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			FOREWORD

			I’m so thankful Robin asked me to write the introduction to Vegucation, because helping spread the word about the benefits of a vegan lifestyle is one of my great passions in life.

			I made the decision to stop eating meat about fifteen years ago. Along with my yoga and meditation practices, I’ve found that adopting a vegan diet has not only drastically improved my health, but also has improved my relationship with the world. These practices helped me eliminate the neediness that, in retrospect, was the cause of so much unnecessary suffering in my life. And there was nothing that I thought I “needed” more, back in the day, than a fresh piece of meat on my plate.

			Man, I used to eat so much meat growing up. Beef ribs, pork loins, turkey wings, chicken thighs, and oxtails, you name it. I probably would have gobbled up an elephant’s ass if someone had deep-fried it and served it to me.

			Thankfully, I woke up and became conscious of the harm that my diet was wracking on both myself and the world. Just like Robin woke up and hopefully you’ll wake up too if you’re still eating meat after reading this book.

			I use the term “wake up” because I believe that eating meat actually represents an unconscious behavior. We all know in our hearts that eating meat is wrong—bad for what it does to our bodies and terrible for the suffering it creates for the animals that are killed on our behalf. Yet often until we get a wake-up call like Vegucation, we can’t hear that truth in our hearts because we’re so distracted by the noise of those who would have us believe that eating meat is okay.

			If you have already “woken up” and become conscious of the suffering associated with the production of meat, let me assure you that there’s plenty in this book for you too, namely some fantastic recipes. I love that not only does Robin make such a strong case for becoming a vegan, but she also shows you how to make healthy dishes that will help ensure that giving up meat isn’t just a phase you go through, but a decision that becomes a permanent part of your lifestyle.

			Robin’s sense of urgency in helping people transform their lives is ultimately why this book resonates so strongly with me. Robin and I are both tired of watching our family members and people we grew up with suffer needlessly. We see strokes, high blood pressure, asthma, heart attacks, diabetes, and even cancer all being written off as “part of getting old,” rather than being called what they truly are: symptoms of poor diets.

			That’s why no matter what background you come from or what sort of lifestyle you’ve been leading up until today, please accept that you CAN change. You don’t have to wake up feeling tired anymore. You don’t have to feel guilty about the suffering you’re inflicting on animals anymore. You don’t have to feel bad about how your body looks. Or even worry about how much longer you’ve got to live on this earth.

			You have it within yourself to change. I’ve done it. Robin’s done it. And you can do it too.

			And in these pages, Robin is going to show you how.

			Russell Simmons
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			YOUR VEGUCATION
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			1.

			My Wobbly Path to Health

			Last May I underwent a twelve-hour surgery for a grapefruit-sized mass, which had taken up residence in my pelvis. That meant that for half a day my insides were pulled out, poked at, rearranged, and put back together again—not your typical routine procedure. So after all that, do you want to know what ultimately saved my life? My health. Sure, the brilliant team of doctors and nurses who cared for me deserve some credit, but if I hadn’t dedicated the past ten years to changing my life completely, there could have been a very different ending to this story. I would have been struggling to recover in a rehabilitation center instead of going for walks near my shore house. I would have felt isolated and maybe even depressed instead of laughing with friends and doing the things that make me happiest. I would have resigned myself to being a patient instead of a person. Or I wouldn’t even be alive.

			Consider the shape I was in at forty-nine years old. I’d been limping for eight months because of a knee injury, my shoulder pain would wake me up in the middle of the night, I had to wear a neck brace because of compressed vertebrae, and so went the list. I barely had any feeling in my right arm, my fingers always tingled, and my circulation was so bad that I didn’t even register on the heat screen at the bank. I had to use my elbow! I wrote it off as getting old. I was on pills that made me bloated, tired, and crazy for sugar, and because my electrolyte balance was completely thrown off, I couldn’t even walk without my muscles cramping. I figured, well, this is what pills do, right? Then I’d spend all my time working and sleeping because I didn’t have the energy to do anything else. So when I was invited to a wedding in Los Angeles, I didn’t know if I’d even fit in a seat—or in the bathroom!—much less be able to enjoy myself.

