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“I heard about the Las Vegas Showgirl Diet from a fellow dancer who had lost weight on
it. I’d been trying to lose those ‘10 stubborn pounds’ for years and decided to try the
plan. I lost the weight and have kept it off. Not only do I have a body that I can be proud
of, but [ now have more energy than ever. The plan works if you work it.”

- Stephanie Coleman (Las Vegas Entertainer)

“Annoula’s plan works! My health improved and I get compliments on my great shape
all the time. I loved that I was able to get coaching along with the plan. It made a huge
difference.”

- Gracie Wells (Las Vegas Showgirl)

“I loved my results, and the coaching got me to my goal. Annoula should be everyone’s
new BFF!
- Tiffany Chapler (Las Vegas Dancer and Entrepreneur)

“The diet may be named after showgirls, but it works for the guys, too! I feel great and
look better than ever. . .and it’s almost effortless. Best of all, the girls think I’'m HOT!
Annoula is an excellent coach, because she’s ‘been there.’”

- Eric Eschweiler (Entertainer)

“Annoula is the ‘go-to’ guru of weight loss. I finally succeeded in losing weight after
years of struggling. She’s a great coach and her plan was easy to follow.”
- Jessica Hostettler (Events Coordinator)

“There is nothing better than being coached by a diva who knows what she is talking
about. Annoula not only helped me lose over 70 pounds, but she helped me turn my life
around. She assisted me in getting back in touch with my true self and developing my
style. Tam happier than I’ve ever been. She is the bomb!”

-George Theodorakis

“I have known Annoula for a long time, and she’s the ultimate glamour girl with a
penchant for helping others. Although I teasingly refer to her as a “Vegas Vixen,’ she is
caring, knowledgeable, down-to-earth and unsurpassed as a coach for those who aspire to
look good, feel good and go after their dreams.”
-Virginia Lignos
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FOREWORD

Welcome to my world! I hope that by sharing my weight loss story with you, I will help
you achieve success with your own bathroom scale demons.

My lifelong battle with weight began as a teen, when I needed to lose a few pounds. At
the age of sixteen, I began to diet and was very successful in losing weight. I was so
successful, in fact, that I found I was addicted to dieting and continued experimenting
with weight loss regimens throughout the remainder of my teens. Unfortunately, none of
these regimens were very healthy or sound. Every one of them eliminated certain foods
that are important to daily nutrition. To name a few, there was the eggs-and-oranges diet,
the cottage cheese and melba toast diet, an apples-only diet. . .you get the idea. They
were not conducive to life long adherence.

At the time, I was not concerned with proper nutrition or how the lack of it can affect our
health and our looks. I was unaware of how the body remembers what we do to it and
that it repays us eventually. I only cared about losing weight; and I lost so much, that I
became anorexic. I took my friends’ comments that I looked “gaunt” as a compliment. I
never realized how terrible I looked at the time, because I was hooked on watching the
number dwindle on the scale. I finally settled on a weight of 95 pounds, much too low
for a 5°4” girl.

I maintained this weight throughout my first year in college. However, the pressures of
going to school and working overcame me. I was so poorly nourished, that my body was
literally starving for proper nutrients. By my second year of college, I began to
experience cravings that were overpowering my desire to be thin. This initiated a period
of out-of-control eating. Sadly, my cravings were not for wholesome food, but for
sweets, snacks and various junk food. Of course, I ballooned to 185 pounds within a
short time.

I was devastated and desperate. However, the more I tried to go back on a diet, the more
I seemed to fail and gain even more weight. I see-sawed back and forth for several years.
My early 20’s were the worst period of my life. I felt I literally had a thin ‘me” trapped
inside a bloated alien body. I knew what I was capable of looking like, but I somehow
could not attain that ideal. I felt like a failure and was ashamed to go out, for fear that I
would run into people who knew me before the weight gain.

I will never forget some of the comments or looks from acquaintances who had
remembered me as a thin girl. I loathed myself, and my inner diva was screaming to get
out of the fat suit. For those of you who can relate and might currently be in a similar
situation, I have written this book for you. I hope to help you achieve your ideal self by
sharing my story with you.



The day that marked the beginning of permanent weight loss for me, was the day I
decided to honor my body, both physically and emotionally. The first step for me was to
visualize myself at my goal weight each morning when I first woke up. I selected a more
reasonable weight of 115 pounds, still on the low side but the best weight for me. I
would spend a few minutes picturing how I would look in fashionable clothes,
performing various activities, etc.

I proceeded to read up on how our body works and what it needs to perform optimally. I
tested different methods until I created the plan that finally enabled me to reach my goal
weight and maintain it for the next 20 years, right up to the present. I feel fabulous and
am told that I look younger than my age. I attribute this to my plan.

I know you are anxious to get started, but I hope that you will read my story first, before
embarking on my plan. It is relevant and you may see glimpses of yourself in the pages.
If so, you will learn that there is more to losing weight than just altering the quality and
quantity of your food intake. For many of you, there may likely be underlying issues at
the core of your weight problems. Concentrate on these first, before trying yet another
diet, if you truly want to succeed at lasting weight loss.

Following my story, I have outlined the initial and maintenance stages of “The Las Vegas
Showgirl Diet.” I strongly recommend that you have a physical checkup and get your

physician’s blessings before embarking on this or any other eating plan.

And remember, never lose sight of what you intend to look like, for your ideal self is in
there. . .waiting to be let out. Unleash that self and live your life as you were meant to.

Best of luck!



THE EARLY YEARS

I was eight years old, when my life was about to take a dramatic turn one early spring
morning. My father had been rushed to the hospital the night before, with chest pains. I
was coming down the stairs the following morning when I heard the phone ring. I heard
my mother answer, and then my world came apart when I realized that he was gone. I
worshipped my father. He was my rock and my source of comfort. He made me feel
special and loved. I wondered, now, what I would do without him.

My parents were both Greek immigrants who met and married in Cleveland, Ohio. After
I was born, we returned to Greece and lived there for several years where my brother was
born. Shortly afterwards, we returned to America and settled back in Cleveland.

My father, who had a better command of the English language than my mother, found a
home for us in the suburbs, and we proceeded to live the American dream. My mother
was content to occupy herself with domestic duties and to discipline us with the back of a
wooden spoon when necessary. My father, however, was too soft-hearted and reverted to
a more conciliatory parental role with us. He ruled with gifts and kindness, even when
we didn’t deserve it. . .until his heart gave out.

The day I lost my father was the day I lost my childhood. Almost overnight, I was placed
into an adult role. My mother, too overcome with sorrow, withdrew into herself and
allowed me to take over. At the tender age of nine, I recall writing a letter to Blue Cross
Blue Shield to inform them that we had to cancel our health care coverage due to lack of
finances.

My brother, who was four years younger, did not understand the concept of death and
only knew that his daddy was in a place called “Heaven.”

In the following years, our household was grim and sad. We did not celebrate Christmas
or other holidays, other than to attend church. My mother always set a place for my
father at the dinner table and would consistently talk about him so we would not forget
him.

Being Greek, we were affiliated with a clan of other Greeks who we considered
“relatives.” Many of these people were very kind and offered emotional support to my
mother. They would take my brother and me to an amusement park and other events.

On the flip side, a number of these “relatives” could also be very cruel and thoughtless.
One couple took us for a ride and while in their car, accused my mother of letting her
husband die, as though she’d been able to do anything for him. I still recall my mother
becoming hysterical and begging for them to turn around and take us back. Another
individual would call me “stupid” when we would ride with her parents to church every
Sunday. My little brain would collect this information and file it away as if it were
factual data. Since this person was older than me, I surmised that she must be right.

I had no one to tell me otherwise.



Unfortunately, my mother did not drive during those years, so we were at the mercy of
other people if we needed a ride to church or a social event. When some of these people
had a bad day, we had the misfortune to catch the brunt of their moodiness. My mother
did not have the fortitude to stand up for herself or her children. I stuffed my anger
inside, as I was too young to stand up for my family or myself. I resented my mother for
not speaking up for herself or protecting us.

During my childhood, I was at a normal weight. It wasn’t until I turned fifteen that I
began to put on a few pounds. By then, I still had the responsibilities of my home life,
coupled with the fact that I was now trying to assert my own individuality. My mother
would have none of it. She kept a tight reign on me and like a good Greek, used guilt to
manipulate me into submission. It worked for the most part.

When I turned sixteen, I got a part-time job at the local library, shelving returned books
and taking inventory. During this time, I also started hanging out with an older Greek
friend who was much more worldly and cool than me. She had a boyfriend and there
were many times [ covered for her when she wanted to sneak out to see him, as her
parents assumed she was with me, the “good girl.” Some of the time, I rode along with
them to the park or a movie. One day, they brought a friend along and I developed my
first crush. He was a gorgeous Greek who’d recently come to the United States. During
one outing, he and I sat in the back seat and he kissed me. My friend later told me that
when she turned around to say something to us, I looked scared to death. I had never
kissed a boy before and he was an older man of twenty-one. I WAS scared!

Later that day, when my friend and I were at my house, she showed me how to French
kiss using the narrow mouth of a drinking glass. We practiced until I got it right, or at
least I thought. Okay, now I was an expert and armed and ready for my next make-out
session. Of course, our parents never knew about our clandestine meetings with our
boyfriends. We both knew they would kill us, even if it was innocent enough.

It was during this time, that I decided I needed to lose weight. I wanted to look good and
wear all the cool 70’s clothing. Hip-huggers and bell-bottom pants were in, but they just
didn’t look good on a girl with large hips. I was carrying about 30 extra pounds, and I
hated the way I looked. My confidence was never all that high to begin with, due to the
bashing that my self-esteem took in my younger years. Now I needed to find something
to prop up my belief in myself. I had to look good at whatever cost.

Much to my delight, I found a diet book that would solve my weight problem. I started
out with a hard-boiled egg, orange and melba toast for breakfast. Lunch was a cup of
cottage cheese with more melba toast. Dinner was a hamburger patty with a salad. 1
drank all the diet Fresca I wanted. I would walk to and from school and my part-time job
during the week. I took on extra hours at work over the weekends; and when I was home,
I would exercise in the basement every day for an hour.

I began to lose weight and look good. People started noticing and complimenting me.



At first, my mother was happy for me. All this feedback served as encouragement to
keep on going. It became easier and easier to turn down food other than what was on my
diet program. I got a “high” from dieting and seeing the number dwindle on the scale. I
was actually being acknowledged for accomplishing something. That was a first!

At this time, I also noticed that I was attracting boys, especially the one I was “dating.” It
frightened me, so I broke up with my summer boyfriend. I did not want to deal with my
sexuality. I knew I was too young and had more important goals to focus on. I was not
prepared for entanglements or commitments at such an early age. With one less
distraction in my life, I was now going full speed with my dieting mania. I read all the
diet books I could find at the library (one of my job perks). I would experiment with my
eating program and try one week of eggs and oranges only, a week of cottage cheese and
melba toast, a week of only apples. . .and even a week of eating so many carrots and
other vegetables, that I actually turned an interesting hue of orange. At this point, I was
losing too much weight and my mother intervened. She demanded that I stop the dieting
and quit embarrassing the family. To my great delight, I realized that this was one area
of my life where she had no control over me. I was in charge of something in my own
life at last. She begged, cajoled and yelled, all to no avail. There was no stopping me
now that I was on a roll.

