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Praise for Kim Bensen and Finally Thin!

Donna Brinker, age 56, lost 115 lbs.

“Kim’s book and website have been like finding an old, trusted friend. Her words have been encouraging, sincere, and filled with faith. I am a weight loss leader, also. But when I found myself struggling with my own weight issues again and starting to burn out, Kim’s energy, passion, and faith made all the difference in helping me regain a positive ‘can do’ attitude! She is now my new ‘old trusted friend.’ Thanks, Kim!”

Holly Patkowski, age 37, lost 120 lbs.

“Kim has helped me on each step of my weight loss journey. She has motivated and inspired me to lose over 120 pounds, but she is also a huge encouragement while maintaining my weight loss as well. She is such a joy and light in my life, and I am so grateful that I found her book and her website!”

Pat Humeniuk, age 53, lost 48 lbs.

“Kim Bensen has taught me so much, not only about weight loss, but about life—mostly by her example. She welcomed me into her life through her book, Finally Thin, and then her weight-loss meetings and her online program. As if by magic that helped me turn my life around. A more kind and caring person will be hard to find.”

Wendy Sebas, age 60, lost 62 lbs.

“From the moment I first met Kim, I trusted her completely. She taught me to believe in myself and to enjoy the journey. I am a slow loser and because of her never-ending encouragement, I am now 62 pounds lighter and finally at my weight goal! I would follow her anywhere. If you are looking for success, you’ve found it in Kim.”

Luci Boyd, age 60, lost 33 lbs.

“I was sixty years old. I had no job, my knees hurt, and I was very overweight. Then I read Finally Thin. It gave me the motivation I needed to NOT give up. I lost 33 lbs and today, my knees no longer hurt and I feel great. Thank you, Kim!”

Phyllis McKinley, age 66, lost 34 lbs.

"I remember vividly the day I saw Kim on TV for the first time. I said aloud, ‘She is going to be able to help me!’ I eagerly awaited Finally Thin, her amazing book, arriving at my home. I have never read anything more honest, sincere, loving, or better researched. Kim was so open about her own challenges. Although I laughed and cried with her, my first thought was, I can do this—something I hadn’t said for years! She has become a dear friend, and I am honored to be one of her beloved ‘Kimmies.’ ”
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for mark

From the …

moment I saw you on that stage in Colorado 34 years ago

time we met at Houghton 31 years ago

day were married 26 years ago

until today

Every time you …

say my name (what, 20 times since we were married?)

found money to pay a bill when there was none

showed tough love to the kids when I would have caved

paid for a new diet plan for me that would most likely end in weight gain

wink at me

You …

make me laugh :)

have handled financial hardship with honesty

fought heart disease, juvenile diabetes, and leukemia with courage

live your faith

made me feel beautiful at 350 pounds

amaze me

NNBILYM

1 Corinthians 13
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disclaimer


This book is not intended to take the place of medical advice from a trained medical professional. Readers are advised to consult a physician or other qualified health professional regarding treatment of their medical problems. Neither the publisher nor the author takes any responsibility for any possible consequences from any treatment, action, or application of medicine, herb, or preparation to any person reading or following the information in this book.




introduction

A friend once told me a joke about two elderly ladies sitting on a bench. One says to the other, “Did you hear that Helen died last week?” The other one sighs and says, “Yes, and only two pounds from her goal.”

I chuckle every time I remember this story, but at the same time, don’t you just wonder, “Will that be me? Will my weight-loss goal always elude me?”

Losing weight isn’t the whole problem though, is it? We’ve all lost dozens, perhaps hundreds, of pounds in our lifetimes. The first problem is losing all of it, and the second problem is keeping it off. Over the years, that’s something I had never been able to do, until now.

I finally did it and it’s still hard to believe. After a lifetime of being overweight, I’m FINALLY THIN. Did I say I was thin? Wow! It’s still a rush. I’ve only been chubby, overweight, or morbidly obese my entire life. I have to tell you there’s nothing like hopping out of bed (yes, I did say hopping), slipping into jeans, and tucking in a T-shirt. Not wondering if it will fit. Not looking for a larger shirt that comes down over my butt. It’s quick and easy and just feels so darn good that I really wanted to share that feeling with others.

For years I was the one glued to the television set every time another success story was about to come on. I grabbed the newest weight loss planners, tried all the fad diets, and rejoined Weight Watchers so many times I felt more like an investor than a member. So what was different this time? What did it take to stay motivated?

