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The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped M e Transition from
Fat to Slim . . . for Life By Tosca Reno, Billie Fitzpatraick

With her Eat-Clean Diet, Tosca Reno went from being overwhelmed and
overweight to modeling a bikini, but her seventy-pound weight loss and body
transformation didn’t happen overnight; even Tosca needed a simple approach, a
place to begin. Now she reveals her secrets so that you can begin your journey to
safe weight loss and optimal health. Start now with The Sart Here Diet!

Tosca knowswhat it's like to fed ashamed of your body: At her heaviest, she hid
behind bulky clothes and rarely had her picture taken. Her blood sugar level was
like aroller coaster, and her heart rate was far from normal. Toscawas so
focused on taking care of her family that she neglected her own needs. Then she
started making slight adjustmentsin her everyday life—small changes that
brought about big results. In this exciting book, she shares the three easy-to-
follow stepsthat helped her get her life back on track:

Step 1: Dive Inward. Identify the emotional triggers for your overeating, the
self-defeating “self-talk,” and the underlying reason why you really want to shed
the pounds. Sharing her own internal dialogue—including excerpts from the
journal she kept at that time—Toscawill help you overcome these internal
barriersin a completely unique, accessible way.

Step 2: Uncover Your Hidden Foods. Do you have afood you think you just
can’'t live without? Or something you eat mindlessly and often? These are your
“hidden foods” and they are sabotaging your best efforts to lose weight and keep
it off. Through Tosca's transformative process, you will once and for all identify
the empty-calorie foods that have added extra pounds and replace them with
nutritious foods you can enjoy without weight gain.

Part 3: Movea Little! The Sart Here plan doesn't require you to join agym or
do lengthy daily workouts. Simply choose from Tosca s list of fifty basic
movements to strengthen, tone, and improve your health. These are exercises you
can fit into the rhythm of your busy life. Moving alittle for even fifteen minutes
aday will help reshape your body and put you on a path to weight-loss success.
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Like agood friend and trusted mentor, Toscawill show you how to believein
yourself again, forgive yoursdlf, and imagine alife of joy you thought was out of
reach. Her Start Here “ essentials’—shopping and cooking tips, meal plans, and
thirty delicious recipes—will help you learn to eat to nourish your body, not just
tofeed it. As Toscasays, The Sart Here Diet is all about cherishing you—and
you are wonderful!
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Editorial Review

Review
Praisefor The Start Here Diet:

« "Motivational speaker and weight-loss specialist Reno, author of the Eat-Clean Diet series, returnswith a
laid-back weight-loss plan that can be utilized by anyone--whether the goal isto drop 10, 20, 30, or even 100
pounds." --Publishers Weekly

About the Author

Tosca Reno is an internationally known nutritionist, weight loss specialist, fitness trainer, motivational
speaker, and bestselling author. Her Eat-Clean Diet book series has sold more than two million copies. Tosca
tours 250 days out of every year. She speaks approximately ten times per month all across North America,
and appears at book and health events, bookstore signings, and school events several times ayear.

Billie Fitzpatrick has co-authored numerous books, including several New York Times bestsellers,
specializing in mind-body health, nutrition, and diet and fitness.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
PART ONE

Coming Out of Hiding
1
My Prison

Many of usthink we are being honest when we say to ourselves, “I'm happy.” We think we are being honest
when we tell ourselves and those we love, “I'm fing” or “Don’'t worry, everything isall right.”

But often we are lying. Not on purpose. Not because we want to mislead others. But because we are in such
pain, or feel so uncomfortable with how we look or how we fedl, that we hide. We hide from our families,
our friends, our doctors, our co-workers. We hide from ourselves. We hide because we feel ashamed. We tell
everyone that we feel fine because how could we possibly admit that we are not?

For years, | lived my lifein hiding, and coming out of hiding took some painful reckoning. When others
asked how | was doing, | would reply in adefensivetone, “I’'m finel” The message | clearly sent with that
response was “Don’'t dig any deeper. Leave me aone.”

When | was seventy-five pounds overweight, | was heavy emotionally aswell as physically. | gained the
weight because | was out of touch with my inner needs and voice; remaining heavy was away to continue
hiding. Admitting and recognizing the power of that inner place is where my journey to permanent weight
loss and health began. And it will be the same for you. Not the same story, but the same reaching inward to
the place where you’ ve been hiding.

