cottage cheese ass! Your husband didn’t sign up for this . . .


The barrage of ugly thoughts was almost too much to bear.


That was my rock-bottom moment. I realized that I needed help. Serious help. Obviously, dieting wasn’t working, so I needed to find something else. I was willing to try anything. Therapy, life coaching, past-life regression—dude, I was desperate.


I was lucky. I managed to find a woman named Brooke Castillo—a weight-loss specialist who offered coaching over the phone. That worked for me, since she lived multiple time zones away from my hometown in Indiana.


“Please help me to lose weight,” I begged Brooke during our first phone call. Before she even had a chance to respond, I broke down crying. Through my tears and snot, words came tumbling out, words that I desperately needed to say. It was a volcanic eruption.


I told Brooke about the sexual assault that I had survived.


I told her about my anger, my grief, and the subsequent spiral into compulsive overeating and weight gain.


I told her how I felt powerless in the face of food—and confused about what I was supposed to be eating and when.


I told her I felt ashamed. Ashamed of myself for gaining weight. Ashamed for not being able to get it off.


“How could I let myself go like this? How could I let this happen?” I asked her.


What she said in response surprised me.


A Radical Choice: Choosing Love


Brooke listened patiently. And then—like the terrific coach that she is—she responded by asking me a very simple question, one that I wasn’t expecting. She asked:


“Susan, what would feel like love right now?”


I didn’t get it.


Love? Huh?


Brooke went on to explain, “The next time you are feeling stressed, angry, bored, lonely, or full of grief, instead of automatically opening the fridge and searching for a snack, I want you to ask yourself, What would feel like love right now?”


Maybe a long walk would feel loving, she explained. Or a bubble bath. Or a great book. Or snuggling with the kids. Or kind words of encouragement from yourself, to yourself. Maybe a nourishing plate of food (if you’re truly hungry) would feel loving, rather than inhaling an entire bag of Cool Ranch Doritos.


“Choose love,” she encouraged me. “If you keep choosing love, the weight will melt away and it will not come back.”


I have to admit, I felt extremely skeptical about this. I had hired Brooke because I was looking for a new kind of meal plan—a program that I could obediently follow. Instead, she was encouraging me to “choose love.” Um, excuse me? How is that a weight-loss strategy?


But nothing else had been working for me, so despite my skepticism, I gave this whole “love” thing a shot.


When I was deciding what to eat for breakfast in the morning (a bowl of oatmeal with fruit or a processed frozen toaster strudel?), I asked myself, Susan, what kind of breakfast would feel like love?


When I was deciding which bed sheets to buy (the nice soft ones or the cheap scratchy ones?), I asked myself, Susan, which sheets would feel like love?


When I was feeling stressed and craving a distraction (curling up with a novel or scarfing down a bag of cookies?), I asked myself, Susan, which choice feels like love?


To my great astonishment, Brooke’s advice worked.


Whenever I paused long enough to ask myself that question—What feels like love?—my body’s intuition would always point me in the right direction. Every time. Without fail.


Over the course of several months, all of those healthy, loving, self-respecting choices added up. Just as Brooke promised, the extra weight that I was carrying melted away. All of it. Ten years later, I still haven’t gained it back.


And it all started with one brilliant question: “What feels like love?”


Choose Love, as Often as You Can


As you get ready to begin the seven-week BARE process, I want you to remember the question that my coach shared with me, and that I’ve now shared with you:


“What feels like love?”


If you ever reach a point in the BARE process (and trust me, you will) where you don’t know the answer to something—you don’t know what to eat, you don’t know how to resolve a stressful situation, you don’t know what to say, what to do, how to deal with an emotion that’s coming up for you—ask yourself that question. Listen to your intuition. Follow it. You will be guided exactly where you need to go.


Choose love—as often as you can. This is the foundation of the BARE process. There’s a lot more to the process that we’re going to discuss in the chapters ahead, but “love” is the guiding principle here, and it’s always the right answer to every question.


You’ll be amazed by how your body and life both transform—very willingly and quickly—as you move in the direction of love.


Stepping into a Bigger, More Exciting Life


A lot has happened since my first phone call with Brooke, the woman who taught me to choose love, and who helped me to stop the sickening cycle of dieting.


In the ten years that followed . . .


       •  I quit my job in real estate, shoved my depressing real estate paperwork into boxes, walked out of my office, and never looked back. (About freaking time!)


       •  I completed my life-coaching certification and then enrolled in a master-level program because I was voraciously hungry to learn as much as I could about the human mind—why we slip into harmful, obsessive patterns so easily; why fear stops us from pursuing things we really want; why we criticize ourselves so harshly; and how we can change.


       •  I took a huge leap of faith and decided to become my own boss and open my own coaching practice. I purchased a stack of business cards that said: “Susan Hyatt, Certified Life Coach.” I slapped together a basic website. My doors were officially open. (Everyone, including my husband, thought this was pretty insane. “Life coaching? Is that even a real job?” was the refrain I heard over and over.)


       •  I hustled to line up my very first life-coaching client. And then my second. And third. Slowly—with patience, persistence, and resourcefulness—I took my coaching practice from five figures to six, and from six figures to seven. (Cue my husband’s jaw hitting the floor in amazement. He is now a very, very big fan of the life-coaching profession—ha!)


       •  I studied psychology, nutrition, and the science of weight loss. Lots of people wanted to hire me for weight-loss coaching—especially after learning about my personal transformation—so I studied voraciously, learning as much as I possibly could, applying each new finding to my coaching practice.


       •  I systematically removed all kinds of toxic beliefs, attitudes, habits, relationships, and time-sucking obligations from my life. My new motto became: If it makes me feel exhausted and heavy—it’s got to go.


       •  I started walking. Then running. A mile or so. Then more. After decades of being a couch potato, I reached a point where I felt ready to train for a marathon, which I did.


       •  I leapt off the side of a sailboat—half naked—and looked at that photo with pride and total amazement. Amazed at what my body could do—have kids, survive assault, run, fly into the future. Amazed at the brave, adventurous woman that I was becoming.


Ten years later . . . here I stand.


I am a master certified life coach. I am a published author. I am a runner. A weight lifter. An athlete. An entrepreneur. I have personally coached more than 1,000 women—in private sessions and in online programs—helping them to transform their bodies and lives through a trademarked process that I call BARE.


So, that’s my story. On the surface, it might seem like a story about a busy, working mom who gained—and then lost—thirty-five pounds. And yes, that happened.


But (as I hope I’ve illustrated), really, it’s a story about much more than weight loss. It’s a story about a woman who decided to stop treating herself with cruelty and disdain. It’s a story about a woman who finally learned how to treat her body like a friend. It’s a story about a woman who found the courage to shed things that had been weighing her down—unhealthy relationships, an unsatisfying career, negative thoughts, for starters.


The weight loss? Sure, that happened. But that’s not really the point of the story. The physical transformation was just a side effect of the bigger transformation that took place in my life.


Once I chose to stop punishing myself, stop obsessing about my body, and stop distracting myself with pointless diets, that’s when my transformation began.
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You don’t need a new diet.
You don’t need more willpower.
You need a revolution.

A 7-Week Program to Transform Your Body,
Get More Energy, Feel Amazing, and
Become the Bravest, Most Unstoppable
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