Before I go any further, I want you to understand something important: I am no different from you when it comes to losing weight. I don’t have more willpower than you do. I don’t lose weight more easily than you do. I’m a wife, a mom of four, and a businesswoman who faces the very same kinds of stresses and challenges that you do every day. I don’t care how many times you’ve tried before, what drastic measures you’ve taken, and how downtrodden and discouraged you are right now. What matters is not your past; it’s what lies ahead. Whether you’re older or younger, richer or poorer, heavier or thinner than I was when I began, and whether you’ve tried to lose weight a bajillion times before to no avail, I truly believe you can do this.

Wouldn’t it be fantastic to stop pulling in your stomach or hiding behind your children every time someone wanted to take your picture?

Wouldn’t it be terrific to slide into any chair without worrying about whether you’ll fit?

Wouldn’t it be something if you could finally enjoy looking at your reflection in a store window or a full-length mirror?

I’m sure you’ve got your own list of frustrations, humiliations, and struggles that you’d like to put behind you. As you read my story in the following pages, you’ll see that I had plenty of my own.

Finally Thin is not a weight-loss program. There are enough of those out there. Some really good ones as a matter of fact! Finally Thin is a book of motivation. And you can never have enough of that! It’s a concept of how to find the program that best fits you, whether counting calories or carbs or Points or exchanges, and tailoring it to fit your lifestyle.

The fact is, all weight-loss programs are written for the masses. It’s crucial to learn how to make yours enjoyable and satisfying for you and still get the results you desire, while discovering how to weave your chosen program throughout your daily life so that it becomes who you are and how you live. That’s how to get all the way to your goal. That’s how to keep the weight off forever. You end up living it and loving it so you want to keep on doing it. Not living on a diet—but learning how to tailor your diet to how you want to live. Only then can it become your lifestyle.

Today I’m a weight-loss leader giving weekly live meetings to thousands online at kimbensen.com. Some are following my calorie-counting program. Others are members at Weight Watchers; still others follow Atkins. But the way one person follows Weight Watchers is different from the way others do it. It HAS to be that way! We’re all different people with different needs, taste buds, and schedules. There’s no one diet, and no one way to “do” a diet that’s right for everyone.

If you are reading this book, you are most likely one of the people who have to watch their weight. That stinks. Plain and simple. I know. Me, too. The fact is, if you choke down three small, tasteless meals in a 1,200-calorie day you will lose weight, but you probably won’t want to eat that way for long and you’ll give up again, eventually gaining the weight back. If, however, you eat delicious, satisfying meals that you really like in a 1,200-calorie day, you will lose weight, and you will be much more inclined to continue it long-term. The only thing is, no one knows exactly what appeals to you but you.

This book is broken down into three sections:


	First, my personal weight-loss story. It’s a brutally honest recounting of my ups and downs (so to speak). The abandoned diets, the binges, the broken chairs, and the broken dreams. My all-consuming desire to be thin and healthy more than anything in the world, yet my continuing behavior of self-destruction over and over again. But it’s also a story of victory. Of living a miraculous transformation, both inside and out, from a size 6X to a size 6. It’s how I went from silently begging for help—to break free from the bondage of food—to finding myself in the position to be able to offer hope to others.

	The second section starts with a clear discussion of the basics of weight loss, so that whatever diet you follow, you’ll know what is happening with your body. My Diet Shoppe then walks you through a straightforward description of all the major diets out there, with a thought-provoking quiz to help you choose which diets might best fit you. This brings you to the 10 steps to a finally thin life—ten steps to help weave your diet into the enjoyable, healthy lifestyle you’ve always wanted. It closes with tips and suggestions for making maintenance a reality.

	In the third section, you’ll find dozens of my own delicious, family-tested recipes that don’t taste like diet food—but will make your weight-loss journey a truly luscious one. I’m not a gourmet cook. In fact, my husband says, “Are you sure you don’t want to call it the I Can’t Cookbook?” (So much for spousal support.) But honestly, if it’s too time-consuming, too difficult, or too hard to pronounce, most people won’t make it. My recipes are all about yummy, everyday dishes that you can serve to the whole family and they won’t even know they’re eating light.