			I’d luckily gotten to LA with my pride relatively intact, but the morning of the wedding some friends of mine called and said, “Hey, we’re going out for breakfast—you should come with us!” But all I wanted to do was rest. It had taken everything out of me just to get into that bed all the way from New York, and I was content to stay there. Plus, I needed the entire afternoon to get dressed. Going out had become an endurance sport—getting from the shower to getting in some underwear was like a full-body workout. And then there were pantihose! Forget it. I’d need a break after getting one leg in. By the time I finished getting dressed, I’d be so hot, tired, and uncomfortable that I wouldn’t want to go anywhere anymore.

			By the time I got downstairs, everyone was laughing and having a good time, but I was already calculating how long I needed to stay at the reception so I wouldn’t feel guilty about leaving early. When it finally got to the point where I figured no one would notice I’d left, I snuck my way to the door. But as I was skulking across the dance floor, my longtime friends Ralph Cirella and Rebecca Romijn grabbed me and said, “No! You’ve got to dance with us! We want to have fun with you!” They snatched my hands and started twirling me around. It took everything I had not to start crying. I was in pain, but more than that, I was embarrassed. It hurt that people assumed I wanted to look the way I did. Ralph and Rebecca didn’t see me and think, What’s wrong with Robin? They just assumed that fat, bloated Robin was who I was. That I simply chose to be that way.

			When I got back to my room, I thought about how it wasn’t as though I’d hit a plateau where my feeling awful had leveled off. It was getting worse and worse and worse. I needed a neck brace just to feel somewhat normal, and forget about sleep because I’d wake my own self up just by moving. I could barely walk, my body had zero ability to acclimate to changes in temperature, and I no longer had any balance. I’d stick my head out my door just to look out and I’d fall out. I’d lie there on my back thinking, How did this happen? If things continued as they were, I was sure I was heading for the final stop. I was begging for a heart attack or diabetes. This is how you die, I thought. I can’t believe this is how I’m going to go out.

			But at that time, I had no solution. I’d been to doctors, I’d been to chiropractors, I’d seen everybody. No one could help. All they wanted to do was shoot me up with steroids that made me sick, fat, and tired—and I didn’t need meds to feel that way. They kept putting Band-Aids on the problem. I knew there wasn’t something wrong with only my shoulder or my neck or my knee—something was wrong with all of me. So I stopped going to doctors altogether and continued deteriorating on my own. And just when I sort of got comfortable languishing in this state, the September 11 attacks happened.

			When I heard the reports about how people had to get out of the buildings by walking down hundreds of stairs, all I could think was, There was no way I would have been able to do that. I would have had to wait until somebody could have helped me, and by then it would have been too late. I thought about how if I had been in those buildings, I wouldn’t have survived. I’d always been a self-sufficient, independent person, but now I was shuffling toward dependence. You’re done, I told myself. You’re old; life is done for you. You’re not really enjoying it anyway. It wasn’t just that I couldn’t have fun at a wedding—I couldn’t even save my own life.

			But I wanted to! I just had no idea how to do it. I knew I had to lose weight, but every time I’d eat something healthy, I’d have horrible cravings for something not so healthy. I’d try tricking myself, figuring if I just didn’t eat in the first place, then I wouldn’t crave something afterward. I’d end up eating ice cream in the middle of the night.

			Around this time David Blaine came in to do the show, and during the interview mentioned the Master Cleanser, where you don’t eat anything except lemon juice and cayenne pepper elixirs for twenty-one days. He said he used it before his big stunts to clear his body and mind. I didn’t know much more about the program at the time, but I stored it away in my brain and looked it up when I got home. I was intrigued by making do without food for a little while, so the next day I went to the store and bought everything I needed—lemons, cayenne, maple syrup—and planned to start a short cleanse the following morning. It was Saturday at 8 a.m. when I had the first juice and I figured I’d be eating by noon. But amazingly, I made it through the whole day. By the next day I was pretty impressed with myself for not caving, and I felt a smidge better. I thought I’d give another day a try, was successful, and felt another smidge better. These tiny differences started to add up, and by the fourth day I really started to soar. I had more energy, felt lighter, and I wasn’t wracked by cravings. I wasn’t even hungry anymore! By the twenty-one-day mark, I was feeling a whole lot better, but my body was also telling me it needed real food.