Over the next two years, [ reached 95 pounds. It was too low for my 5’4" frame, but |
did not see it. Ilooked in the mirror and continued to see more fat that needed to go. I
had dry skin, bony protrusions, “chicken wings,” ribs that stuck out, and a long drawn
face; and I was missing my periods due to a lack of sufficient body fat. I did not see what
others did, but my mother was horrified. She finally insisted that I go to a doctor for a
checkup. To get her off my case, I agreed. During my exam, the doctor looked me over
and exclaimed, “you’re so little!” What he wrote on his chart was that I was suffering
from anorexia nervosa and would need to be hospitalized if I continued to lose weight
and display more symptoms. I grudgingly agreed to gain a few pounds for fear that my
mother would insist that I go back to see him.

Over the next few weeks, I researched anorexia, as I had never heard of this condition
prior to my exam. I learned that it was psychological and manifested itself physically in
the form of self-starvation. Among the circumstances that contributed to this malady was
a feeling of loss of control over one’s life. Something clicked in my mind and I realized
that I was similar to the subjects who were written about in the books I was reading.

Perhaps I WAS a little too thin, but I felt so powerful. I did not want to gain weight, but I
did stop losing. I settled at 98 pounds of skin and bones. Ilooked good in clothes but
emaciated without them. Fortunately no one ever saw me naked. I felt hungry at times,
but found ways to play games with food, like eating mountains of ultra-low calorie
vegetables and drinking gallons of diet soda to abate my hunger pains. It worked and I
held my low weight throughout my high school years.



THE OTHER END OF THE SPECTRUM

By the time I entered college, I had become the consummate calorie counter. I knew how
many calories were contained in a piece of gum or a stick of celery, as well as all the
foods that I didn’t even touch, the “off-limit” choices. There were more of those than
there were on my “permitted foods” list. I concentrated on foods that came pre-packaged
so that I would be sure not to err on how many calories I consumed daily. I also stuck
with vegetables and fruits since they were relatively safe and low in calories. I ate
ingredients rather than actual meals, since I couldn’t always be sure what the total caloric
content was of a cooked meal. At this point my mother had resigned herself to the fact
that her unacceptably thin daughter was too stubborn to listen to anyone.

I began a full course-load at school while continuing to work. I added a second part-time
job to my schedule when I began to waitress at a local restaurant. The pressures of
school, work and my roller coaster relationship with my mother continued to build. She
continued her attempts to control other areas of my life, while I rebelled. Much later, I
realized that she was simply terrified of having her children move away and start their
own lives separately from her. She did not want to be left alone, and the only way she
knew of preventing this was to exercise whatever means she could to keep us with her.

During my second year of school, while studying one night in the middle of a brutal Ohio
blizzard, I suddenly developed an overpowering urge to eat a couple of peanut butter
crackers. The urge was so powerful, that I could not concentrate on my studies until I
opened that package and started eating the crackers. I initially intended to only have two,
but I finished the package and had a second one. Afterwards, I was horrified at the
number of calories I had ingested. I felt I had lost control, and I was scared. Would this
happen again? Would I be able to prevent it? What was happening to me? My control
over my body was the only power I felt I had in my life. Eating those crackers signified
that I had lost control. This one single event was the catalyst for what happened in the
ensuing years.

Following that night, I began to play games with food. I would “borrow” calories and try
to make up for them during the week. If I ate 400 calories beyond my allotment one day,
I would try to eliminate 100 calories from each of the next four days. The craziness
continued because my hunger suddenly seemed to escalate and I wanted to eat all the
time. Not only did I want to eat, but I now wanted all the foods that I had denied myself
for so long.

Initially, my mother was happy to finally see me eating and putting on some healthy
weight. With each pound that I gained, however, I became more terrified and panic-
stricken over my loss of control and will power. I felt I could not stop myself. My urge
to eat was overpowering. And the more I ate, the more I panicked. It became a vicious
cycle.



In my attempts to regain control, I tried a multitude of new diets, none of which worked.
My desire to stay thin was in direct conflict with my desire for food. My clothes became
tight. I now had done a turn-about and became a compulsive over-eater almost overnight.

As my weight continued to go up, my mother noticed my distress (and the extra pounds);
now, she was my ally and would monitor my eating. She became the food police and
would comment on everything I ate. I had taken to sneaking whole pizzas up to my room
and eating them in private, then discarding the box when no one was looking. Cookies,
donuts, candy, pies, ice cream, chips. . .they were all my new best friends. I was on a
first-name basis with Dunkin’ Donuts and Dairy Queen. Ironically, as I lusted after
sweets and carbs, I also longingly looked at all the newest fashions in store windows
wishing I could look good in them.

My weight continued to soar throughout college reaching 185 pounds, almost doubling
what I had initially weighed. I was embarrassed to be seen by those who knew me as a
thin person. I was volunteering at our church festival one evening, when I stopped in the
ladies’ room to wash my hands. An acquaintance was applying lipstick and I happened
to catch her glancing at me with the most horrified look on her face. I felt humiliated. At
another event, a picnic, another acquaintance came up to me with a look of surprise,
checked me out up and down and exclaimed “My God, what happened to you?” I was
torn between breaking down or ripping her hair out. Needless-to-say, comments and
looks such as these did nothing to reinforce good feelings about myself.

In my desperation to get back to my thin body, I began to purge. I thought I might have
the best of both worlds. . .I’d get to eat whatever I wanted and stay thin, once I lost the
extra weight. [ became a full-blown bulimic, but it did not help me lose the weight. It
just kept me in the same insane condition for awhile. I see-sawed by about five to ten
pounds back and forth. T felt sick constantly and felt even worse emotionally. I knew the
dangers associated with bulimia (electrolyte imbalance that could lead to cardiac arrest,
deteriorated esophagus, tooth decay). Purging was not the answer to my dilemma.

I may have been food-crazed, but I was not totally insane just yet. I began to write down
my thoughts, after reading a book on eating disorders. I realized that I had stuffed my
feelings of anger, frustration, and low self-worth from the past, rather than dealing with
them. I had a hole in my heart from the loss of my father as well, that I never had time to
mourn while growing up. I wasn’t sure how to deal with all these feelings, but I knew
that I needed to address them if I were to successfully resolve my food and weight issues.

By this time, I had graduated from college and was working at my first job, a
telemarketing company. My first day was a memorable one for my co-workers, but one I
would have rather forgotten. I was sitting on the edge of my chair, while working at my
desk when suddenly the chair rolled out from under me and I ended up on the floor.



I’m sure I tried to be dignified about it, but there wasn’t much I could do about the
laughter that filled the office. Inwardly, I wondered if it was even more amusing because
I was fat. My co-workers did their best to stifle their laughter and inquire if [ was okay.

Throughout the next few working years, [ got asked out on dates. I was more
uncomfortable with my weight than any of my dates were. I never allowed myself to get
seriously involved with anyone, nor dated the same person more than a few times. The
array of individuals was interesting and included a karate instructor who was hooked on
“Soldier of Fortune” magazine, a writer, a student from Iran and many other non-Greeks
who served to exasperate my mother since she was hoping her daughter would meet and
settle down with a nice Greek boy.

During this time, my weight remained in the high 180’s. I was still dealing with my
emotional eating triggers and trying to resolve them. The toughest hurdle was
overcoming my feelings of low self-worth. I needed to believe in myself and be proud of
who I was, but I didn’t know how. I was never given the tools or the feedback when I
needed them most. But, as I developed more of a life as an adult and befriended more
people, I began to get that positive feedback from others that confirmed who and what I
was.

At this time, I decided I needed a break. Diets weren’t working well enough to help me
reduce my weight, although I was on the right path with my emotional work. I was also
feeling a deep sense of sadness from finally dealing with the loss of my father. I felt a
profound emptiness that I could not fill. T needed to get away for a fresh perspective, and
the best way to do that was to visit my relatives in Greece. I quit my job and booked a
flight to Athens, planning to stay the entire summer.

Upon arriving in Greece, | was welcomed by my mother’s older brother and his wife, a
childless couple. We instantly bonded and spent a month sightseeing and enjoying the
countryside and one another’s company. They were aware of my distress over my weight
and refrained from practicing the Greek tradition of pushing ten-course meals on me. It
was also at this time that I took a different approach to my dieting. I decided to relax my
restrictions and concentrate on eating healthier food, but also indulging in an occasional
treat. I began to walk more, either with my relatives or on my own around the
neighborhood. I was feeling better and more energetic at this point. My clothes became
a little looser, but I had no scale to weigh myself.

Since I had other relatives to visit, I spent a couple of weeks traveling to other parts of
Greece to see them. Eventually, I settled in the little village where my mother grew up,
visiting with her younger brother and his family. We were near the sea, so my cousins
and I would walk to the beach every day. The local food was limited to simple fare, and I
had no access to packaged or preserved foods. We ate mostly fresh produce, fish, eggs,
yogurt and an occasional chicken. I found that I did not experience the cravings for junk
food that I was grappling with for so long. I had eliminated sugar, flour and salt from my
diet purely by circumstance, but it was making a noticeable difference.



I spent the rest of my summer in the village, getting to know my cousins better. I ate
healthy, walked a lot and had time to contemplate my life. I realized how much I had
been abusing my body in the past, first by starving it of necessary nutrients; then by using
food to over-medicate myself in an effort to fill voids. Food had become my drug and
my enemy. I thought about how I had gone from one extreme to the other, and wondered
if my cravings and over-eating experiences were due to my body trying to compensate for
the years that I had denied it. I knew that psychologically, I also had denied myself the
opportunity to grieve not only the loss of my father and my childhood, but also the
emotional pain of what I had endured as a child at the hands of our family friends, while
my mother stood by and allowed the verbal abuse of our family. I stuffed the anger and
resentment [ had felt, much in the same way as I had been stuffing food down my throat.

This was perhaps my single, most significant “aha” moment. For the first time, I realized
that I had given power to people who were insignificant and not capable of providing
credible feedback as to who or what I was. As an adult, I saw them for the first time as
they truly were. . .weak, flawed individuals with issues of their own. It dawned on me
that my opinion of myself was the only one that mattered. Not only that, but I had a
plethora of high-quality friends who did support me and provided positive reinforcement.
Why was I stuck on a small group of unhappy people from my past who had to strike out
at others to make themselves feel better?

Happy with my revelations, I continued my summer in Greece and decided to extend my
stay. In the fall, I moved to Athens with my cousins, where we lived together in a flat. 1
tutored English to students until it was time to go back to the States. By the time I
returned home, I had lost a noticeable amount of weight and looked better than I had in a
long time. More importantly, I knew who I was and no one could ever make me question
myself again.

My relationship with my mother subtly shifted and became more of one between two
adults. Of course, she always had her advice and opinions, but she respected me and the
choices I was making instead of trying to manipulate me to do her bidding.

I was noticing that food no longer had such a strong hold on me. I didn’t see it as good or
bad. I continued to eat healthy and to devise a plan that I could live with. I knew that it
was unrealistic to completely eliminate some of the more enjoyable, but not necessarily
healthy, items from my diet. I decided to allow myself one meal every weekend where I
could eat what I was missing or craving. Knowing that every weekend, I could indulge
allowed me to wait during the week for my treat. I found that I enjoyed eating more
nutritious foods, as they gave me energy and an overall good feeling.

I experimented with foods to see what effect they had on my weight loss. This took time,
but I was steadily losing weight. I had the occasional binge, but I would get back to my
eating plan afterwards. I decided to continue my daily walking as I had done in Greece,
and I took my mother along, which improved both our relationship and our health.