To understand my weight loss journey you need to also understand what else | had to lose—small step by



small step—before | could shed pounds and find my true self.

| grew up in Kingston, Ontario, Canada, with three siblings, one sister and two brothers. We had a happy
home and my parents were loving and supportive. My dad was resourceful, reliable, and sturdy. But it was
my mom who was in charge of things. She was strict and she set high standards for me and my siblings; she
wanted the best for us all and pushed us to achieve.

| was always a strong-willed young girl. | loved the challenge of competition. | was an athlete—I ran, swam,
and played soccer. | loved horses. | was always on the move, rarely looking behind me as | forged ahead into
my next new adventure. Alwaysin arush, | sometimes didn’t look ahead either. | had more than a few run-
ins with telephone wires and bushes and tree roots!

At university | studied science. | also fell in love hard and fast when | was just twenty years old. Since my
then-love was a couple of years ahead of me academically, | interrupted my studies when he graduated and
together we went out west. | believed in his dreams for our success and for our future together. We were
married when | was twenty-three—not unusually young for the time, but definitely an age when | was only
just beginning to understand myself.

| didn’t question giving up further education for my husband’s career: it seemed natural, something | could
do to show him the depth of my love and commitment. Besides, didn’t | have the rest of my life to figure out
what | wanted to do?

But very early into my marriage, my connection to myself began to disappear. | cannot tell you about one

specific moment, or even one particular event that triggered my separation from myself. It was a slow build.
But day by day, month by month, | began to lose a sense of my own importance. It probably began with the
very simple act of giving up what had been important to me—studying science—for someone else’ s dream.

Even as| wasthrilled to have children, | think | really let go of the real Toscawhen | became a mother. Like
many women (of al ages), | jumped into parenthood and all its responsibilities and quickly became absorbed
in making other people happy. What | can see how isthat when | focused so completely on caring for my
kids, | stopped knowing how to care for myself. But that wasn’t the only reason | began hiding.

Early in my marriage, we moved alot for my husband’ s job. The moves were necessary for his career, but
they were also disruptive and | was more or less solely responsible for the logistics of each move and for
helping the kids adjust each time. | loved my husband; the heavy lifting was away of showing my support.
But each move was stressful and each one took alot out of me. It should have been goodwill that was
building in our partnership, but instead there was mounting tension, and | felt | had to walk on eggshells. A
lot of the time, especially at home, | felt nervous and vulnerable. This emotiona environment made me
withdraw from myself even more. It didn’t feel safe to simply be me. Even now as | describe it to you, the
reader, | realize | wasthen and am still afraid to admit that my relationship was transitioning from love to
routine, and ultimately to something very different from love; it was abuse.

When | was twenty-six, | gave birth to our third beautiful daughter. Soon thereafter, we moved yet again, the
seventh timein ten years. Again, | felt enormous joy bringing forth this new life into the world. But | was
beginning to realize that there was a darkness creeping in and around me. | was busy, busy, busy and yet
never made time for myself. My movements kept me out of my head and out of my heart. | scurried around
for others. | wanted to think everything was perfect. | began to tell myself, “Everything isfine.” “Y ou should
be grateful.” But somewhere deep inside me | knew these words were just not true. And on the surface life
was indeed grand. | loved our house, our great community, our pretty little suburban neighborhood. | got



wonderfully lost in being amom. | loved being with my girls and teaching them about schooal, life, and
themselves. Isn't thiswhat | needed to make my life meaningful, my heart feel safe and purposeful ?

The surface never tells the whole story. In reality, with each passing day, month, and year, | was becoming
less happy, less relaxed, more stressed, and more sad. | found myself relying on destructive ways of covering
my anxiety and dulling my own yearnings. “ Time for myself” was time spent eating. | had a warped sense of
what it meant to indulge my own needs!