Finally thin … it is possible. Come on, it’s YOUR turn now!



part one

my story




chapter one

the early years


I cringed as I heard my mother’s quick steps heading down the rickety wooden stairs to the basement. I was in for it now. The basement was where we kept the spare freezer. The spare freezer was where mom kept boxes of Ring Dings, Twinkies, Funny Bones, and Sara Lee coffee cakes (as well as the extra staples). I knew what was coming next.

“Kimberly! May I see you please?” I could hear the frustration in her voice. For the past few weeks I had been carefully opening one side of each box and gingerly sliding out several packages before repositioning the boxes back with the open ends facing inward. I knew eventually she would run out of treats upstairs and head to the basement, discovering my theft. I was in junior high and couldn’t seem to stop eating. Why did I keep doing it? What was the matter with me?



what’s wrong with me, anyway?

Back then, I was the only person in my immediate family with a weight problem. Although members of my dad’s extended family were obese, my dad was always thin. My mom was never heavy, and she made sure she stayed toned using the then-popular Royal Canadian Air Force Exercise Plan.

The plan was simply a slim paperback book, with a few photos and illustrations. Page after page described in detail what we kids thought were torturous exercises. Mom did these on the floor each morning for twenty minutes after Dad had gone to work. I vividly remember her “walking” across the bedroom floor on her buttocks,  leaning back with her knees bent. Right cheek. Left cheek. None of us could keep up with her and, amusing as she was to watch, we rarely joined in. She never missed a day—and she never had a weight problem.
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Me, Heather, and David in our Christmas photo in 1969. I always felt “big” next to my athletic brother and petite sister.

My brother, David, was just a year and two days older than me and was very athletic. MVP in football, soccer superstar. Baseball, basketball, you name it: David was good at it. He and my ballerina sister, Heather (four and a half years my junior), both had small frames and small appetites to go with them.

Not me.

While I was growing up, I was always focused on what was for dinner, how it was cooked, how much I got, and who got what was left over.

My earliest realization that food mattered more to me than to the other kids around me was at age eight. There I was, with six of my neighborhood pals, standing in our kitchen on Whittier Street in Andover, Massachusetts. My mom had just picked up some Chocolate Éclair ice cream bars, which she doled out to each of us. It was the first time I had ever tried this treat, and I immediately loved the light chocolaty crunch under its cake crumb exterior. When the other kids finished their ice cream, they thanked my mom and headed back outside to play.

Where were they going? There were still more Éclairs in the box. I knew! I had counted! I don’t know what bothered me more—the fact that I desperately wanted another Éclair, or that all the other neighborhood kids had been satisfied with just one. I spent the next several minutes in a losing argument, begging my mother for another one before following my friends outdoors.

Shortly after that incident, I became aware of my actual weight as a number on the scale. I was sitting on a backyard jungle gym chatting with a girlfriend. I had just been to the doctor’s office for a checkup and discovered that I weighed ninety-nine pounds. Even I knew that that was a lot for a nine-year-old. My friend told me that she weighed a lot less. I felt so embarrassed, and for the first time I didn’t want anyone to know what my weight was.

By the time I entered fourth grade, my dad’s job as a professional engineer had brought us to Ridgewood, New Jersey, where my mother signed me up for Weight Watchers. Although I was not obese, she knew that my extra weight bothered me. I was nine years old and into Tiger Beat magazine, Donny Osmond, and lip gloss. But my daydreams of Donny singing “Puppy Love” to me didn’t mesh with the reality of my chubby physique.

When my mother had asked me if I’d like to give Weight Watchers a try, I jumped at the chance. Get thin? Sure, I’ll try anything! Mom did all the figuring out and food preparation. All I had to do was eat the meals she made. The poor woman tried unsuccessfully to get me to eat liver once a week—then a Weight Watchers requirement. She went with me to all the weekly meetings. Even though I felt as if I were the only one there under seventy years old, I enjoyed going. One time, I was sitting in the meeting room with all the other women, who always had so much to share. The leader asked if anyone else had had a moment of triumph over food that week. I raised my hand and told in detail how I spit out a chewed-up chocolate bar in the sink rather than swallow it. I was so proud!

For years I would look back at the memory and cringe that I had actually shared that story. I probably grossed them all out, but they smiled and clapped anyway. Maybe it’s age, or a new perspective, but today, as a Weight Watchers leader, I chuckle and think how proud I would be for any youngster to have such success. Still, my overall experience at Weight Watchers that first time was a positive one.