I had gone from 185 pounds to 138, when I met and married my husband, a local police
officer. Although he was perfectly happy with my weight, I was not satisfied. I had a
vision in my mind of what I intended to look like and I knew I was capable of reaching
my goal. I felt in control of my weight and my life at this point. I was active and
enjoyed going to the gym or taking various exercise classes. My husband and I walked
every night after dinner and also went on occasional skiing trips or white-water rafting. I
loved physical activity and enjoyed any opportunity to participate, as it had become part
of my lifestyle.

As a single woman, I could eat what and when I wanted. As a spouse, however, I found
that I was now the official “cook of the household” and meals were up to me. Men don’t
subsist on lighter fare, so I had to learn to cook more substantial dinners. It concerned
me at first, as [ feared that [ would gain weight. However, I realized that I could make
healthy and satisfying meals by careful planning. I was also more aware of portion
control. The days when I would eat a whole carton of ice cream or an entire box of
cookies were over. I had no desire to do so anymore. I was honoring my body, feeling
good and enjoying all the clothes I was able to wear. Speaking of which, it was at this
time that my inner diva emerged. As the pounds rolled off, I shed the fat girl image and
replaced it with glamour. My husband watched in horror as our closet grew almost
overnight and my section seemed to overtake his. I developed a love for hats, shoes and
accessories. Life was good.

I realized that it was not until I had lost the most significant amount of my weight, that I
started actually loving my body and respecting it. At my higher weight, I had always felt
like a thin person imprisoned in a fat and foreign body. I was not interested in large size
clothing, so I did not pay attention to fashion. I did not enjoy getting dressed and going
out, let alone participating in physical activities. With each pound that fell away,
however, so did my self-imposed restrictions. My husband had never known me at my
higher weight and so could not imagine me not being active or interested in looking good.

I had a desire at this time to work in a field that addressed eating disorders, so that I
might use my personal experience to help and inspire others. I could not find such a
resource in my area, unless I wanted to get into the health care field. I did not have a
degree or certification to qualify me, other than my own experience. Therefore, I
concentrated instead on helping friends who were battling weight problems. The more
people I talked to, the more I realized how weight impacts our emotions and vice versa.
Many individuals were reliving my story, but with their own personal issues in place of
mine. I recognized how important it was to address emotional issues as well as the
physical, for they worked hand-in-hand. In order to feel good, we have to look good to
ourselves. For us to look good, we have to feel motivated and interested in maintaining
our weight and health. When one is depressed or weighed down with emotional stress,
there is little interest in working on their physical self. Sometimes the pay-off is a
sufficient motivating force. Other times, outside help is needed.

I ultimately succeeded in reaching 118 pounds and went to 115, for good measure. I
knew that weight fluctuations would be normal, so I decided not to weigh myself every
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day, as I had when I was anorexic. I would know how I was doing from the way my
clothes fit. Once the pressure of my weight problem was over, I decided to concentrate
on other areas of my life. I continued my healthy lifestyle and worked on developing my
talents and skills.

By this time, I was working in the nonprofit field, concentrating on neighborhood
revitalization. I loved my work as it afforded me the opportunity to help others and
provided me with enough variety to keep me interested and stimulated. No two days
were alike and I was becoming friends with my colleagues. We seemed to have our own
“society.”

In addition to my full-time work, I started other small side ventures, such as event

planning and personal concierge services. I also worked with an upscale caterer, where I
loved learning all about the importance of presentation, both in food and in surroundings.
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CHALLENGE AND GROWTH

Four years after my marriage, my mother was diagnosed with stage IV colon cancer. By
this time, we had grown much closer and she was frequently praising me and expressing
her approval. . .something I had waited a long time to receive. I was devastated by her
diagnosis, but inwardly expected a miracle to occur. I could not fathom losing my
mother.

Six months after her initial surgery and diagnosis, her cancer metastasized to her spine
and began spreading elsewhere. She was bedridden at this point, but wanted to remain in
her own home. My husband, brother and I took turns staying with her and caring for her,
along with the help of Hospice. I had the opportunity to express to her all the sentiments
we want to share with those we love when we know we might lose them. I told her I
loved her and I asked her forgiveness for my wrongs. She asked that we not forget her.

At this very low point in my life, I lost weight. I had done a turnabout and discovered
that instead of eating when I am stressed or upset, I now could not eat during difficult
times.

Two months after her cancer had spread, my mother passed away in my arms one August
morning. I recall thinking, “I’m no one’s daughter anymore.” Both parents were gone
and my brother and I were adult orphans. My heart felt as though it had turned to ground
meat, and I pictured it bloodied and fragmented.

I took time off from work and aimlessly wandered about, going through the motions of
life. Ino longer felt a part of the rest of the world. As an adult, I was able to do many
things for my mother; but I could not do the most important of all. I could not save her.
In keeping my promise to her that we would not forget her, I had her tombstone engraved
with the words, “We Shall Always Remember You.”

I succumbed to depression and questioned the meaning of everything. Life lacked luster
and significance. I had dwindled down to 110 pounds and it showed in my face. How
ironic that for all the importance I had placed on food in earlier years, eating was my last
priority now. I remember going to meet a friend for coffee one day. As I walked towards
the café, an angelic-faced, older Black woman called out to me, “Honey, you look like a
Barbie-Doll.” It felt so natural to be thin, now, that I had a hard time remembering what
it was like to be a fat girl. That long-ago person couldn’t have really been me.

In the year following my mother’s death, I attempted to rejoin the world again and find
some meaning. [ struggled with my grief; consequently, my marriage suffered. I did not
know how to ask for help, and my husband did not know what to do for me. Although he
was the best thing in my life up to that point, I decided that I needed time to grow up,
since | had gone from my mother’s house to my husband’s. I had never been on my own
in my entire life. I felt that something was missing from my life and my marriage; I
surmised that perhaps we were not the right partners for each other.
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One and a half years after my mother’s death, during the week between Christmas and
New Year’s, my husband and I got divorced. I recall being surprised that judges actually
worked during that week, when it seemed that everyone else was on holiday.

I was on my own, now. I read somewhere that looking to the future is much like getting
into a boat and heading out towards the horizon . You don’t know what lies beyond
until you get there.

During this time, I was dealing with feelings of guilt over my divorce. My husband had
been a wonderful provider and my best friend. He was a man of impeccable character,
who always seemed to have it together. I had hurt him and let him down. I believe that
ours was one of few totally amicable divorces. There was no bitterness or acrimony on
either part, only pain. We agreed on everything that we split. I gave him an extra $5,000
from the proceeds of our home’s sale, because I felt he deserved it. He gave me $1,000
back and asked that I use it to obtain some grief counseling. Friends were shocked that
we had parted ways. I knew that he would always be one of the most significant
individuals in my life.

I was back at work and had regained the few pounds I had lost during my mother’s
illness. I immersed myself in my work, went for counseling, eventually volunteered as a
Bereavement Counselor with a local hospice, and joined various organizations. My
social life was busy. I dated occasionally and developed a bigger circle of friends.
During holidays, I would invite people who were single or had no family in town. I
wanted to create a family of friends, since my own family had become so small.

Approximately one year after our divorce, my ex-husband and I got together and both
wondered aloud if we had done the right thing. We considered getting back together;
however, I felt I still had some growing to do and suggested that he date around for
awhile. Inwardly, I didn‘t actually believe he would find anyone else to replace me. But
he eventually did, and is happily remarried. I can honestly say that I am happy for him,
as he deserves all the best that life has to offer.

I continued with my life, working in the nonprofit sector and staying occupied with my
little side businesses. I was single for seven years after my divorce. I did a lot of
growing up in that time, through introspection and life experiences. In that entire time,
with all the normal ups and downs of life, I maintained a steady weight of between 115
and 118. I expected to gain a few pounds in the winter from seasonal affective disorder;
however, I would always lose them when the days got longer again. No matter what
occurred in my life, I no longer used food as a crutch or anything other than sustenance.
The only exception was during a particular time when I was involved with a musician
who was giving me grief due to his alcoholism and cheating. I had not recognized his
drinking problem until three months into the relationship. By then, I was emotionally
hooked because of the way he took care of me. The eight-year-old in me still wanted to
be taken care of and spoiled and made to feel special as my father had done so many
years earlier.
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In this relationship, I learned to take care of myself by eliminating those people who were
not good for me, no matter how much I wanted to stay and make things work. For a brief
period, I got swept up in our drama and submitted to a bout of bulimia. Fortunately, I
woke up in time to realize the harm the relationship was causing me and ended it. I
decided that I had worked too hard to allow anyone to cause me to relapse into self-
destructive behavior again.

During my post-divorce years, I began placing even more importance on physical
activity. I tried a variety of exercise regimes. . .resistance training, running, kickboxing,
body sculpting, Tai Bo, hiking, bicycling; and of course, walking. I was not doing it for
the sake of weight maintenance as much as for the sheer enjoyment of keeping my body
in motion. I felt better both physically and emotionally when I included some form of
physical activity in my life.

I like to say that I grew into myself during this time. I found my center at last. I was
comfortable with who I was, flaws and all.

People who had not known me during my earlier years would not believe that I had once
been overweight. They were convinced that I had been thin all my life. I was asked for
advice by those who wanted to lose weight and I happily offered information and
encouragement. I wanted to see others attain the level of happiness with their bodies that
I was able to accomplish.

I included weight loss coaching as part of my personal concierge business and planned
workout sessions and meals for clients. I found myself going shopping and exercising
along with them to give positive reinforcement.

At this point, I had befriended the owners of a cosmetics company, by sheer accident. |
had seen their ad and called the company to ask for a sample and ingredient information
of a particular face cream. They sent me a box of full-size products and a note that they
appreciated the fact that consumers want to be knowledgeable about the products they put
on their faces. When I called to thank them, they asked for my input after I had given
their products some time to work. This developed into a year-long acquaintanceship. At
one point, they asked for my picture and followed up with a phone call asking me if I
would consider being their spokeswoman on the QVC channel. Unfortunately, QVC had
other individuals in mind. Nevertheless, I was honored to be considered.

In the four years following my divorce, I had returned to live at my family home, which
my brother and I co-owned. I continued to work fulltime for a nonprofit, as well as keep
up with my concierge business, which by now had received write-ups in both the local
newspaper and the Associated Press. I was still a one-woman operation, as I hesitated to
hire others or expand, since I had to keep it under control due to my full schedule. I was
also concerned from a liability standpoint, since my services entailed going into clients’
homes, many times when they were not present. As my responsibilities (and salary) grew
in my full-time position, I discontinued my side business. I did, however, continue to
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counsel those clients who were dealing with weight problems until they attained success
with their goals.

I had found a house several streets away from where my brother and I were living, and I
purchased my first home as a single woman. This seemed a milestone for me, as I had
never been totally self-sufficient before and never felt confident that I could be, until
now. [ set about decorating my new abode and received many compliments from friends
and neighbors who witnessed the changes. I honed my decorating skills through trial and
error and found that I loved home improvement. This led to a phase where I began to
create “furniture art,” where I would collect old pieces of furniture either from thrift
stores or someone else’s castaways (trash) and refurbish them with paint and special
effects. My pieces sold through consignment stores and personal sales. I added home
décor to my efforts and continued my art in my spare time. I eventually moved on to
personal accessories, such as one-of-a-kind hats and jewelry. I did not look to expand my
new-found interests into a business, as I had a full plate already and I did not want the
pressures of turning hobbies into “work.”