			I knew at this point that it was what I was eating that made me feel so bad in the first place, so now that I needed to actually eat again, I panicked. I had no idea what to do, and the tiny Master Cleanser pamphlet didn’t offer any insight, so I figured I’d eat whatever I wanted for a week, then go right back on my lemon juice diet for another twenty-one days.

			During one of my first seven-day-off cycles, I went to London. By the time I got to the hotel I was starving, so I took a look at the room service menu. You’ve been so good doing your twenty-one days, I thought. You should celebrate by having a meal you’ll really enjoy. I saw they had lamb, and I loved lamb, so I ordered it. It came up, and it was beautiful. I think I had maybe four bites of that lamb before I needed to immediately lie down. It sunk like a rock in my stomach. I crawled up the bed and just lay there and thought, Wow, that’s what it feels like to have that stuff in my system. And that’s how hard it is for my body to deal with it.

			I’d always assumed that there was something wrong with me, not my food. I had no idea that I’d never again be able to eat like I used to, that there was no going back. I couldn’t just trick my body into suddenly accepting the foods that were making me sick.

			What I did know, though, was that people were starting to notice a change. I hadn’t told anyone about the program because this wasn’t the first time I’d tried to lose weight, and I didn’t want anyone chalking this up to yet another one of Robin’s crazy schemes to be skinny. I was tired of failing publicly! So I kept my mouth shut. But after three months, there was no hiding that something was up. People were stunned by how different I looked. Aside from one producer—who said, “Robin, what’s up with all that deer piss you keep in the fridge?”—everyone was amazed by my transformation. “Wow, Robin’s glowing!” they’d say. Or “Boy, Robin, you look beautiful.” There was chatter that I’d had some kind of weight-loss surgery—my stomach banded or stapled or some nonsense. I’d lost so much weight that that’s what people assumed. One comedian came on the show after not seeing me for a few months and exclaimed, “Who shrunk Robin?!”

			I was just happy to be feeling good. I loved being able to go into a store and not have to go to the “Women’s” section. I used to shop only twice a year and buy everything I thought I’d need in one go because it was so awful. And then I was haunted by all the catalogs you get when you shop in a plus-size store—Just My Size, Woman Within, Swimsuits For All. I’m not that! I’d think. I’m not joining the club; don’t send me these things! And now I could actually go and shop in the regular people’s part of the store.

			Then one morning I was in the bathroom, reaching for some Q-tips, and I realized, My God, that didn’t hurt. I started checking every joint, every cell, every digit, and thought, I’m completely pain-free! I went from the doctor telling me he wanted to fuse the vertebrae in my neck to having every symptom completely disappear. It was all gone. And the only thing that I’d changed was what I was putting in my mouth.

			But as much as I loved my transformation on the Master Cleanser, I knew it was impossible to do it forever. At this point my body was saying, Hey, we really need to eat something! It was craving nutrition, but I still had no idea what to give it. So I ate. And I ate. And I ate. And surely enough, little by little, all the aches and pains came back. I was going through a stressful transition at work, thinking about my job and not myself, and the next thing I knew, I’d done it again. I tried going back to the Master Cleanser, but that wasn’t working anymore.

			I panicked. I was losing the amazing feeling that I’d had, and I started doing crazy things to try to hold on to it. I tried sweating myself thin in a sauna. I thought I’d just flush the toxins out. When I got in there it was really, really hot, but I figured I was being a wimp. I forced myself to sit in there, and by the time I walked out I felt like I couldn’t cool down quickly enough. I jumped in the shower, thinking the cold water would help, but I must have passed out because my legs went out from under me and I landed on my knees. So in my desperate attempt to keep one hand on the incredible healthy feeling I’d had, I totally lost my grip. And now I was injured. I sat around and ate while I recovered, all the weight I’d lost came back, and I was well on my way to once again not being able to run or walk or feel my fingers.