After a few months I’d lost about twelve pounds and stopped going to the meetings. I bought new clothes, and boys started paying more attention to me. I don’t remember the weight coming back on, but it must have eventually, because by the time I got to junior high, I was again looking for ways to lose weight. My mom had just gotten a part-time job as a typesetter and, for the first time in my life, I was purchasing food at the cafeteria instead of brown-bagging it. That was when I discovered buttered hard rolls.

going up!

As a preteen, although I wasn’t really fat, I also wasn’t one of those willowy girls the boys went crazy for. My brother and I were best friends. We did everything together. I ate like the guys, played like the guys, and could throw a football like the guys—I was a true tomboy.

But I was beginning to wish I weren’t one.

I joined the cheerleading squad. It was a perfect fit for me. I could be active and feminine and have a front-row seat at all my brother’s football games. Without even trying, I got into great shape—until winter came and the activity stopped.

In high school I learned the real art of dieting. I lost and gained the same twenty pounds over and over again in a yo-yo cycle that would plague me for the next twenty-five years of my life. When I was a size 9 I felt wonderful; when I was a size 12 I felt awful. I did what all the girls did—skipped breakfast, pushed food around my plate at dinner. I even learned about making myself throw up from a girlfriend at summer camp. Fortunately, I wasn’t very good at it and stopped before it became a long-term problem.

By the time I got to high school, my mother began “watching her weight” for the first time. We were living in Shelton, Connecticut, where Mom started her own typesetting business, working out of our home. Several of the women who worked for her also wanted to lose weight, and it seemed that they were trying a new fad diet every week. Each time someone decided to start something new, everyone else would jump on board—including me.

I tried all the hot diets featured in the tabloids: the apple-a-day diet, the grapefruit diet, diets where I fasted for two days in a row, and diets where I ate every three hours. Even though I was only fifteen to twenty pounds overweight, I talked my doctor into a prescription for diet pills, which worked great—until the prescription ran out.

It became a way of life, shifting from one diet to the next as I fasted and choked down some horrible concoctions. There were some really memorable ones. My girlfriend Sissy and I decided to begin a diet and walking program together. But before starting we decided to have one last binge. We headed for the grocery store and bought bags of our favorite cookies, cakes, and candy. By the time we were done eating, we were so sick we could barely move. That was the end of our “diet.”

I’ll say this for myself, I kept trying—and I tried everything.

Our family started attending Calvary Church in nearby Trumbull, where I found good friends and a strong faith in God. I learned a lot, read the Bible, and memorized some wonderful verses about overcoming temptation and asking God for help. But as much as I wanted to be free from the power that food seemed to have over me, I kept giving in.

Maybe exercise would be the key to losing the weight. Colorful exercise leotards, stretchy leg warmers, and matching sweatbands were all the rage in the late seventies as women began joining gyms in droves. My mom, her good friend and co-worker Shirl Jacobsen, and I joined a Gloria Stevens exercise salon, where aerobic classes and “pound pools” ruled our days. (A pound pool is a contest between dieters who each put some cash into the pot and then try to lose the most weight in order to win.) I knew how to lose quickly and won a lot of money taking off the same fifteen pounds over and over again.

losing weight, getting bigger

My life was defined by a pattern of gains and losses. This went on through my years in college, and eventually the spread of fifteen pounds grew to forty. On a few occasions, I found myself close to two hundred pounds. Unthinkable! But I was good at dieting and I was always able to get down to a somewhat comfortable weight again and again.
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Cheerleading helped with my weight loss—at Houghton College in 1981. I was a cheerleader, but always at the bottom of the pyramid.

I lived the extremes, either consuming only celery sticks and salads or bingeing on Twinkies and fast food. There was no happy medium. I don’t think my weight ever stayed the same for more than a week or two. It was either diet or binge, lose or gain, all or nothing, year after year after year.

I made the cheerleading squad again in college, though I joke that I was always at the bottom of the pyramid, never on the top. Being active helped, but the physical exercise I got was constantly offset by poor food choices.

At Houghton College in upstate New York, I met my husband, Mark. At five feet, nine inches, and only 165 pounds, Mark was a trim, blond-haired, blue-eyed Norwegian with a great sense of humor and a kind, gentle personality.

We were both communications majors and had lots of classes together; many were group projects requiring hours of team research and study. He was my argument and debate partner and my speech “coach.” Because we were both blonds, a few of our classmates commented on how much alike we looked.