I had continued to work in neighborhood revitalization throughout my post-divorce years
and was beginning to experience “job politics.” I was not known to be someone who
enjoyed talking problems to death via committee and board meetings, as I felt it was a
waste of time to be talking when we could be doing. This was my restless nature. I was
getting bored and this created a new dilemma. I found that boredom turned my thoughts
to food. Although, I loved my job with the nonprofit, I needed a new diversion, a new
outlet for expression. I realized that for me, food issues would arise to signal that
something needed attention or change in my life. Fortunately, I did not succumb to
overeating, though I had a few incidents of Haagen Daz heaven now and then. By now, |
had learned to pay attention to what was going on in my life whenever there was even a
hint of a problem with food or eating. Consequently, I began my search for a new
creative outlet that would give me more control over my financial destiny and my life and
would also allow me to create a positive impact in the world I lived in.

I found my answer when a friend invited me to attend a real estate investing seminar.
Since my nonprofit background involved rehabilitating rundown properties and making
them not only more inhabitable for the residents, but also providing a positive impact on
the neighborhood, it was only natural that I look into a venture that would allow me to
continue this effort on a more personal level. T attended the seminar and came away
completely motivated and inspired. Little did I know at the time that the seminar would
prove to be a catalyst to many life changes ahead.
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NEW BEGINNINGS

After leaving the seminar, I gave a great deal of thought to what was taught. More
importantly, I weighed the benefits of being on my own, and having control over my
income potential and my time against the safety and perceived security of working for
someone else for the rest of my life. I decided to get over my fear and go for it. After
making my decision, I submitted my resignation at work, my knees knocking the whole
time.

My friend, who was a realtor, and I embarked on our first deal which resulted in a quick
payout for us. This first success fueled my interest in real estate. I was on my way! At
the time, we initially bought and then re-sold properties to other investors, refraining
from holding them or rehabbing them. The goal was to build up cash reserves first and
then form a more specific strategy.

During this new phase as a real estate investor, I happened to also be taking kickboxing
classes. I had not neglected my exercise interests, no matter what else was occurring in
my life. I had befriended other students in my class and one of them called me one
evening to invite me to join him and his co-worker for coffee.

When I joined them later, I was introduced to a tall, dark and handsome stranger whom I
thought to be too attractive and therefore probably “difficult.” T thought to myself that
this type of guy would probably never have given me a second glance during my fat
years, as he was simply too well put together and in a league of his own. In my earlier
years, I would most likely have not even considered chatting with him as my self-
confidence had been at an all-time low. Now, however, I was comfortable in my own
skin and looking my best. We had a great evening and enjoyable conversation amongst
the three of us.

As I left, I thought how much I had changed through the years. I was now happy with the
life that I had created, even though there was no “significant other” sharing that life with
me. [ had decided to make the best of my life and devote my time to my work
aspirations. Therefore, I was not looking to meet anyone when I was introduced to the
man who would ultimately prove to be the love of my life and my soul mate.

Two days after our initial introduction, he called to ask me out on a date. We found that
we instantly bonded and each felt familial with the other, as though we had known one
another our entire lives. It seemed uncanny, yet inevitable, that we should meet. I found
him to be the furthest thing from a spoiled, “pretty-boy.” He was a solid, caring, and
talented man. Although in marketing when we first met, he soon began assisting me in
the real estate field and we embarked on several projects together. I discovered that he
had a knack for making repairs and improvements, while I concentrated on the decorating
and overall aesthetics. I was now buying properties and rehabbing them for resale.
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Not long after I had entered the real estate market as an investor, I received an invitation
from the company that had presented the seminar that was responsible for getting me
started. They were sponsoring a nation-wide contest for all their students and were
requesting that we submit photo entries and essays describing what we had done with the
education we had received. I entered the contest by featuring one of my subject houses,
and subsequently forgot all about my entry.

Later that summer, I received a phone call informing me that I was one of eight
individuals nationwide who had won the contest. I was stunned. Other than winning a
$50.00 church raffle and an Employee-of-the-Year award from the nonprofit I had
worked for, I had never won anything else in my life. More importantly, I was receiving
acknowledgement for doing something significant. I think the latter meant more to me
than the prize. I had wished that my parents were still alive as I knew how proud they
would have been.

The prize was an eight-day, all expenses paid Caribbean cruise for two. It happened to
fall during the week of my boyfriend’s birthday. Not only could it not get any better than
that, but it also saved me the trouble of looking for the right gift! This was perfect. 1 was
somehow able to keep my surprise under wraps until two weeks before his birthday,
when I presented him with an early birthday card that included a ticket and our itinerary.
I doubt anyone could have topped that gift or the look on his face.

When it was time for our trip, we were flown to Miami, where I was filmed for a
testimonial the night before we were to embark upon our cruise. After the filming
wrapped, my boyfriend and I took a long walk around downtown Miami, taking in the
sights and talking about the future. I was happy to have found someone who was as
interested in physical fitness as I was. He enjoyed walking and other physical pursuits,
which made it easier for us to engage in more activities together. By now, we were not
only deeply connected but also committed to one another. It had only been five months
since we had met, but we knew that we wanted to be together for the rest of our lives.

The cruise was spectacular, but the experience awakened another desire within both of

us. It inspired us to consider relocating from Ohio to Florida, where we could be near the
beach and in year-round warmer weather. After we returned home, we set about planning
our move. We also became engaged and he joined me in the real estate pursuits full time.

My life had come full circle and I was happy. The few clients whom I was still assisting
with weight-loss goals were inspired by the changes I was making in my life, for they
witnessed what one can do when they make up their mind; they knew that for me, it all
began years ago when I decided to make the first positive change by working on my
eating disorders, improving my eating habits, and gaining control of my weight.

Throughout my life, I continued to give thought to all that I had experienced since my
teen years, when I starved myself, to my college years, when I stuffed myself and all the
struggles with food and weight in-between. At times, it had felt like a living hell. I
realized that when I was so pre-occupied with thoughts of food, I didn’t give enough time
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to developing other areas of my life. I was either mentally calculating calories of what I
had eaten or was about to eat, planning the next fad diet, worrying about my weight, or
obsessing about food. I nearly drove myself insane with these thoughts. It was not until I
had found a healthy way of eating and living that I was able to replace those thoughts
with other pursuits.

Unlike other overweight people who had lost their weight quickly and ultimately
regained it, I took a little longer to find the right eating plan after much experimentation
and life circumstances. However, once I did create a plan for myself that worked, I found
the weight came off easily and permanently. I didn’t always follow my plan to the letter,
as [ am human and chocolate, among other goodies, calls to me. However, I did not
berate myself when I veered off course. I no longer panicked and continued to binge or
hate myself and feel like a failure. I merely went right back to healthier eating. This was
how I succeeded in losing my weight in the long run and maintaining my weight loss.

And over the time it took to adapt to my healthier lifestyle, I developed the habits and
thought processes of a thin person. I didn’t give food more significance than it deserved
other than being a form of sustenance, albeit an enjoyable one. I realized that the quality
of fuel we put into our bodies equals the output in the form of energy, attractive
appearance, and good health. When I felt attractive, I felt confident. When I felt
confident, I was more prone to try new things or go after a dream. This in turn, fostered
better feelings of self-esteem, which motivated me to continue taking good care of my
body.

Using food as a substitute for anything else that is missing from our lives is a dangerous
game. It is comparable to substance abuse, except the drug in this case is food. My
choice of drug was certainly food, and I used it to distract me from facing my issues
head-on. It momentarily helped to dull the pain of loss, it comforted me when there was
no one to tell me that [ was appreciated and worthwhile; and it helped to stuff the anger
deep down inside so that I would not have to deal with it.

Food addiction cannot be conquered by going “cold turkey” as in the treatment of other
addictions. It is essential to come to terms with what is causing the specific eating
problem and use that awareness to resolve it. The more we rely on food as a solution to a
problem, the more significance we give it; and the more often we repeat the behavior
with other problems. Food suddenly becomes our way to self-medicate. And as with all
medications, there is a side effect, this one guaranteeing to make us ill and miserable
without ever solving the underlying problem.

We must be aware enough to realize when we need to get outside help, if we cannot
resolve our problems or issues ourselves. There is a time and place for seeking therapy
when we can’t seem to get to the bottom of why we eat, if it is causing us unhappiness.

There was one point in my life when I seriously thought that I might never lose weight,

because it just seemed so daunting. Each failed diet attempt reinforced my feelings that it
would be impossible to conquer my problem. However, proper nutrition helped put
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things into perspective and gave me a measure of control over my overeating and hunger
cravings. Positive visualization served to motivate me and keep me focused on my goal.
Short-term counseling, along with introspection and self-awareness, proved to back up all
of my other efforts. Ultimately, achieving weight loss success and simply feeling good
have been the motivators to continue taking care of myself.

There is no substitute, no food and no drug in the world that can replace feeling and
looking good and being in control of your weight and your life.
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WINDS OF CHANGE

Between our cruise and the time we made preparations to relocate to Florida, my fiance
and I had taken a second trip to the Sunshine State. This time, we stayed a month and
explored Miami, Hollywood, Ft. Lauderdale, Palm Beach, St. Augustine; and the
southwest coast, specifically Cape Coral and Ft. Myers. During our stay in Miami, we
had an opportunity to stay on a friend’s houseboat while he was away. Every morning,
we would open the back door and give fresh water with a hose to the manatees that would
come to greet us. These beautiful, docile creatures would bring their babies along and
allow us to caress their heads. In the surrounding palm trees, we would see all colors of
wild parrots. It was a magical time.

As we were exploring Florida, a friend of ours from Cleveland called to ask if we would
check out a marina he was interested in purchasing. It happened to be located on the way
to The Keys, which were on our itinerary. On our way down, we happened upon the
marina. It was eerily quiet, with not a soul in sight. It appeared abandoned. Half-sunken
houseboats could be seen all around, while others merely keeled to one side in an
unnatural state. Chickens roamed about freely and I commented that it reminded me of
the movie “Deliverance.” Just as we were walking towards the worst-looking of the
houseboats, a woman reminiscent of “Ma Barker” appeared on deck with a shotgun,
demanding to know what we were doing on her property. We quickly backed away and
ran like a couple of scared rabbits back to our car, called our friend back in Cleveland,
and told him to get new scouts.

While visiting Florida’s western coast, we happened upon a beautiful beach during sunset
and decided to go for a quick swim. As we played in the lukewarm water, we noticed
hundreds of stingrays nearby that turned the water golden under the setting sun. It was a
beautiful and unforgettable sight. We took this as a sign that we had chosen the right
destination.

Upon returning to Cleveland, we fervently pursued our plans to move and made all the
necessary arrangements. We were both looking forward to our new life with great
anticipation.

Finally, we moved to Cape Coral, Florida and found our first rehab project in adjacent Ft.
Myers. It was a dilapidated, beat-up drug house that begged for some attention and TLC.
Although it was not in the best of neighborhoods, we were welcomed and appreciated for
our efforts. We happily set about on our first Florida project, and consequently became
closely acquainted with the employees of the local Home Depot, since we spent most of
our free time there. If they didn’t see us once a day, they became concerned.

We were so passionately involved in our work that we could go the entire day without
taking the time out to eat (not recommended). The physical activity combined with
minimal eating caused us to both lose weight. I was amazed that I could become so
involved with anything that I would put off eating. It was in such diametric opposition to
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the way I used to treat food, when I would be constantly thinking about the next meal.

After we completed our first Florida project and sold the home for a healthy profit, we
began looking for another deal. We subsequently found it in Cape Coral, a newly
developing community, where streets were dissected by canals. We enthusiastically
began working on our second property and occasionally took the time to get away to
Miami’s South Beach district or visit friends in Ft. Lauderdale and Tarpon Springs.