			Then one day I was reading an article in the Daily News about a book called 21 Pounds in 21 Days: The Martha’s Vineyard Diet Detox. I went out and bought it, and before I could make any sense of it, I got an e-mail from Dr. Roni DeLuz, one of the authors of the book: “Is this Robin Quivers from The Howard Stern Show? I’d like to discuss helping you with a detox.” It couldn’t have been better timing. We made a plan to get started after Memorial Day weekend, since my family was coming up to visit for the holiday. I remember taking them to dinner and trying to figure out what to eat. I decided on a hamburger, and we all joked about how it would be my very last. And while I had no way of knowing that it really would be—and it’s kind of disappointing because it wasn’t even very good—it was.

			That Monday Roni and her coauthor James Hester came over to my house and talked me through what we’d be doing. I had completely depleted my system with the Master Cleanser, so their biggest priority was getting me nutritionally balanced. Instead of the lemon juice and maple syrup that I’d been living on, I’d have fresh vegetable juices throughout the day and a simple vegetable-based soup in the evening. They taught me that I could still achieve the amazing feeling I’d had while using the Master Cleanser but this time boost every calorie with nutritional density.

			I felt great, but I still couldn’t figure out how to integrate whole foods back into my diet. Since starting the Master Cleanser, I’d bounced between twenty-one days of clean living and seven days of not. Between cleanses I had been on vacation to places like Paris and Burgundy and Napa—the food and wine capitals of the world—and could feel the postcleanse glow fading with every bite of steak and buttered bread. I needed to find some balance.

			After working with Roni and James, I had a slightly better idea of what foods to eat, but I really felt lost. People would ask if I was a vegetarian, and I’d just say, “I’m trying to figure things out.” But I had no clue. That’s when I ran into John Salley, the former basketball player, at a charity event in Long Beach. I told him about the trouble I was having, and he—a longtime vegan—told me to consider the guys he used to play with. “They’re falling apart,” he said. “And look at me.” He looked really good. “You can’t build something living from something dead,” he said, and suggested I talk to a woman named Sara Soulati, who ran a clinic in California. According to John, she had figured out the connection between eating things like meat and dairy and health problems such as heart disease, diabetes, and high blood pressure. I said I’d call, but really I was thinking, I would have heard about this—I used to be a nurse. I can’t learn something from a basketball player!

			SARA USED TO WORK in cardiac care and couldn’t help but notice that her patients kept coming back. After having open-heart surgery they weren’t cured—they were just temporarily fixed. They’d go back out and do whatever it was that made them sick, and they’d wind up in the same place over and over again. She started doing her own research and eventually set up a clinic in Inglewood, a predominantly black community. She wanted to prove that it’s not your race or heredity that causes high blood pressure, diabetes, kidney disease, and heart disease, but your lifestyle.

			She told me about a machine she’d come across that was developed by guys at Harvard in the fifties and offered a noninvasive way to treat coronary artery disease. She said if I were ever out in the Los Angeles area, she could give me a complimentary demonstration and we could talk more about her findings.

			I eventually found some time to go out there and meet with Sara, and she strapped me into her machine. It was as though I had enormous blood pressure cuffs around my legs, which squeezed every time my heart beat. She explained that the machine essentially takes over the secondary function of your heart by pushing all the blood from the bottom of your body back into the heart after it empties. It gives the organ a rest while increasing circulation, so your blood vessels start to develop more highways—more arteries, veins, capillaries. Of course I couldn’t really concentrate on that when the machine. Made. Me. Breathe. Like. This. And I’m sitting there with my legs being strangled and Sara talking and talking and talking and I realized, Oh my God, she’s trying to fill my head with all the knowledge she has during this hour-long demonstration. Except she kept dialing the machine back so that time kept extending. And. She. Was. Lecturing. About. Every. Horrible. Thing we do to ourselves, like what happens when we eat meat, dairy, processed sugar; what happens to our digestion and circulation, and how these foods are all culprits in causing cancer, Alzheimer’s, autoimmune diseases, macular degeneration, diabetes; and how the worst thing that ever happened was that the food and the drugs were put under the same administration. “What do you think you need all the drugs for?” she asked. “Because you’re eating the food!” And she went on and on and on and all I could think about was What do I have to say to get myself out of here?! At last I said, “Okay! I’ll. Be. A. Vegetarian!” And she said, “No! A vegan!” And I said, “Okay!” And she stopped the machine. And that’s how I became a vegan—by torture.