“Don’t you know that we’re twins?” was Mark’s quick comeback. He didn’t even blink an eye. I went along with it, hiding a chuckle. No one even questioned him, so for two semesters everyone thought my last name was Bensen and that Mark was my twin brother.
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Mark and I shortly after we began dating

He was so much fun to be with that I started sitting with him at meals and helping him at the radio station, where he was the program director. In a few months’ time, Mark had become my best friend. I didn’t want anything to change. I loved the closeness and ease of our relationship and didn’t want romance to spoil that.

But my heart had other ideas. As much as I didn’t want to, I was falling in love with my best friend and “twin brother.” He had given me no indication that he wanted anything more than friendship, and I was content for a while to adore him secretly. But it was getting harder and harder. He got notes from friends at home—from girls. I felt a burning in my stomach that I had never felt before.

Mark was only a few inches taller than I was, so I started buying shoes that had a lower heel. I even lost weight, not wanting his thighs to be smaller than mine. I started wearing clothes with him in mind. Would Mark like this? What would Mark think?

It got to the point where I had to say something. Even though I feared ruining our wonderful friendship, I finally told him how I felt. It took me three hours one afternoon. After I blurted it all out, I couldn’t believe it when he told me he felt the same way. He had just been waiting for me to realize that I was ready for more. Imagine the stir we caused on campus when the Bensen twins started dating!

love, marriage, and making a life with mark

Despite my newfound romance, my weight still fluctuated—from college cheerleader to binge eater and back again. One year I went to the spring banquet in a size 16 dress, the next year in a size 10. Through it all, though, Mark loved me.

After college, Mark went home to New Jersey and started working for a small broadcasting company. I joined my mom in her flourishing typesetting and graphic design business back in Shelton, Connecticut. Long-distance dating was hard on our pre–cell phone, pre-Internet relationship. As a result, Mark and I were engaged twice before we were married.

I bought my size 8 wedding dress during the first engagement. After a temporary pause in our romance, we got back together and were finally married on August 25, 1984. The second engagement was rather rushed to accommodate family plans. My sister was flying back to college at the end of the summer, so it was either rush a wedding or wait until Christmas vacation. We decided to rush, but that gave us only eight weeks to pull it off.
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No one but Mom and I knew my dress had been let out three inches on each side just days before the wedding.

It was a crazy, busy time, but we had the “advantage” of having been engaged before, so many of the decisions had already been made. Everything else in life got put on hold, including my diet and exercise.

A week before the wedding, I tried on my gown. I couldn’t believe it—it didn’t fit! I was now a size 12—two sizes larger than the year before. I went to my mother in tears. Seven days later, I walked down the aisle with lace inserts pieced into the sides of my lovely gown. It looked fine and no one knew … except the bride and her mom.

life on a diet

After we got married, more than ever my life became a succession of diets, a pattern of losing and gaining weight over and over again. I tried almost everything—Weight Watchers (dozens of times), TOPS (Take Off Pounds Sensibly), OA (Overeaters Anonymous), Atkins, Slim-Fast, over-the-counter diet pills, prescription diet pills, Diet Center (loved their bran muffins!), the Weigh Down Workshop, hypnosis, even aversion therapy (complete with a staple in my ear—I don’t recommend it).

When those didn’t work, I purchased food plans and counted calories, bought weeks of packaged meals, and fasted for three months on a medically supervised fast. I worked out at Believersize (aerobics set to Christian music), Curves, and several other local gyms.

The amazing thing was, they all worked! Each one had a plan that, if adhered to, produced weight loss. But with each new diet I followed the same pattern: the excitement of beginning again, with a fresh start and a clean slate—perfection. It almost seems easy. Why didn’t I do this before? I can do this! This brought a series of successful weigh-ins. Then, the inevitable breakdown. A bite of this, a taste of that. Not measuring, not keeping my food journal. And with that, the honeymoon was over. I did less and less planning and preparation, and the weight loss slowed to a halt. What had been so easy only a few weeks before had become torture to sustain.

My days would start out the same, each morning a new resolve. But they’d end up the same, too, with tears on my pillow, wondering why I had lost my willpower after starting out so strong.


If I could only “get it back.”

I know I can do this.

I was doing it!

What’s wrong with me?!

I’ll be really good this week and lose enough to get back to where I was.