Almost every evening and during an occasional early morning, we would drive to Ft.
Myers beach and walk for miles along the shore. The walking, combined with the
resistance of the sand under our feet, served as great exercise. We were the fittest we had
ever been. I noticed that I was becoming even more active with age, while many others
seemed to slow down and refrain from physical activity. Walking had become our most
constant form of exercise and we were addicted to it. We continued to eat healthy and
made time for regular meals while we worked.

There was an abundance of fresh produce available at local farmers’ markets and we took
advantage of it. The more we concentrated on fruits and vegetables, the more energy we
seemed to have, though we did include protein and wholesome grains to round out our
meal plans.

As we sported our lean physiques and tan bodies, our new friends took to calling us “The
Hollywood Couple.” Ironically, around the same time, we were approached by a talent
agency to appear in promotional online material, commercials and print ads for local and
global companies. It was an amusing, and sometimes lucrative, sideline. We appeared in
promotions for McDonald’s, Classmates.com, resort and golf course ads, and an
international interpreting service. My fiance went on to act in an independently-made
motion picture and was tapped to play a part in “The Punisher.” Unfortunately, due to
other commitments, he could not accept the latter. We both regretted it after the movie
came out. However, we were having fun and making money at what we loved to do.

Our second rehabbed home sold and we went on to two more properties back in Ft.
Myers. By now, housing was booming in both Cape Coral and Ft. Myers. The market
was hot and investors were everywhere. Still, we managed to find some of the best deals
and profited handsomely, primarily because we were doing most of our own work. A
close friend suggested that we write a how-to book or develop a show to educate others
about the rehabbing business. Although we considered it, we decided against the idea as
we were too busy making money with our actual projects to take the time out for any
marketing or educational ventures. Besides, there seemed to be a plethora of real estate
investing and house “flipping” material already in existence. Suddenly, everyone was
doing it and eager to teach their methods to others. We surmised that we’d be better off
sticking to what was working and passing our knowledge along to personal friends who
asked for our help.

There were many occasions that would have been worthy of being captured on film had
we decided to do a show, such as the time we were attempting to load sheets of plywood
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onto our truck and my fiance swung around in Three-Stooges style, knocking me to the
ground with the plywood. I would like to add that I never lost my poise; I fell quite
gracefully, almost floating to the ground (or so I thought).

Another time, we were admiring our handiwork in a bedroom of one house, when
suddenly the electrician who was working in the attic drilled a hole through our newly
painted door frame. He could not hear us yelling due to the noise of the drill and so
continued to bore a nice-sized hole in the woodwork.

When installing carpet in one home, we hired the “butt-crack brothers,” so aptly named
(by us) because of their propensity to display various parts of their anatomy when
bending over to lay the carpet. Adding to our amusement was the fact that they simply
could not get along and argued with each other for the duration of the job.

During one very memorable and film-worthy demolition project, we discovered hundreds
of wolf spiders living inside the walls of one house. Their bodies were the size of saucers
and they hopped to and fro when provoked. Staying true to my cowardly nature, I
screamed, while my fiance proceeded to gallantly protect me by chasing them off with a
household mop.

There were many such moments that should have been captured on film, but were not.
Perhaps we should have done a show for the sake of amusement rather than education.

As we continued our work one summer, we braced for Hurricane Charlie that was due to
hit near our town. We did the best we could to protect our two existing properties by
boarding the windows and removing any unsecured items from the yards so they would
not become projectiles.

When the storm hit, we were in the outer eye and were subjected to water surges, power
outages and 150 mile-an-hour winds. Once the storm was over, we drove around town to
see if anyone needed assistance and to check on our properties. Fortunately, they did not
sustain serious damage. We were, however, without power for a week. The post-storm
effects and the heat and humidity of the summer served to cause me as much stress as I
had experienced during the severe Ohio winters. My thoughts did momentarily turn to
food because I felt home-bound and bored. Fortunately, since we were without power, I
couldn’t buy ice cream or any other frozen treats. I caught myself in time and realized
that I was about to use food for a purpose other than what it was intended for.

Although we immensely enjoyed living in Florida, we were anxious for more adventures
in other places. We ultimately decided to move to Las Vegas, another booming town at
the time, to explore the possibilities.

After several trips to Vegas, we had located a beautiful, older home in the southeast side
of the city. With some updating and redecorating, this would become our dream home.
After signing the contract, we returned to Florida to begin packing and readying
ourselves for the cross-country road trip.
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Life seemed so full of possibilities and we were excited about our future. We couldn’t
believe how far we had already come together. Although we were aware that Vegas
didn’t have any real beaches, the one major drawback of our new town, we did not plan
on a long-term residency. This would be a springboard to other opportunities. Besides,
California’s coastline was only a few hours away. Our ultimate destination of choice was
the Caribbean, where we hoped to eventually become involved in resort real estate
ventures. But we had to take it a step at a time.

When we finally arrived at our new home, we immediately set about working on the
house. During our first few months in Vegas, we became involved with local talent
agencies and had the opportunity to do work in promotions for hotel-casinos.

Every evening, after dinner, we continued our tradition of going for a long walk. This
time, instead of going to the beach, we went over to The Strip. We also found time to
make several trips to California and explored the coastal towns of San Diego, Carmel,
Monterrey, Laguna, Venice, Santa Monica, and many towns in-between. There was so
much beauty to take in, and we returned again and again.

As our home renovations were coming to completion and we were gearing up for our
next real estate project, we had several friends over for dinner one evening. Many of
them were involved in the entertainment business and our conversation turned to the
importance of staying in shape. When they heard my story about my years of struggling
with weight issues, they became enamored and wanted to know how I was able to shed
the weight and keep it off. I shared my plan with them. Shortly afterwards, I would
receive calls from them asking if I would talk to their friends and co-workers who also
wanted help with weight issues. My fiance suggested that I put my plan in writing and
make it available to the public, as it was becoming so highly successful among our
friends, their fellow entertainers, and many Las Vegas showgirls.

I have always had a desire to help others, which is why I loved working with the
nonprofits, volunteering as a bereavement counselor, or providing personal assistant
services. As I recalled the struggles of my earlier years and compared that time in my life
to where I was now, I realized that one of the best ways I could help others was by
sharing my story and my weight loss plan. I knew what it felt like to be overweight or to
experience the very personal hell of an eating disorder. I did not want anyone else to go
through those experiences, even if it meant reliving years that I had long ago chosen to
forget. They were painful memories that I did not want to remember. However, if I could
reach out to others in the same situation and help them to overcome their demons, then it
would have been worth my suffering and what I had learned along the way.

I realized that the best way I could express my gratitude for my success was to show
others the way and to help them overcome their obstacles. I wanted others to learn and

benefit from my own experience and pain.

I knew that if I could accomplish my weight loss goals, then others could as well. T had
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been one of the most resistant dieters at one time, because I had given food more
significance and power than it deserved. Many individuals simply like to eat or just eat
the wrong things, with no psychological issues attached. For others, however, there are
many emotional ties to food, which makes it more difficult to revise our ways of thinking
about it. We have to change our relationship to it.

I set about researching my plan to make sure that it was sound. I already knew that it was
easy to live with because I was living with it every day of my life.

As I received more feedback from people who had implemented it in their lives and met
with success, I became even more convinced that I needed to share it. The showgirls,
whom I never met in person but counseled over the phone, were enthusiastic with their
results. Thus, the Las Vegas Showgirl Diet was born.
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CATASTROPHE STRIKES

Shortly after I began putting my diet plan on paper, my fiance was diagnosed with lung
cancer. In between his surgeries, treatments and our numerous visits to clinics, he
encouraged me to continue writing. I wrote while I stayed with him in his hospital room.
I wrote while I sat next to him during his chemo treatments, and I researched while he
slept. During most of this time, which spanned eighteen months, I also spent hundreds of
hours researching alternative cancer treatments for his illness.

It had taken me so long to finally find my soul mate, I could not let him die.

He patiently accepted my health shakes, vitamin regimen and other protocols that I felt
would help him. He felt better, despite some of the side effects of his treatment. I
attributed this to the program I had him on.

During his illness, I ceased most of my physical activity. I had no time to think of
myself, and eventually had to put my book on hold, as my fiance’s health issues were of
primary importance and now needed all my time and attention. We did manage to
continue our walks, albeit short ones. That was the most exercise | was getting. I was
not taking adequate care of myself, but it did not concern me. I was his caregiver and
wanted to spend every moment with him tending to his needs. True love for another,
whether it be for a human or a pet, requires doing all you can to ensure they are well and

happy.

I knew I was not looking well and several friends commented that I needed to look after
myself. I was not eating enough of the right foods or sometimes not at all. I tried to get
back on course, as I realized that I would not be as effective a caregiver if I were not well
myself.

Throughout this difficult time, we experienced unforgettable moments of human kindness
and the beauty that exists in life. A nurse we befriended at the oncologist’s office invited
us to attend a B-52 outdoor concert held at one of the hotels; and a new friend, working at
the Venetian Hotel-Casino, was instrumental in obtaining complimentary tickets for us to
see a production of The Phantom of the Opera.

Volunteers who owned small aircraft offered to fly us to the Scripps Clinic in La Jolla,
California for treatment. This was a special treat for my fiance, who had always wanted
to fly in a small plane. He was like a kid in a candy store and loved every moment, while
I was scared speechless from the turbulence. During our many trips to the Scripps
Clinic, we were able to experience the beauty of the nearby ocean and take in the
surrounding sights. There was much to appreciate and it all helped us while we endured
the biggest struggle of our lives.
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As Christmas approached, I found that I could not get into the spirit. I was fearful of
what the next few months might bring. My fiance, however, was insistent that we put up
a tree and decorate, no matter how physically and emotionally exhausted we both were at
the time. So we put up our tree.

Shortly after the last ornament was hung, we were invited over to our neighbors’ for a
casual dinner. They thoughtfully made simple fare that my fiance could tolerate, as he
had been experiencing nausea from the chemo treatments. After dinner, they let loose
their two Chihuahuas from an upstairs bedroom. Following them with the same energetic
frenzy, was a Yorkshire Terrier puppy, who bounded into the room and proceeded to
bounce off every piece of furniture. Tiny dogs were flying all over the place, but they
eventually calmed down. We discovered that the Yorkie now belonged to us, as she was
a gift from our neighbors. While it was love at first sight for my fiance, I had mixed
emotions. I had never owned a dog and I was reluctant to take on the financial and time
commitments that a dog requires. Our lifestyle was not particularly suited to owning a
dog as we were always on the go when life was normal for us. However, things were
different now, and I would do whatever it took to contribute to my fiance’s recovery.
Even if it meant cleaning up dog poo.

The new addition to our family quickly became a little nurse and kept my fiance busy and
occupied. She was easy to love and she knew it.

Over the ensuing months, my fiance’s health deteriorated further. He could not go as far
on our walks without experiencing shortness of breath or sheer exhaustion. He slept
more often during the day. I realized that our situation had forced us to put off planning
our wedding and mentioned it to him. He was reluctant to get married, as he wanted to
protect me against any outstanding medical debts that he might incur. I suggested that we
have a religious ceremony rather than a legal one. It was important to me, even though
we already felt married in our hearts and in the eyes of God. Much as I would have
preferred to hold a reception, it was not possible under the circumstances. I was happy
with the ceremony and surmised that we could have a reception later on after he was
cured.

Both of us were optimists and did not accept the possibility of defeat. I believe this
attitude was what had carried us through each of our respective life’s struggles, afforded
us some measure of success over our obstacles and brought us this far together.

Only a caregiver understands the true feeling of being in “limbo” as you care for a loved
one who is ill with a life-threatening condition. You cannot go forward with your life
and you do not have any idea what the outcome will be. You pray that life will once
again go back to normal or that you will wake up to discover that you were having a bad
dream and none of what you have been going through was real.