			I had no idea what that really involved, but I knew I’d figure it out if it meant finally living the life I wanted to live. But when I left Sara’s office I was starving, because you’re not supposed to eat before using the machine. I ended up roaming aimlessly around a food court, thinking, What am I going to eat? What am I going to eat? What am I going to eat? I ended up with a chicken caesar salad.

			When I returned home, I did another twenty-one-day detox, figuring I’d flush myself out once and for all and start with a totally clean slate for following Sara’s guidelines. When I was ready to eat again, I decided not to focus on what I was getting rid of but instead on what I was going to add back in. I vowed to never put animal products back into my diet and made a point of adding vegetables and other plant-based foods like grains and beans.

			I couldn’t believe the difference I saw. I’d never had such a dramatic shift in my health—not when I was taking medication, not when I was wearing a neck brace, and certainly not when I was eating whatever I wanted between detoxes. I no longer had to rearrange my entire life around being sick. When I first came to New York, I knew that every time the office cold would go around, I’d get the cold. If someone in the office got the flu, I’d get the flu. I even stopped Christmas shopping because I figured there would invariably be someone with a cold, and I was going to get it. I tried getting a flu shot every year, but I’d still get sick and have to miss more work. And my body had lost the ability to adapt to my environment. As soon as the weather got cold and the heaters went on, I’d need a humidifier just to have a voice. Every winter I’d buy the latest model but never get rid of any others because I was so afraid of being in a dry room. At one point I had five or six humidifiers going at the same time. I’d wake up and the ceiling would be dripping with condensation. It got so ridiculous that one morning I went to turn on the TV and it blew up!

			But when I started eating clean, it all stopped. I went back to see the Chinese healer who helped me recover from my knee injury. He started every session by taking my pulse, but this time as he did it he kept glancing at my chart. When he finished he looked at me and said, “How did you get younger?”

			Since I first did the Master Cleanser, I haven’t missed a day on the air. I can walk through the valley of the flu and suffering and it doesn’t touch me. I can sleep no matter the temperature or humidity and wake up feeling fine, no sinus problems, nothing. And when I was out Rollerblading one day and broke my wrist, the doctor took one look at my X-ray and was shocked I hadn’t had surgery before. Normally patients with the same kind of—completely normal—wear and tear would come in complaining of aches and pains. But because I’d taken inflammatory foods out of my diet, I felt fine—aside from the broken wrist. I did end up needing surgery to fuse the broken bones, but then the most amazing thing happened: I healed! And quickly! The doctor told me I’d be in a lot of pain and that I’d have to jerk my fingers this way and that just to retain mobility, but two days after the surgery, the swelling was reduced completely and my hand just moved. I showed up for the physical therapy that the doctor prescribed, and off the bat my therapist took the first page of exercises, crumpled them up, and threw them away. Then the next week she did the same thing. And the week after. I had healed so quickly and so completely that I forgot to go back for the final checkup. All the worst-case scenarios that my doctor told me I should expect—that the joint in my hand would freeze, that I’d be in pain, that traveling would make it worse—none of them happened. There was no reason for them to because my body was being nourished with the best stuff possible. Had I been eating and living as I had in the past, my hand would still be a mess. But my plant-based diet was helping my body heal.

			The same thing happened when I was recovering from surgery last summer. I came out of the operating room at midnight and by eight the next morning I was making calls to friends and family. Other patients thought I was throwing parties in my room because there was always so much laughter. When the physical therapist came by the second day to take me for a walk, I passed her in the hall because I was already up and around. Doctors who came to look at my chart would do a double take when they saw me there, saying, “You look pretty good for someone who just got hit by a truck!” And in just one week I was home and taking care of myself. I went out to restaurants, enjoyed walks, and regained a sense of normalcy. All because my body and its health were there for me.