My bad habits consumed me. Some of these habits may even seem familiar to you. | stayed up late after
everyone went to bed, made myself comfortable on the living room sofa, and lost myself in aquart of ice
cream or ajar of peanut butter. Swallowing one spoonful after another, | no longer tasted the food or felt the
pleasure of its sweethess. Rather, | shoveled in food to obliterate my own feelings of sadness. My husband
and | had drifted far apart—he busy with work and | busy managing the house and family to a self-imposed
perfection. | berated myself if the house was messy or if there were things left undone at the end of a busy
day. These late night feed-fests were away of battling back the feeling that | was aloser. | was desperate to
block out the constant, gnawing fear that something was terribly wrong with me, with my life. One of the
most basic human needs, according to Tony Robbins, master life coach, is the need to feel significant. Caring
for everyone else was meaningful work and had my marriage been happy, | might have felt differently, but
al | knew then is that the care and feeding of other souls didn’t satisfy my own soul’ s need for significance.

When | got married, | weighed about 127 pounds—thin for awoman of my height (5'8"). But ten years later,
the number on the scale had reached two hundred and four pounds. | was a bloated and obscured version of
my former self.

At two hundred plus pounds, | avoided mirrors and cameras. | hid myself in big, bulky clothes. Everything
about my body made me feel awkward, ill at ease, not good enough. The photo on this book is one of the
only ones | have of myself at that time—it’s not that | threw them all away, but rather that | rarely stepped
out from behind the camerato allow myself to be photographed! | didn’t want to document my unhappy
weight. | didn’t want to document my sad truth.

In addition to simply gaining weight, | also started to be physically unwell. On several occasions| even
passed out. Thiswas hypoglycemia at work—my organs were beginning to complain about my poor diet.
My blood sugar would soar, then plummet, taking itstoll on my entire body. | was often sweaty, clammy,
and dizzy. | sometimes had heart palpitations—an irregular heartbeat that caused atightnessin my chest.
This redly scared me because my father had suffered from heart disease al hislife, and ultimately the
disease took him from thisworld. | didn’t want the same fate for me and my kids.

As perhaps you know, food has a terrible way of being both a problem and a solution. With each passing
day, month, and year, | continued to use food to calm me but also to squelch my dreams and block out my
thoughts of my future. The more | ate, the more | felt further diminished, unworthy, and dependent. | had
trouble even remembering who | had been as a girl and young woman before | married. Some days, | would
quickly glance at photos from my childhood. The images staring back at me of the smiling, strong, confident
girl had nothing to do with who | had become. Y et most troubling of all wasthat | couldn’t figure out how to
connect the dots: | knew | ate too much, but how, really, had | become this person staring back at me in the
mirror?

Not surprisingly, | was on edge al the time, and | took even a passing comment about my weight as a deep
criticism about me as a person. | saw disapproval in other’s eyes. And | heard anasty voicein my ear: “You
look fat today.” “Why are you wearing that blouse?’ “Those jeans don’t exactly flatter you.” “Are you crazy



or something?’

How had | become this sad, overweight, powerless woman? And what was | doing to myself? Where was my
belief in my own power?

The bigger | got on the outside, the more | retreated into my litany of self-criticism. | resisted listening to a
deep part of me who wanted that frank inner conversation—about my marriage, about my future, about what
| wanted to do with the rest of my time on Earth. | was depressed, lonely, and powerlessto seek help. In truth
| didn't know where to look. | needed this book all those years ago but there wasn't anything like it at the
time of my crisis.

Thisfeeling of paralysis kept me stuck in my destructive, repetitive behaviors. | didn’t realize these negative
patterns were part of the prison | was building around myself. There were rare occasions when | allowed
myself to peek out and have fun, usually with my children, but most of the time | was introverted and quiet.

| focused on the girls, wanting only to keep them safe and happy, and their busy lives provided good cover.
But was this real ? Was this even good for the girlsif it was so wrong, so bad, for me?

Of course, children always see more than you want them to—they knew | was unhappy. They knew
something was not right in the house. Because | was not taking care of myself, because | was eating fatty,
sugary foods that zapped my energy, | was compounding an already bad situation.

| am certain many of you can relate to that experience: our families are our priority, but it's a slippery slope
from taking care of othersto neglecting ourselves. It becomes—without our even realizing it—somehow
more comfortable to put the needs of others before our own. And to be sure, this “giving up” and giving so
much of ourselves feels good—it’s one way we can show our love for others. But of course there are many
ways to show our love for others that don’t compromise our own needs and hopes and dreams. | didn’t
realize that then at all. Inaway, | think that | shifted into sacrifice mode so that | could mask my own fears
of being who | was. But sacrifice comes at a price, and mine was to become emotionally, physically, and
spiritually depleted.