Eighteen months after his diagnosis, I lost the love of my life. I felt that a part of me had

died that day as well. In my heart, he had taken all of our dreams and hopes for the future
with him, when he succumbed to his illness. My heart hurt, my life was empty, and I
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could not eat. I found myself visiting his grave every day, either by myself or with our
dog. I walked around in a daze most of the time, incapable of fully accepting my loss.

I grieved for a year, not being able to work, and living off our earnings from our last real
estate project. As I faced each day alone, my thoughts would turn to what I had lost. It
felt as though I was dead inside and was merely waiting for the rest of me to catch up.

I hoped it would be soon.
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SAILING TOWARDS THE HORIZON

I attributed my healing process to the care and support of good friends. Though my heart
would always grieve my loss, I decided to honor my beloved husband’s memory by using
what I learned from him and applying it to my life. In that way, I could keep him with
me always and work towards the realization of our mutual dreams in my own small way.

I eventually paid more attention to my health and began to eat wholesome foods again. 1
continued the walks with our dog, missing my husband’s presence the entire time. I
joined a gym with friends and attempted to continue with my life. I realized that I was
once again in a boat heading out towards the horizon, not knowing what I would find.
This time, [ was more interested in leaving behind something for others to find.

I decided to complete my book, in honor of my husband, who believed in the importance
of sharing what we know if it helps someone else. Though he once told me, after seeing
my “fat” pictures, that he would have loved me either way, he urged me to not allow my
past experiences to have been in vane. He felt it important that I reach out to help others
who might benefit from all that I went through and all that I learned.

Presently, I am devoting my time to several pursuits. I have decided to provide coaching,
along with my book, for those who need extra help and support. Life is going to throw
many things our way and there are no guarantees. Our dreams might be circumvented,
our health might suffer, jobs and loved ones will be lost. However, if we resort to food
for solace, we will create one more problem for ourselves. It’s not worth it. Feeling
good about ourselves will help us face our crises, continue to go after our dreams or new
jobs, take better care of ourselves and be there for our loved ones. It may not comfort us
in times of loss, but at least, it won’t add to our misery.

I have additionally become an advocate for animal rights and welfare issues. Thus, as of
this writing, I no longer eat meat. However, I have not altered the diet plan and have
included recipes that contain meat. I have replaced my own diet with alternative sources
of protein, such as tofu, soy products, whey protein shakes and nuts. Consequently, I
have found that it is even easier to maintain my weight, health and conscience by
following a vegetarian version of my plan. It is important to be aware that animals are
injected with growth hormones, among other drugs. We eventually consume what they
have ingested. 1 DO implore my readers to become more aware and educated as to the
plight of animals everywhere, from the factory farms, laboratories, and pet shop suppliers
to the fur trades and fashion industry. Animals, by the millions, are literally suffering to
death. For more information, there are excellent organizations, such as Peta and The
Humane Society. Please refer to the resources listed at the end of my book.
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LVSD INITIAL STAGE FOR QUICK WEIGHT LOSS AND
ELIMINATION O F CRAVINGS

The purpose of Stage lis to curb cravings and induce an initial quick weight loss
to get you started. This stage is by no meansintended for long termadherence.

You are permitted eggs, lean meats, chicken, turkey and seafood, prepared with
little or no fat. * Additionally, you may have cottage cheese and other cheeses
made with skimmilk, and up to one protein shake per day.* You may have a cup
of salad per day, with olive oil and vinegar. Drink no less than eight glasses of
water per day, preferably spread throughout the day. Coffee and tea are
permitted, with artificial sweetener. *See GSpecial Message FromAuthorO
section.

Eat as much as you need to feel satisfied. Don®overdo on the cheese.
Have at least three meals per day, preferably six.
Take a multi-vitamin once a day.

Followthis regimen for up to three weeks; then proceed to the Lifestyle Eating
Stage, whereby you will continue to lose more slowly and adapt to a healthy
eating plan which will help you maintain your weight and good health for the rest
of your life.

If you have alot of weight to lose, you may periodically go back to the Initial
Stage for a couple of weeks at a time, to break a plateau or to keep you going.

Throughout both stages of the LVSD, it isimportant that you adopt some form
of physical activity, whether it be dancing, walking, working out, etc. Thisis
meant to keep you lean and healthy; and to clear the cobwebs, so to speak. Any
formof physical activity makes you feel better in your skin and serves as a
psychological thigh.O
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Now, onto Stagelll. . .

LIFESTYLE EATING STAGE FORCONTINUED WEIGHT LOSS AND
MAINT ENANCE

In Stage I, you may add vegetables and fruits, whole grains (such as oatmeal,
brown rice, whole wheat bread, etc.)

Remember to continue eating several small meals per day and include some form
of protein with each meal (Very Inportant).

Continue drinking your eight glasses of water.

Stay away frompreserved and processed foods, junk foods, and those foods
which include large amounts of white flour, sugar and hydrogenated/ trans-fats.
These are poison to your system, not only froma weight control standpoint but
fromone of health aswell. Being thin is pointless if you®e sickly. Maintain your
health as well as your ideal weight so that you may enjoy your newthinner self.

Onweekends, you may have a favorite food at any O NE meal both on Saturday
and Sunday. This can be pizza, ice cream, cake. . .whatever you have missed. Do
NOT go beyond the one meal each day where you include thisfood. Since you
knowyou will indulge every single weekend, don®go crazy. Be reasonable with
the amount you ingest. It will still be available to you the following weekend.
Before you indulge, you must eat a portion of protein (cube of cheese, piece of
chicken, hard-boiled egg, etc.).

Inthis stage, it is essential that you include healthy fats such as olive oll, flaxseed
oil,

avocados, and some butter (provided your health practitioner approves). A
detailed list of acceptable foods and those to avoid is included at the end of this
plan.

Continue your physical activity program. It is advisable that you be active at
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least three times per week or more, if possible. If you choose to walk, it is best if
you can include a half- hour of walking everyday or at least five times per week.

By following the initial and lifestyle stages of the LVSD, you will attain your goal
of reaching and maintaining an ideal weight and good health. You will feel good,
look good and be free of the dieting roller coaster. The LVSD works if you
followit.

It is relatively quick and helps you to build the momentumyou need to keep
going.

If you slip, you simply go back to the Initial Stage and followit all the way through
to the Lifestyle Stage, whereby you will be back on track.

Among the daily supplements that | took, which are optional but helpful, were a
multiple vitamin, a triple omega capsule (fish, flax and borage oils), vitamn C
1000 time release, calcium (1200 mg), vitamin E (400 iu), and vitamin B- 2 (500
mcg).

If you are prone to seasonal affective disorder and tend to crave more food in
the winter, I found that 5-htp helps (50 - D0 mg).

Many Las Vegas showgirls have followed this plan to maintain their fabulous
physiques, without sacrificing their health. You cando it, too!

Remember, life is meant to be lived to the utmost of our capabilities and potential.
There is awhole world out there for you to explore. Do not allowyourself to be
limted by weight or health issues. Take care of the only body you have, so that it
may take care of you!

Become aware of any emotional issues that you may have so that you canfind a
resolution. If you have any eating disorders, awareness is the first step to
overcoming them. Seek qualified help, if necessary. Become conscious of your
life situation and change what you do not like about it. You can do it!

The following lists the permissible foods, at a quick glance, for each stage. This
is for your convenience; it is suggested that you make several copies for your
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kitchen, work area, and one to take to the grocery store with you. . .
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Acceptable Foods for Stage |

Chicken, turkey, lean meats, seafood; whey protein powder w/ skimmilk;*
Leafy salad with olive oil & vinegar;

Cottage cheese and low-fat cheeses, eggs;

De-caffeinated coffee & tea, water

Acceptable Foods for Stage l:

Allabove foods in Stage |, with the addition of . . .
Whole grains, such as brown rice, oatmeal, whole grain bread & cereals;
Seeds, nuts, lentils;

Soy products;

Fruits;

Vegetables;

Regular cheeses and plain yogurt; creamcheese
Avocados;

Butter; flaxseed ol

Mineral water, unsweetened fruit juice; wine

Foodsto Avoid:

Sugar, syrups;

Soft drinks, diet pop; hard liquor

Pastry, cookies, candy, cake, pie, donuts;

Ice cream,

Breakfast cereals, except for high-fiber, low- sugar;
White flour;

Fast foods, fried foods; anything high in fat, sugar, or salt;
High-fat high- sodiumsnacks (corn chips, potato chips);
Processed foods;

Margarine, hydrogenated fats, lard;

Fatty cuts of beef or pork, smoked ham;

Sausage, hot dogs; cold cuts

*See (Bpecial Message From AuthorOsection.

33



TIP: Shopping around the perimeter of your supermarket ensures that you will
find the right foods (fresh produce, foods with a short shelf life, meats, dairy,
etc.).

If you do not purchase your fruits and vegetables froman organic grocer, place
the produce (before preparing or eating) in the sink; fill with water and one
fourth cup of vinegar. Leave the produceinthisrinse for five minutes; rinse with
plain water and pat dry. This process will help elimnate any pesticides or harmful
sprays.

SUGGESTED MENUS FORSTAGE Il

Breakfast

Cheese omelet;

Fresh fruit salad;

Whole grain toast with small pat of butter;
Coffee or tea

Oatmeal;

Hardboiled egg;
Banana or other fruit;
Coffeeor tea

Cottage cheese;

Orange;

Whole wheat bagel with creamcheese or butter;
Coffee or tea

Scrambled eggs;

Fresh fruit salad

Whole grain toast with small pat of butter;
Fruit juice

Whole grain toast or bagel with peanut butter;
Whey protein shake
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Lunch or Dinner

Minestrone soup;

Chicken breast, grilled or baked;

Vegetables;

Baked potato or whole wheat roll with small pat of butter;
Water, fruit juice, coffee, tea, or wine

Mixed salad with olive oil and vinegar;
Broiled fish;

Vegetable;

Rice or baked potato;

Water, fruit juice, coffee, tea, or wine

Mixed salad with olive oil and vinegar;
Pork chops; Vegetable;

Roast potatoes;

Water, fruit juice, coffee, tea, or wine

Roast beef or steak;

Vegetable;

Baked potato or whole wheat roll with small pat of butter;
Water, fruit juice, coffee, tea, or wine

Turkey breast sandwich made with lettuce, tomato, a little mayo, and whole wheat
bread;

Mixed salad with olive oil and vinegar;

Water, fruit juice, coffee, tea, or wine

Desserts/ snacks
Fruit; yogurt; nuts; cheese; whole grain cereal with 2% milk
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ADDITIONAL NOTES

It isimportant that | remind you, here, that any food that contains excessive
amounts of salt or sugar (especially packaged, preserved and fast foods) will
induce cravings. Additionally, these foods cause inflammation in the body which
greatly contributes to the aging process.

By avoiding these types of foods, you will do yourself afavor and make it much
easier to adhere to a healthy eating plan. You won®miss it if you don®crave it.

Should you encounter those momentary twinges of wanting to eat something to
help abate any physical or emotional hunger pains, | recommend any of the

following (but not all at the same time!):

Lightly steamfrozen Italian green beans, spritzwith olive oil cooking spray, and
lightly sprinkle with sea salt;

Have a one-ounce cube of Mozzarella cheese and a cup of tea;
Try abowl of plain oatmeal with artificial sweetener;
Eat a piece of fruit (apple, orange, peach, strawberries);

Make a banana shake: blend one cup of low-fat milk, afrozen banana, cup of
ice cubes, and one packet of artificial sweetener until frothy;

Have a cup of Greek yogurt (currently several brands can be found at most
supermarkets or organic grocery stores). Thisis a thick and very filling yogurt.
Try it with cut-up fruit mixed in;

Heat up a bowl of soup, preferably home- made without excess salt or a cream

36



base; get creative and find what works for you, whether it be raw veggies, a low-
fat latte, bow of Fiber O ne cereal with low-fat milk, or other healthy alternative
to a harmful snack food.