			I used to go to the doctor and hear, “We’re going to have to go in there and clean up your knee” or “We’re going to need to fuse your vertebrae.” The way I was going, I could have had fifty operations! I used to go to the gym and have to say, “I have a bad shoulder” or “I can’t be in this position” or “You’re going to have to work around that.” But now I say, “I can do everything!” And that’s a pretty damn good way to live.

			A few months after I went to see Sara, I was out for dinner with a group of friends. I was happily munching on my salad and steamed vegetables when the waiter put down this huge thing of jumbo shrimp in front of the man to my right. These things were enormous, almost like lobster tails, and this guy was grabbing his shrimp and throwing them on his plate and sawing them with his knife and he was gnawing them and chewing and chewing and he turned to me, mouth still full of crustacean carcass, and said, “Dontcha feel bad that you can’t do this?” And I thought, Yeah, I feel bad for the shrimp! Because I really didn’t feel like I was missing out. I didn’t feel bad that I was looking better than I had in almost twenty years. I didn’t feel bad that I was no longer relying on doctors or pills or hoping and praying to make it past fifty without a chronic disease. In fact I was feeling pretty good.

		

	
		
			2.

			Fat and Sick Is Not Your Destiny

			When I was little, I would watch my grandmother take a needle and jab it into her leg. My mother explained that she was a diabetic and had to take insulin every day. My grandmother died when I was twelve. By the time my mother was fifty, she too was diagnosed as a diabetic and had to start sticking herself with insulin. My father had high blood pressure and heart disease. I figured there was no way I’d avoid that path—I had the trifecta.

			Most of us just accept illness as our lot in life. The older we get, the more aches and pains we have and the closer we are to living out the destiny that we think is dictated by our genes or age. We see ourselves as devolving instead of evolving. When was the last time you ran into someone and he didn’t complain about knee pain or a bad back or arthritis or lament that “I’ve lost that” or “Guess I can’t do that anymore” or “I hope I can hang on to what I do have for as long as I can because I know it’s going”? Or how about my favorite, “I’m just falling apart”? It seems like everyone I know is always being knocked out of the game with something. I recently was sitting at a table with a group of men in their fifties and sixties, and they were going around comparing when they had had their bypass surgeries—like it was some kind of milestone or right of passage. And everyone’s got cancer. It’s like you get your diploma when you graduate from college, and when you hit middle age you get cancer. It doesn’t have to be some natural event that just happens. But we accept that.

			People assume that the older they get, the crummier they’re going to feel. They hear it all the time—their grandparents or parents are walking around saying, “Oh, I used to be able to do that, but now I can’t. I guess I’m just getting old.” So they think it’s inevitable that one day their bodies will fail them. They think it’s only a matter of time before their joints don’t work the way they’re supposed to, their eyes don’t work the way they’re supposed to, their brains don’t work the way they’re supposed to, their hearts, their bones, their pancreases, even their cells! I don’t like telling people how old I am because I don’t want to be defined by other people’s expectations. A couple of years ago I started taking Pilates lessons. I’d see my trainer once or twice a week, and she’d put me through all the machines and exercises—pretty rigorous workouts. Around that time People magazine ran before-and-after photos of my transformation, and when I came into my next session, my trainer said, “Oh my God—I saw your picture!” And I said, “Yeah, I used to weigh a lot more.” And she said, “No, it’s your age! If I knew your age I would have never worked you as hard. You’re older than my mother and I’d never have her do the things you do.”

			We’ve gotten really good at just accepting that our bodies will fail us. The same thing happens with what we think of as “everyday conditions.” They’ve become so common that we don’t even call them diseases anymore. I have to chuckle when I hear, “Oh, I’m just one of those people who has hay fever” or “I’m just one of those people who gets migraines.” And I love some of these new maladies; they’re so funny! Restless leg syndrome—what’s that? Dry eye syndrome—huh? Acid reflux disease? What happened? The caveman didn’t have dry eye syndrome. He didn’t have restless leg. And if he did have acid reflux, you can bet he’d never eat what gave it to him ever again. But commercials on TV tell us that not only are these things customary but that there’s a pill for that too! So we accept it as our lot in life. We accept that we just have to live with it. Or worse, we assume technology or science will fix it. My sister-in-law Mary kept waiting for doctors to solve her
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