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				My Story

				I have a confession to make. I’m sitting here with a Chinese takeaway menu in one hand – and two peppers and a courgette in the other. Weighing up the options. I’ve fixated on the prawn crackers and crispy fried duck on the menu in my left hand. Mmmmmm.

				Ooh…what I wouldn’t give to crack open a bottle of beer and pig out on mountains of fried rice whilst slobbing in front of the telly. But then a picture of a little girl on the table catches my eye, and my world comes crashing in. It’s a photo of me, just 10 years old, clutching armfuls of biscuits, pop and sweets on her way back to her bedroom a comfort eat because she was so unhappy. And that’s it – my fate is sealed. It’s taken me no time at all to weigh up my options about what to eat today…because ‘weighing up’ is what it’s all about. 

				I’ve discovered a weight loss programme that works; I’ve lost two stone and I never, ever want to be that fat girl again.

				Where Did It All Go Wrong?

				So here are the facts. I’m 38 years old; 5 feet 5 inches tall; 9st 7lbs; and a size 10–12. I’m a fat girl struggling to be in a slim body. I’m greedy, lazy and I absolutely love, no, adore food. 

				Almost to the point of obsession. I’m like Glenn Close in Fatal Attraction, never taking no for an answer when I pass the biscuit tin. Like a typical addict, give me just one bite and I’ll have to consume the lot. And even though my tummy is saying ‘Enough already!’ my brain is giving an evil panto laugh and screaming ‘Gimme more, more, more!’ Nutritionists, hypnotists and doctors have all asked me what my particular food weakness is – Chocolate? Crisps? Bread? And I answer truthfully, no, it’s not chocolate or crisps, or bread. It’s EVERYTHING. And I know exactly how it all started…

				One morning, when I was four years old, I woke up to discover my mother had disappeared. Frantic and tearful, I desperately searched the house until my dad explained that mum had been rushed to hospital. Pregnant with my little brother Ben, she was suffering with ‘placenta previa’ and would have to spend the next two months in a hospital bed. This was most likely the first time my poor dad had ever had to look after his kids alone…and it showed. Never was the phrase ‘comfort eating’ more relevant than now. Every night – and for the following 56 days – my dad fed me chips from the local chip shop. Fish and chips; beans and chips; sausage and chips; fish fingers and chips; scampi and chips…and gallons of fizzy pop. And even though I laugh whenever my family remembers this, I’m still shocked when my mum tells me that for the next eight weeks I refused to utter a word to her
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				This is me aged 10. I was very sporty as a kid, but also had a gold medal in overeating.
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				I’m about four here and already getting a bit chubby. Who looks more unhappy – me or the donkey??
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				This is Grandma, my brother Mark, me (aged three and a half), and my mum who’s pregnant with my little brother.All was right in my world and I’m a happy, carefree kid.
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				This is me aged 11 and a new girl at boarding school. I was so homesick I used to go to the tuck shop as often as I could to buy food for comfort.ho looks more unhappy – me or the donkey??

				

				

				Instead, I would march onto the ward – getting fatter by the day – wash my hands at the corner sink and sing ‘Yummy, yummy, yummy there’s room in my tummy for some more…for some MORE!’ What I was being starved of in terms of attention, I more than made up for in appetite. And so I became greedy. Greedy for love. And I learned that the more food I could cram into my tummy, the better I would feel about being the little girl who was terrified that her mum had abandoned her.

				The pattern was set for good. And for the subsequent 35 years of my life, I have always – always – struggled with my weight. Growing up, I was the fat kid who was made to stand in goal on the hockey pitch. The kid who couldn’t run fast because her legs were too heavy. So what would I do? Conduct regular midnight raids on the kitchens of my boarding school and stockpile biscuits and crisps as though there was a war on. As a young teenager, I was the tubby girl nobody fancied in jumbo cords and a tank top. And at University I reached maximum density through heartbreak and plenty of 12-inch pizzas. Even though I blossomed, became more self-assured and even managed to bag a boyfriend or two, my one true love remained my tummy. It was me, a pie, and my 34-inch stretch elastic jeans. And nothing was going to come between us.

				The Good, the Bad and the Downright Dangerous

				Of course, there comes a point for every gal when she looks in the mirror, spots the dimples on her bum, the stretch marks on her thighs and the bingo wings wobbling under the t-shirt and she thinks ‘Hmmmm…maybe I should go on a diet?’ 

				I’ve done a quick hand count and I reckon I’ve tried at least 20 diets over the years, with varying degrees of success. I’ve bought the cookbooks, supplements, and replacement shakes. The CDs, food blenders and weighing scales. And I’ve spent a fortune on hope. I would skip intros like this, ignore the chapters on vitamins and nutrition and instead seize upon the holy grail…THE DIET. ‘Make me thin!’ I would scream at the pages, obsessively calorie counting for three days until I lost interest and fell face forward into a bucket of Maltesers. So I would yo-yo up and down in weight by a stone or two, reserving one side of my wardrobe for fat days and the other for well…fat days.

				As a last resort, I kamikazed headlong into total denial and convinced myself that actually, I was really rather slim and that my support pants and sports bra were just for a bit of added contouring on a clearly perfect body. 

				And then two events in 2007 changed everything...