I would skip a meeting, not wanting my weigh-in book to show a gain. Thus, I would miss the very meeting I needed the most and continue on a downward spiral. In the end, I would never go back. And with each subsequent failure I just grew larger and more discouraged.


chapter two

the down side of plus size

The more weight I gained, the harder life became. I had a range of clothing sizes in my wardrobe and was forever looking for something that fit me. I had to stop shopping in “normal” clothing stores and instead purchased all of my clothes at plus-size shops. I felt ashamed when I couldn’t fit into a size 14 or 16 anymore. At the time, there just weren’t many larger sizes in most department stores.

Fortunately for me, America was gaining weight as rapidly as I was. Before long, independent plus-size stores began opening in all the malls. Suddenly every department store had a “Women’s” shop, and many major designers started making clothes for the larger woman. But even though it became easier to find clothes in my larger size, I lived in what I called my “uniform”—a pair of stretch pants (with stirrups in the early years) and a coordinating top that was long enough to cover my stomach and most of my buttocks. Whenever I found something that fit me and was flattering, the first question I asked was, “How many colors does this come in?”
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Mark and I in Paris. His arms didn’t even go halfway around me.

Through it all, Mark never made a derogatory comment about my weight. He held me when I cried about how miserable I felt. He supported me whenever I began a new program and comforted me when I inevitably slipped off the wagon, but he also knew he couldn’t lose the weight for me.

A year and a half after our marriage, our daughter, Aleeta, was born. Two years later, we had Adam. With each pregnancy, I was so sick with nausea for nine months that I couldn’t hold anything down and actually lost weight each time. The only time in my life I didn’t gain weight was when I was dieting or pregnant.

While I continued working with my mother in her graphics firm, Mark and I decided to start our own advertising agency and for twelve years we ran both businesses successfully out of a professional building in the downtown Shelton area. Aleeta and Adam practically grew up there. Most days after school, they would lie on the floor of the art department drawing, doing homework, and using up all our expensive art supplies to make superhero costumes. The three of us would head home for supper, often grabbing a delicious Shelton Pizza on the way. Mark would join us a little later.

Just when life seemed to have settled down, my dad’s career required a move to Michigan. My parents sold the building. Mark and I merged the two businesses and moved the company into our home. Our house was built on a slightly sloping piece of property, which enabled us to build offices and separate parking in the lower walk-out level of our house.

About the same time, Mark took a position as office manager for a friend’s growing firm. That income meant much more financial stability for our family, which we sorely needed. So, with Aleeta and Adam in school full time, I took over running the ad agency. Life was busy. The business was expanding, and so was I.

In order to fulfill my roles of wife, mother, and business owner, I would get up at four o’clock in the morning to finish up design projects and plan the busy day for my small staff. I didn’t mind. I loved mornings. I sat doing what I enjoyed, with several pounds of M&Ms and Hershey’s Assorted Minis to keep me company. It was a routine I looked forward to.

At least one day each week, I ordered a Subway delivery at my office and would, of course, treat the staff. Subway didn’t normally deliver to home businesses, but I was such a good customer that they accommodated me. Besides the sandwiches for my staff, I always ordered three foot-long sandwiches, on the pretense of getting the extras for my husband or kids when they got home.

I don’t think I fooled anyone. No one in my family ever saw those extra subs. But everyone could see what they were doing to me. And increasingly there were humiliating moments when my weight became the focal point of my world.

We used to go to a family camp in New Hampshire called Camp Spofford with our friends Dan and Cathy Getz and their family. They had two boys near Adam’s age, two girls near Aleeta’s age, and an older son. Cathy and I were best friends, and we did everything together, including dieting. One vacation I tried hard to be more active despite my excessive size. The kids had taken out paddle boats with Mark. Dan and their oldest son, Danny, were in a rowboat, and Cathy and I decided to follow in a canoe. I had spent every summer growing up on the water in Maine. Boating and swimming were second nature to me. This would be fun.

We were told we had to wear life preservers. One thing I did know was that I did not need a life preserver. Ever since I had reached three hundred pounds, I could float a foot above water without even treading water. No kidding! I just sat there and didn’t move and didn’t sink. I couldn’t even swim to the bottom of the pool anymore because I was too buoyant. Cathy was the only one I ever told. She couldn’t believe her eyes when I showed her in her backyard pool one day. I always made sure I looked like I was treading water when others were around and kept moving my arms and legs. So I didn’t need a life preserver. It was impossible for me to drown, but I wasn’t about to share that with the teens running the boat launch.