Today of course, | know that true beauty and happiness do not come from the outer appearance so much as
from what is radiating from deep inside. But at thistimein my life, | had not yet discovered this clear truth.
It's curious to me how what you put out in the universe is what you receive. When | was younger, in my
twenties and thirties, | was nothing but an envelope of negativity, and that is exactly what | got back. It did
not occur to me to operate from love and gratitude. | didn’t know where to look for positive support or a
reality check; | didn’t even realize that | needed areality check because | was completely convinced that |
knew where | stood and that | was a bad person for getting to that place. | was convinced that | was worth
nothing. The more | internalized this thinking, the worse | alowed others to treat me. It was avicious cycle. |
stayed bound in this kind of thinking for years, actually allowing others to treat me badly, further tightening
the chains around my spirit. Soon, though, | was going to take a profoundly simple step: | was going to ook
inside myself and gather my courage to believe that | did matter. | was about to dive inward.

But in those early days, the only voice | heard was small and squeaky, telling me not to take up so much
space. Hide, the little voice told me. | supposeif | werereally in aprison | would curl up inaball inthe
farthest corner and keep myself from view. The dominant feeling | was experiencing was shame. | was
ashamed at myself for being afailure, fat, insignificant, and worthless. This was not the way | was raised or
the person | had expected to be. | had allowed myself and others to destroy my purpose.



Deep down, | knew something was wrong with my life. If | had had the courage to be honest with myself at
the time, | would have admitted that what was wrong was my marriage: it had soured beyond repair. My
husband and | had drifted worlds apart and weren’t supportive or communicative with each other. | was not
happy and | did not feel respected, truly loved, or cared for. | felt uneasy in my own home, too vulnerable to
relax and be myself. But even as | am now sure that my husband was as much to blame as me, | still thought
| was the onein the wrong. | doubted my own instincts: Are things really that bad? Maybe | am just holding
myself to impossible standards. Don't all women feel thisway about marriage after awhile?

I would try to justify my feelings, my fear of change, aways arriving at the same conclusion: Y ou don’'t have
what it takesto live adifferent kind of life. Y ou owe it to your family to try harder and stay with them.

So | soldiered on, and kept on eating in a silent battle with myself.

Food was the only personal joy | had. Food had become my medicine, my best friend, my only safe, reliable
source of comfort. After al my work for the day was done, after everyone else wasin bed, | retreated to the
living room sofa. | might turn on the television; sometimes | read magazines and dreamed about faraway
places that looked exotic or romantic. But then | closed the cover and settled in to eat my quart of ice cream,
hunk of cheese, or spoonfuls of peanut butter again and again—and, often, all of them together.

Sometimes | was scared | would be caught eating, and | actually hid in the closet for fear that my husband
would angrily criticize my eating and my weight. He had atemper and | was often the target for it. He
thought my overeating was a deep flaw and a sign of weakness, and | believed he was right about me. | felt
ugly, unsexy, and worthless. He didn’t contradict me or help me think otherwise. My late-night trysts with
food had become one of the few sources of pleasure in alife that was becoming increasingly unsafe. Under
cover of darkness, | thought no one would notice what was becoming of me.

It'snot like | didn’t try to get out of this mess of an existence. | didn’t try to leave the marriage—which
would have been the healthy and self-loving thing to do—but | did try to lose the weight that | felt sure was
part of the problem. If only | got skinny, I'd tell mysdlf, I'll feel better. He'll love me again. I'll love me

again.

I’d try the latest fad diet—nhigh protein, no carbs; pineapple for seven days; frozen diet dinners; complete
restriction. Like most diets, they worked—for awhile. But then I'd start my old, familiar, destructive eating
patterns. I'd reach for my trio of favorite foods—the ice cream, the cheese, the peanut butter. They were my
drugs, and | was an addict.

I know now what | didn’t know then: when we pretend we are happy when we are not, when we bury painful
experiences inside ourselvesinstead of confronting them, we end up hurting others—and ourselves most of
all. But at that time in my life | was not aware of that important lesson, nor was | ready for it.