This is alearning process, where you are respecting your body and finding what
works for you.

It would also help for you to find non-food alternatives for those times when you
knowyou are not really hungry. Get out and take awalk. Volunteer with an
organization or a cause you believe in. Learn something new. Give of yourself,
and you will get back much more than you have given. Contact your coach or a
friend for inspiration and motivation. Above all, do NOT feel like a failure and
succumb to self-blame, guilt, and a full-blown binge if you slip and eat something
you shouldn®. It happens. Get over it and remind yourself that you are still in
the process of losing weight. You are getting closer to self-discovery and a new
body and life. Each step is taking you there. Thereis not one person who sticks
to a specific eating plan perfectly and doesn® occasionally waver fromit. The
key word is ccasionally.O

| stumbled many times, before learning the process; | stumbled afterwards, as
well.

| have made it easier for you by giving you a way to reach your goal, without
having to waste precious years trying different diets that might not work for you.
I hope that you will use my experience and knowledge to save yourself time and
anguish.
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SPECIAL MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR

| have purposely refrained fromincluding calorie counts or portion sizes in my
menus.

If you are reading this book, you have most likely had experience with dieting in
the past and are familiar with calorie counting and food measuring. | want to get
you away fromobsessing over these. If you followthe suggestions outlined in
this book, you will be able to ascertain how much you need to feel full. Pay
attention to your body.

If you are hungry between meals, have a small snack. If you are on the verge of a
binge, eat a protein food and try to wait awhile. You might find that your
perspective changes in the meantime.

For those of you who absolutely need to knowhow much constitutes a portion
size, the standard measure is 4 ounces of cooked meat, 6 to 8 ounces of cooked
fish or poultry; for vegetables, it@ about 2 cups of salad, and 1cup of cooked
veggies. Starches include one cup of rice, oatmeal, or cereal; one roll or small
potato, two pieces of bread. Fats are 1tablespoon (butter, oil or peanut butter),
or lounce (for cheese). Dairy is generally one cup (yogurt). Fruit is one piece
per portion.

Eat whenyou are hungry. Stop whenyou feel confortably full. Experiment until
you find what works for your body.

Iwill tell you a secret that | believe helped propel me once | consistently
incorporated it into my daily life. . .visualization. Once | got past my emotional
attachment to food and began to earnestly eat right, | also spent time every
single day picturing myself at my ideal weight. | envisioned the image so strongly,
that I almost felt that | was at that weight. | believe this helped carry me to my
goal almost effortlessly. There have been many studies conducted on the power
of visualizing your desires and goals. |wholeheartedly support this concept and
attribute much of my successto it. | have included information in the reference
section for anyone wishing to learn more about the practice of bringing about
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what you desire, as it can be used in all areas of life.

*For those of you who are vegetarians or who are considering it, you may replace
meat, meat byproducts, fowl and seafood with nonmeat alternatives. There are
many excellent products at grocery stores. Additionally, you can request that
your local grocer offer more selections. If you wish to eat eggs, please consider
those fromnoncaged chickens. | have found that a vegetarian version of this
plan not only promotes easier, more permanent weight maintenance and better
health, but also a higher resistance to disease. Infact, we are better off without
animal products.

Although the original version of my diet was created many years ago, | have since
found that eliminating meat and poultry contributed to better results.
Additionally,

eating meat causes untold violence, misery and suffering for animals. We can
either choose to support this or help stop it by the choices we make.

| strongly encourage my readers to consider living compassionately and to take a
stand for those who have no voice or protection. By reducing or elimnating your
consumption of animals and their by products, you will greatly help to alleviate
the amount of intense suffering and brutal slaughter of factory farmanimals.

lurge you to please become more aware of the gruesome realities of factory
farms by going online and viewing QVieet Your Meat,Qor obtaining information
fromPeta, The Humane Society and The Humane Farming Association.

This book is about confronting life and making positive changes for yourself and

your place inthe world. Use your power to radiate positive changes that will also
impact others.
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RECIPES

Spinach-Feta Frittata

2 tbsp. olive oil

% cup chopped onion

Salt and pepper

1 % cups drained, chopped spinach
4 -5 eggs

Y cup crumbled feta

In large, nonstick skillet, heat the olive oil over medium-high heat.

Add onion, salt and pepper and saute until soft, about 5 minutes. Add the spinach and
lower the heat.

Meanwhile, beat the eggs and season with salt and pepper.

Pour eggs over the spinach-onion mixture and sprinkle with feta cheese on top. Cook
until the eggs are barely set.

Makes 4 servings.

Grilled Shrimp

1 large garlic clove 2 tsp. lemon juice

1 tbsp. coarse salt 2 lbs. large shrimp, peeled

1 tsp. paprika and deveined

Y5 tsp. cayenne pepper 8 wedges lemon, for garnish

2 tbsp. olive oil
Preheat grill for medium heat. In small bowl, crush garlic with the salt and mix in
paprika and pepper, stirring in olive oil and lemon juice to form a paste. In large bowl,

toss the shrimp with garlic paste until evenly coated.

Lightly oil grill grate. Cook shrimp for 2 to 3 minutes per side, or until opaque. Place on
serving dish and garnish with lemon wedges.

Makes 4 servings
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Roast Chicken

1 3-1b. chicken

2 - 3 thin-skinned lemons
1 large garlic clove

1 tbsp. coarse (sea) salt

1 cup water

Preheat oven to 400 degrees. Remove giblets and excess fat from cavity of chicken.

Roll the lemons to soften them. Then pierce each lemon with a skewer in about 20
places. Peel the garlic and put it through a garlic press.

In a small bowl, mash the garlic together with the salt. When you have a paste, smear
half of it inside the chicken’s cavity. Then put in the lemons, if you can fit all of them in.

You may truss the chicken at this point, but it is not necessary.

Rub the rest of the garlic paste all over the outside of the chicken. Then put the chicken
on a rack and place the rack in a roasting pan. Pour the water into the bottom of the pan.

Bake chicken for one hour, until done. You do not need to baste, nor remove the lemons
from the cavity when serving. Serve the chicken with pan juices.

Makes 4 servings.

Lamb Chops

5 - 6 shoulder lamb chops Salt and pepper

2 medium onions, sliced 1 1-1b. can plum tomatoes
Oregano New potatoes

Place lamb chops in baking pan and add onions, oregano, salt and pepper, and tomatoes.
Bake in moderate 350-degree oven for about 1 hour, turning chops once. Add small
peeled new potatoes and bake 30 minutes longer or until potatoes are cooked, adding a
little water if necessary.

Makes 4 servings.
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Beef Shish Kebab

1 Ib. beef cut 1 -2 bay leaves

1 cup olive oil Tomatoes, quartered

1/3 cup lemon juice Onions, quartered and separated
Y% cup wine Green peppers, cut in 1 squares
Salt and pepper Mushroom caps

Oregano

1 - 2 garlic cloves, chopped

Cut beef into 1-to-2-inch cubes. Combine olive oil, lemon juice, and wine and pour over
the meat to marinade. Sprinkle with salt and pepper, oregano, and garlic. Add 1 or 2 bay
leaves and place quartered tomatoes and onion pieces on top of meat. Weight down with
a heavy plate, cover, and refrigerate overnight.

Skewer the meat, alternating with tomatoes, onions, green peppers, and mushroom caps.
Cook skewers over charcoal (or in oven broiler), basting and turning occasionally, for

about 20 - 25 minutes or until cooked to taste.

Makes 4 - 6 servings.

Baked Fish

2 Ibs. halibut, cod, haddock, or tilapia fillets (fresh or thawed)

Salt and pepper 20 salted butter crackers, finely ground
Oregano Butter

% cup olive oil 2 large onions, slice into rings

3 fresh tomatoes, sliced Lemon slices

1 cup parsley, chopped 1 cup water

1 garlic clove, finely minced

Place fish in greased baking pan and sprinkle with salt and pepper, oregano, and olive oil.
Add tomato slices, parsley, and garlic. Top with cracker crumbs, dot with butter, and
decorate with onion rings and lemon slices. Add water. Bake at 350 degrees for 45

minutes.

Makes 6 servings.
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Pork Roast

4 tbsp. all-purpose flour, divided 1 celery rib, chopped
1 tsp. each salt and pepper 2 1/3 cups cold water, divided
1 bay leaf, finely crushed 1/3 cup packed brown sugar

1 bone-in pork loin roast (4 - 5 lbs.)
2 each medium carrots and onions, chopped

Combine 2 tbsp. flour, salt, pepper, bay leaf and thyme; rub over entire roast. Place roast
with fat side up on a rack in a large shallow roasting pan. Arrange vegetables around
roast. Pour 2 cups cold water into pan.

Bake, uncovered, at 325 for 1 4 hours, basting with pan juices every 30 minutes.

Sprinkle with brown sugar. Bake 30 minutes longer or until a meat thermometer reads
160 degrees.

Remove meat to a serving platter and keep warm. Strain pan drippings into a 2 cup
measuring cup. Add water to the broth to measure 1 2/3 cups; skim fat. Discard
vegetables.

Return drippings to pan. Combine remaining flour and cold water until smooth.
Gradually stir into drippings. Bring to a boil; cook and stir for 2 minutes or until

thickened. Serve with roast.

Makes 10 to 12 servings.

Garlic Beef and Vegetable Stir-Fry

2 tsp. cornstarch 1 2 Ibs. boneless beef sirloin steak, cut into

1 cup water Ya-inch strips

2 tbsp. soy sauce 3 cups assorted vegetables such as broccoli,

1 tbsp. garlic and bell pepper sweet red pepper strips and snow peas
seasoning blend Hot cooked brown rice, optional

Y2 tsp. ground ginger

1 tbsp. oil

Mix cornstarch, water, soy sauce, seasoning blend and ginger in small bowl until smooth;
set aside. Heat oil in large nonstick skillet over medium-high heat. Add beef; cook and
stir 5 minutes or until no longer pink. Remove beef from skillet. Add vegetables; cook
and stir 3 minutes.

44



Return beef to skillet. Stir the soy sauce mixture and add to skillet. Stirring constantly,
Bring to a boil over medium heat and boil for 1 minute. Serve over hot cooked rice if
desired.

Makes 6 servings.

Greek Salad
A traditional Greek salad consists of greens (lettuce, romaine, endive, escarole, etc.),
chopped or torn into bite-sized pieces, wedges of tomato, slices of cucumber, green

pepper, sliced onions, radishes, chopped parsley, black olives, and feta cheese.

Rub a large wooden bowl with garlic. Place all ingredients inside and toss with dressing.
Sprinkle with oregano and dried or fresh mint leaves.

Dressing: Mix 1 part lemon juice or wine vinegar with 3 parts olive oil, and salt and
pepper.

Serve with pita bread.

Roasted Potatoes

3 Ibs. large red potatoes, cut into wedges

2 tbsp. olive oil

1 tsp. each of garlic salt and cracked black pepper
2 sprigs of fresh rosemary, separated into leaves
Lemon juice

Heat oven to 350 degrees. In roasting pan, combine all ingredients; toss to coat. Roast 1
1 2 hours, turning occasionally, or until tender.