We each grabbed a life preserver, and Cathy put hers on. I found the largest one available and still couldn’t buckle it up. No one was watching, so I tucked the straps in so they wouldn’t dangle and hoped no one would say anything. I looked ridiculous with this orange ring around my twenty-two-inch neck.

Cathy got in the canoe, but I couldn’t see much with the life preserver riding up so high on my weighty shoulders and upper body. I looked like a pimple about to pop. I couldn’t see where I was going. I stepped gently into what I thought was the middle of the canoe and promptly tipped us over into the murky shallow waters. We both had on our beautiful new coverups and looked like a muddy mess.

The overly concerned teens came running to help the two fat ladies flailing in the shallow waters of the lake. We got up as quickly as we could, and good-naturedly Cathy agreed to try it again. I’d get it right this time. Sure enough, I flipped us a second time! I think even Cathy’s calm, gentle demeanor was slightly ruffled.

Dan and Danny compassionately paddled over and offered to take us in the rowboat. It was much more stable. I looked at it and wondered if it was possible to flip that as well. I didn’t think so. Everyone held their breath as I stepped in. The boat rode low in the water, but stayed stable.

We made it out to the “sunken island” where the snorkeling was best. I eased myself out of the boat, along with everyone else, without too much difficulty. The one thing I didn’t foresee was having to get back in.

After thirty minutes of snorkeling it was time to head back. We were half a mile out. Dan and Danny and Cathy all pulled themselves into the boat. With my first attempt I knew I was in for trouble. The first to try to help me was Cathy while the guys busied themselves with the oars, pretending to be consumed with their tasks and not notice. Before long, all four of us were pulling and pushing. We all tried to hoist my body into that stupid rowboat. It just wasn’t going to happen.

After about fifteen minutes we had only one option. Dan rowed back to shore and I held on to a line in the back of the boat as they towed me home. I’m not going to tell you how I felt or how it looked. It’s enough that I’ve told you that it happened.

feeling the pain

My weight began to affect everything in my life, including how long it took to park the car (I would circle the lot for up to a half hour to find a spot close to the store entrance) and how we spent our family vacations (many more movies than bike rides). It reached out and choked every area of my world. I couldn’t go horseback riding, though I shared my daughter’s passion for it and watched her ride weekly for six years. I couldn’t go on amusement park rides with my children because I couldn’t fit into the seats.

The first time I realized this was when Aleeta and Adam were quite young. I waited in line with both of them and Mark for about twenty minutes to go on a large, flying swing ride. When the gate opened, we hurried to our swings. I grabbed one and pulled it behind me, but when I went to sit down, I was shocked and horrified to find that I couldn’t get my butt into the chair! In complete humiliation, with a beet-red face and tears stinging my checks, I hastily made my way past everyone and out of the ride area. It had never occurred to me that I might not be able to fit, and I think I was in shock the rest of the day.

I began avoiding children who were likely to make comments about my size and rarely went to the children’s section of the library even though I had two children.

Once even my five-year-old niece sweetly asked why I was so big. It was so innocent, as though she were asking me to tell her my favorite color.

“Because I eat too much, dear.”

“Why don’t you stop eating so much, Auntie Kim?”

Out of the mouths of babes.

Sleeping was a nightmare all by itself. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I could never find a comfortable position again. My hips would fall asleep or my back would ache. And it took so much effort to turn from side to side, hoisting the bulk of my weight up and around. But staying in the same position was just as painful. Our bed was on the verge of breaking and complained loudly with every movement I made. How I missed sleeping on my stomach! I remembered the feeling of melting into my mattress, of being one with my bed. It was a delicious feeling I hadn’t experienced in years.

[image: ]

In 1994, Mark and I went to Newport, RI where we rented scooters for the day. The rental clerk’s comment: “You’re obviously over the weight limit, but we’ll rent to you if the tires hold out.”

And the snoring! My sleep apnea was so bad that sometimes I even woke myself up! I could really rock the house. It kept me from going on overnight field trips with my children. I felt self-conscious sleeping at family members’ homes. I even hated falling asleep on a long car ride or on a vacation with other extended family members because I snored loudly as soon as I nodded off—and sometimes even before.

One time I shared a hotel room with Cathy and two other women from our church. I tried



what kind of wake-up call was i waiting for?



what do you do when nothing fits?






ignoring the shame


















food, food, it’s all about the food














running out of time
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