At that time, | thought that | had some kind of control over what | was doing; | believed that | could handle
everything life dealt me, and that if | could just stop being as weak as|’'d come to believe | was, | would be
fine. | thought that losing weight was about self-control. | didn’t have enough of it, | wastold, and | told
myself, but | knew this quality could only come from me so | didn’'t ask for any help. | kept my focus outside
myself—on my beautiful, unique, wonderful daughters. | ignored myself, my body, my heart. | ignored what
my gut was telling me: that | was unhappy, and that | was not being honored or respected. | used food to
smother my desires. To take the place of dreaming and setting goals for myself. And | got very good at it.

If you've ever felt backed into an emotional corner and terrified of changing even one thing about your life,



you probably understand this fear. It's not logical. It's not rational. But the fear of change surrounds you just
the same. And it can feel much, much bigger than you.

Then, slowly, | risked really looking at myself. | stared at myself literally in the mirror and figuratively by
allowing myself longer periods of self-focus. As uncomfortable as it was to see the differences, | started to
compare the woman | was and the woman | felt that | ought to be. | examined what was still beneath the
extraweight in my face, around my tummy, and at the top of my legs. | would stare long enough to imagine
myself the way | used to be: an athletic, spirited young woman who wanted to be ateacher. Who loved a
good run on a sunny, cool day. Who was the captain of a soccer team. Who swam competitively.

Where had that woman gone?
Where was she hiding?
| began to search.

Users Review
From reader reviews:
Morgan Woods:

This The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life book
isnot really ordinary book, you have after that it the world isin your hands. The benefit you obtain by
reading this book is usually information inside this book incredible fresh, you will get datawhich is getting
deeper aperson read alot of information you will get. This specific The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps
That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life without we comprehend teach the one who looking
at it become critical in pondering and analyzing. Don't possibly be worry The Start Here Diet: Three Simple
Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life can bring once you are and not make your
carrier space or bookshelves grow to be full because you can have it in your lovely laptop even cellphone.
This The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life
having excellent arrangement in word as well as layout, so you will not really feel uninterested in reading.

Audrey Thompson:

The particular book The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . .
.for Life has alot of knowledge on it. So when you check out this book you can get alot of help. The book
was published by the very famous author. The author makes some research prior to write this book. This
particular book very easy to read you can get the point easily after scanning this book.

Tasha Banda:

The book untitled The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . .
for Life contain alot of information on the item. The writer explains your girlfriend idea with easy way. The
language is very easy to understand all the people, so do not necessarily worry, you can easy to read it. The
book was published by famous author. The author will take you in the new era of literary works. Y ou can
read this book because you can continue reading your smart phone, or program, so you can read the book



throughout anywhere and anytime. If you want to buy the e-book, you can open their official web-site along
with order it. Have a nice read.

Alexander Goodman:

Isit anindividual who having spare time after that spend it whole day by watching television programs or
just lying down on the bed? Do you need something totally new? This The Start Here Diet: Three Simple
Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life can be the response, oh how comes? A fresh
book you know. Y ou are thus out of date, spending your time by reading in this brand-new erais common
not a nerd activity. So what these textbooks have than the others?

Download and Read Online The Start Here Diet: Three Simple
Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By
Tosca Reno, Billie Fitzpatraick #T4YM JQO5RVZ



Read The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me
Trangition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By Tosca Reno, Billie
Fitzpatraick for online ebook

The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By Tosca
Reno, Billie Fitzpatraick Free PDF dOwnlOad, audio books, books to read, good books to read, cheap books,
good books, online books, books online, book reviews epub, read books online, books to read online, online
library, greatbooks to read, PDF best books to read, top books to read The Start Here Diet: Three Simple
Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By Tosca Reno, Billie Fitzpatraick books to
read online.

Online The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped M e Transition from Fat
toSlim ... for Life By Tosca Reno, Billie Fitzpatraick ebook PDF download

The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By
Tosca Reno, Billie Fitzpatraick Doc

The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By Tosca Reno, Billie
Fitzpatraick M obipocket

The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By Tosca Reno, Billie
Fitzpatraick EPub

TAYMJIQOS5RVZ: The Start Here Diet: Three Simple Steps That Helped Me Transition from Fat to Slim . . . for Life By
Tosca Reno, Billie Fitzpatraick