				The first was a shopping experience in Selfridges that left me in tears. Convinced that I was Angelina Jolie’s body double (albeit in a pair of Spanx and a G-cup bra) I wandered into the designer dress area to try my luck at finding a figure-hugging gown that would make people weep with envy. Delighted, I found a fabulous size-14 dress by a famous Italian designer renowned for making the best of a woman’s curves. Seams splitting, zip straining, bust heaving, I crammed my flesh into the dress and burst forth from the fitting room like an exploding pod. The size-zero assistant looked at me, appalled. ‘What do you think?’ I beamed. ‘My dear…’ she replied. ‘I tell you this for your own good, and please don’t take offence. You need to lose a lot of weight before you can wear a dress like this. You’re a nice girl and you’re too young to have let yourself go. Go on a diet. Lose that fat. Then come back and see me, because I will make you look fabulous.’  I was literally gobsmacked. Cursing her, I struggled out of the dress, flounced out of the store and let the tears roll down my cheeks all the way home.

				Two weeks later, I received a call from Channel 4 offering me a job on their new diet series Supersize v Superskinny. I was to road test extreme diet regimes and report the truth about weight loss back to the nation. It proved to be a series that would change my life.

				On day one of filming, I stepped onto the scales for the first time in seven years and was faced with the shocking fact that I now weighed over 11 stone 7lbs, the heaviest I had ever been in my life. The truth was finally out there, and it hit me straight between the eyes. For the next two months, I tried every crazy regime going to banish that bulge. I ate 40 apples over four days; had surgery on my bingo wings that left my blood pressure dangerously low; tried drinking just maple syrup and water, and even swallowed diet pills. None of them worked. Finally, I hit upon the greatest diet secret the world has ever known. 

				EAT LESS. MOVE MORE.

				Now I manage my addiction to food – and have slimmed down to a healthy 9 stone 7lbs. I’m now two stone lighter, a size 10–12, and happier with my body than I have been for years. I’ll never be Angelina Jolie. I’ll never be a size zero. But I CAN make the best of what nature gave me, and look great.

				It’s Really Not Rocket Science

				Weight loss really isn’t rocket science. And I want to break that spell right here, right now. 

				So I’m sticking two fingers up to the diet industry with a quick and easy ‘body blitz’ meal plan that really works. My plan. Based on five simple rules, it’s perfect for anyone who wants to bust their gut in as painless a way as possible. It’s been tried and tested by ordinary people, is a doddle to follow and guarantees up to a 7lb weight loss with the minimum of fuss in just 14 days. The two-week diet is based on nutritionally balanced, delicious meal ideas and snacks, with no weighing, measuring or counting points. As long as you follow the rules, the pounds – and inches – will simply melt away. 

				I’m not going to lie to you. It’s not revolutionary. But it is common sense. And it works!

				Most of you probably don’t know this, but a few years ago I co-created the hit TV series You Are What You Eat, presented by Gillian McKeith on Channel 4. 

				I met a brilliant woman on that show called Justine Pattison who writes fantastic recipes and has a passion for making losing weight easy. We have stayed friends, and she was the first person I went to for help when I decided to write this book. Together, we’ve created something we truly believe in.

				Between us, Justine and I have lost over six stone. We know how it feels to be fat. We understand the pain of failure. And we also revel in the joy of slimming success.

				So I can promise you that every single recipe Justine has created has been tried and tested. From our own experience we know that the key to successful weight loss is simple recipes that include easily sourced ingredients, have short preparation and cooking times and taste great too!

				And finally, I can promise you that if you follow the rules, you WILL lose weight, keep it off…and you’ll LOVE IT.
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				Chapter one

				The Rules

				So where did we get the idea from for The Rules? After all, I’m not a nutritionist, I’m not a doctor, I’m not a dietician. But I AM an expert dieter, and The Rules are based on knowledge I’ve picked up along the way from health professionals I’ve met both here in the UK and in the US. I’ve found what works for ME…and turned that hard-earned experience into a successful eating plan.
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				I sat and thought long and hard about what works for me, and I came up with three conclusions. I like to be told WHAT to eat; WHEN to eat it; and that I WILL lose weight if I stick with it. Simple and straightforward. I also want to know that I won’t starve, and that the eating plan is sustainable.

				So, with The Rules I can promise all of the above. It’s not rocket science. Just a healthy way to eat and lose the flab in 14 days.
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				Now, I know what you’re thinking. Go on, admit it, you’re thinking ‘OK, then what the hell CAN I eat?!’ If you look at The Rules more closely, you’ll realise that all I’m asking you to do is eat in a healthy way. In other words no cakes; no cheesy things; no sweets; no booze; and no heavy scoffing after 6pm. So how hard can it really be? It’s easy. And I’ll hold your hand all the way through. 

			

		

	OEBPS/images/anna-alone_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Summer-Body-Blitz-Diet-cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/Where-Did-It-All--Go-_fmt3.jpeg





OEBPS/images/after_fmt.png





OEBPS/images/first_page_fmt.png
-
SUMMER
BODY
BLITZ

Recipes by Justine Pattison

WEN





OEBPS/images/Where-Did-It-All--Go-_fmt2.jpeg





OEBPS/images/before_fmt.png
BEFORE





OEBPS/images/bullets_fmt.jpeg
1 NO WHEAT

2 NO DAIRY

3 NO SUGAR

4 NO CARBS .. com
5 NO ALCOHOL
(6) then y NOTg(tir;f e





OEBPS/images/_JG_0285_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Where-Did-It-All--Go-W_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/Where-Did-It-All--Go-_fmt1.jpeg





OEBPS/images/BOS_Roasted_Root_Vegta_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/_JG_0762_copy-rt_fmt.jpeg