When done, sprinkle with lemon juice.

Makes 10 servings.
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Roasted Vegetables

4 cups chopped vegetables (eggplant, peppers, squash, zucchini, onions, cauliflower)
2 tbsp. olive oil
Salt and pepper 2 cup pine nuts or broken walnut pieces

Toss vegetables with oil and salt and pepper; spread on cookie sheet and place in a 400
degree oven for 30 minutes. Flip vegetables halfway through. Add pine nuts or walnuts
during last 10 - 15 minutes. Optional: add crumbled feta cheese to warm mixture after
removing from oven.

Makes 4 servings.

Eggplant Ragout

2 medium eggplants, halved 1 15-0z. can diced tomatoes, drained

2 tbsp. salt 1 15-0z. can chickpeas, rinsed and drained
2 tbsp. olive oil 1 tsp. sugar

1 large onion, chopped Y cup chopped parsley

2 garlic cloves, minced Black pepper

Scoop out center and seeds of eggplant halves. Cut into %4 dice. Toss with salt in bowl
and let stand 30 minutes. Drain, rinse well, and pat dry.

Heat olive oil in large saucepan over medium heat. Add onion, and saute 5 minutes, or
until softened. Add garlic, and cook 1 minute more. Stir in tomatoes, chickpeas, and
eggplant. Reduce heat to medium-low, and cook 15 minutes, or until eggplant is tender
but not mushy. Stir in sugar and cook 2 minutes more. Fold in parsley and season with
black pepper.

Makes 6 servings.
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Asparagus-Ricotta Tart

Filling: Crust:

1 Ib. asparagus, cut into 1” lengths Olive oil cooking spray

1 large egg 1/3 cup fine breadcrumbs, divided

1 15-0z. container low-fat ricotta 14 (13 x 9”) sheets phyllo dough, thawed
2/3 cup chopped green onions 1 tbsp. sesame seeds

1/3 cup chopped fresh basil

Y cup grated Parmesan cheese
1 tbsp. grated lemon zest

2 cloves garlic, minced

¥4 tsp. salt

Y4 tsp. ground black pepper

Preheat oven to 400 degrees. Cook asparagus in boiling salted water 25 - 30 seconds.
Drain and run under cold water until cooled.

Whisk together egg and ricotta in medium bowl. Stir in green onions, basil, Parmesan,
lemon zest, garlic, salt, pepper, and asparagus.

To make crust: Coat 11- or 12-inch tart pan with cooking spray. Sprinkle with
breadcrumbs. Lay 1 sheet phyllo on work surface. Spray with cooking spray and
sprinkle lightly with breadcrumbs. Repeat with 6 more phyllo sheets, placing each sheet
at 45 degree angle to the previous one to form a rough circle. Lift phyllo stack into
prepared tart pan, letting excess hang over sides. Gently press into pan. Spread ricotta
filling in crust. Cover with plastic wrap while preparing top crust.

Spray and stack remaining 7 phyllo sheets in same manner as bottom crust. Spray top
sheet with cooking spray, but do not sprinkle with breadcrumbs. Set stack on top of
filling and press edges to seal. With scissors, trim edges, leaving 1-inch overhang. Roll
edges over to form rim. Spray with cooking spray. Cut several slits in crust for steam
vents. Sprinkle with sesame seeds.

Set tart pan on baking sheet, and bake 25 to 35 minutes, or until golden and crisp. Cool
10 minutes before serving.

Makes 6 servings.
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Sesame Slaw

2 cups shredded green cabbage
Y cup shredded red cabbage
1/3 cup chopped green pepper
1 tbsp. chopped onion

Y4 cup cider vinegar

3 tbsp. artificial sweetener
1 tsp. sesame seeds, toasted
Ya tsp. salt

In a small bowl, combine the cabbage, pepper and onion. Combine the vinegar,
sweetener, sesame seeds and salt; pour over cabbage mixture and toss to coat. Cover and

refrigerate until serving.

Makes 4 servings.

Quick Vegetable Soup

1 tbsp. olive oil

Y cup each chopped onion, celery
and bell pepper

1 cup shredded carrots

1 cup small broccoli or cauliflower
florets

1 cup sliced mushrooms

1 2 cups water

4 cups low-sodium chicken broth

Y tsp. dried basil

Y4 tsp. each minced garlic and
ground black pepper

1 low-salt vegetable bouillon cube,
broken

1 cup baby spinach leaves

Heat oil in Dutch oven over medium heat. Add onion, celery and bell pepper; cook and
stir 2 minutes. Add carrots, broccoli and mushrooms. Cook and stir 5 minutes.

Stir in 1 % cups water, chicken broth, basil, garlic, black pepper and bouillon cube. Bring
to boiling. Reduce heat; cover and simmer 5 minutes to blend flavors. Stir in spinach to

wilt.
Serve immediately.

Makes 6 servings.
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Parmesan Cauliflower

Olive oil spray % 1g. head cauliflower,
2/3 cup freshly grated Parmesan cheese broken into pieces

%2 tsp. ground cumin 2 eggs, beaten

1/8 tsp. cayenne pepper 1 lemon, cut into wedges
Salt and black pepper

Preheat oven to 450 degrees. Spray a cookie sheet with olive oil.

In a shallow dish, combine cheese, cumin, cayenne, salt and pepper. Dredge cauliflower
in egg, then in cheese mix. Place on cookie sheet; spray with olive oil. Bake 15 minutes.

Remove to plate and serve with lemon.

Makes 4 servings.

Spinach and Rice

2 lg. onions, chopped About 1 cup water

% cup olive oil Salt and pepper

1 tsp. tomato paste 2 sprigs fresh mint (optional)
1 Ib. spinach or 2 packages Y2 cup raw brown rice

frozen spinach
Saute onions in oil until soft. Add tomato paste and spinach and stir. Add water to cover
and bring to a boil. Add seasonings. Sprinkle rice on top. Do not stir. Cover and

simmer until rice is cooked.

Makes 4 - 6 servings.
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Berry Fruit Cups

%, cup boiling water Y% cup cold water
1 3.4-0z. package strawberry-banana 1 cup pureed strawberries

flavor sugar-free gelatin %, cup thawed, sugar-free whipped topping
Ice cubes

Stir boiling water into dry gelatin mix in medium bowl until completely dissolved. Add
enough ice cubes to cold water to measure 1 % cups. Add to gelatin; stir until slightly
thickened. Remove any unmelted ice. Refrigerate 10 minutes or until slightly thickened.

Add strawberries and stir. Pour into 6 dessert dishes.

Refrigerate 2 hours or until firm. Add a dollop of whipped topping to each before
serving.

Makes 6 servings.

Tropical Cheesecake

3 - 4 tbsp. crushed graham crackers 8 oz. fat-free cream cheese
2/3 cup boiling water 2 cups thawed sugar-free whipped topping
1 3.4-0z. package orange flavor Y cup chopped fresh pineapple

sugar-free gelatin 1 medium kiwi, peeled and sliced

1 cup low-fat cottage cheese

Sprinkle crumbs onto bottom of 9” pie plate sprayed with cooking spray.

Stir boiling water into gelatin in large bowl until completely dissolved. Cool 5 minutes.
Pour into blender container. Add cheeses, cover and blend on medium speed until well
blended, occasionally scraping down side of blender container. Pour into large bowl.
Add whipped topping and stir until well blended. Pour into prepared pan, smoothing top
with spatula.

Refrigerate 4 hours or until set. Top with fruit just before serving.

Makes 8 servings.
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Light Banana Cake

1 2 cups self-rising cake flour Frosting: 8 oz. light cream cheese at
% tsp. ground cinnamon room temperature

Y tsp. salt 2 tbsp. Splenda sugar blend for baking
2 medium-size ripe bananas 1 tbsp. unsalted butter, softened

1 large egg 1/3 cup chopped walnuts

2 large egg whites

Y cup Splenda sugar blend for baking
Ya cup packed light-brown sugar

Y4 cup canola oil

Heat oven to 350 degrees. Coat a 9” round cake pan with nonstick cooking spray.
In a medium bowl, whisk together flour, cinnamon and salt. In a large bowl, mash
bananas until smooth. Beat in egg, egg whites, Splenda, brown sugar and oil, about 2

minutes. Stir in the flour mixture just until blended.

Transfer batter to prepared pan. Bake at 350 for 25 to 30 minutes, or til center springs
back when pressed.

Cool cake in pan on wire rack for about 5 minutes. Invert cake onto rack and cool
completely.

In a medium bowl, beat together light cream cheese, Splenda, and butter until smooth.
Refrigerate until ready to frost.

When cake has cooled, invert cake right side up onto stand or plate. Spread frosting only
over top of cake and sprinkle with walnuts.

Makes 12 servings.

Fruit Salad

1 cup flaked coconut

1 cup miniature marshmallows
1 cup drained mandarin oranges
1 cup drained pineapple tidbits
1 cup light sour cream

Combine all ingredients in a medium bowl. Cover, and chill for approximately 8 hours.

Makes 10 - 12 servings.
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Citrus Mold

1 % cups boiling water 1 can (11 oz.) mandarin orange segments,
1 6-o0z. package sugar-free orange gelatin drained
2 cups cold club soda 1 cup sliced strawberries

Stir boiling water into dry gelatin mix in large bowl until completely dissolved. Stir in
club soda. Refrigerate 1 '4 hours or until thickened.

Stir in oranges and strawberries. Pour into 6-cup mold sprayed with cooking spray.
Refrigerate 4 hours or until firm. Unmold.

Makes 12 servings.

Mousse De-light

1 3.4-0z. package sugar-free pudding, any flavor
1 cup cold low-fat milk
1 cup thawed, sugar-free whipped topping

Pour milk into medium bowl and add dry pudding. Beat with wire whisk until well
blended. Stir in whipped topping.

Spoon into 4 dessert dishes and refrigerate until ready to serve.

Makes 4 servings.

Baked Sweet Potato Chips

2 medium sweet potatoes, scrubbed and sliced 1/8 inch thick
1 tbsp. olive oil
Y2 tsp. sea salt

Preheat oven to 400 degrees, with racks in center and lower positions. Divide sweet
potatoes between 2 rimmed baking sheets. Drizzle with oil, toss, and spread in a single
layer on sheets. Bake, flipping once until edges are crisp, about 23 minutes. Sprinkle
with salt.

Makes 4 servings.
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SUGGESTED READING AND WEBSITES

BOOKS

Dyer, Wayne. Manifesting Your Destiny. New York: Harper-Collins, 1997.

Dyer, Wayne. The Power of Intention: Learning to Co-Create Your World Your Way.
Carlsbad, CA: Hay House, 2004.

Ferguson, Bill. Heal the Hurt That Sabotages Your Life. Houston, TX: Return to the
Heart, 2004.

Truman, Karol. Feelings Buried Alive Never Die. Olymbus, UT: 1991

Vitale, Joe. The Attractor Factor. Hoboken, NJ: 2005.

WEBSITES

www.attackanxiety.com (information, books and self-help tapes addressing stress,
anxiety, panic attacks, excessive worry, obsessive-compulsive disorder)
www.goveg.com (information about the merits and how-to’s of going vegetarian)
www.Peta.org (video footage and investigational reports exposing animal cruelty)
www.pcrm.org (nutritional tips for vegans and vegetarians)
www.humanesociety.org (information regarding animals issue and welfare)
www.humanesociety.org/farm (video footage and articles)
www.mercyforanimals.org (information and articles)
Also browse “farm to fridge video” for the graphic reality of what occurs on factory
farms.
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