
ENTRY 1 

I had always been an active kid representing my schools in swimming and volleyball. I never had a 

problem with my weight until I was about 12. I was bullied in Form 1(Year 8) because I was 

considered chubby and I had big shoulders. This started the comfort eating trend. But my weight 

didn’t get out of control until after I had my first son. I was 16 and 63kgs when I found out I was 

pregnant, by the time I was full term with him I was 93kgs. I had used the “eating for 2” excuse to 

gorge myself on junk. 

 

My baby was physically abused at 2 months old and ended up in hospital with a broken leg and 

broken ribs. This began a long battle to prove I was a fit mother regardless of my age. During this 

time chocolate and other sugary food became my constant companions. After 4 years of fighting, I 

was given custody of my son but the stress had taken its toll on my body. I had gone from a size 12 

to a size 22. 

 

I had made my weight my identity. I referred to myself as the funny fat chick from Dan Murphys. My 

excuse for not losing weight was I couldn’t tell fat jokes if I was skinny. I was listening to the radio 

about a month ago and Michelle Bridges was promoting the new season of Biggest Loser. She was 

saying that usually if a child is obese, the whole family is obese even the family cat. Right at that 

point my cat came round the corner with my sons following close behind. OMG she’s talking about 

my family, my kids, my cat…. Me! That realization was a kick in the pants but it still wasn’t quite 

enough. The real kick start came from Brad. He asked me a couple of days later if I was doing the 8 

week challenge and I said no because I hadn’t gotten my food under control. After a gentle prod in 

the right direction Brad said the most powerful 6 words I had never heard… “I know you can do it.” 

 

Since then, I have examined my life over the last couple of years and realized I am not happy with 

myself. I am telling my sons they needed to stop eating junk but I’m not stopping myself. I am a 

hypocrite. I am not comfortable in my clothes, I am not comfortable in my skin. I avoid getting 

changed in front of mirrors because the sight of my stomach disgusts me. 

 

I know it isn’t going to be easy. Negativity comes in many forms and I can be quite sensitive to it. I 

have to retrain myself into thinking that it is okay to do this for me. That I’m not being selfish and 

neglecting my children when I take time to go to the gym. 

 

I want to lose at least 15 kgs , not just to be healthy for my family but to be comfortable in my own 

skin. I want to be able to look in the mirror and like what I see. I want to believe my husband to be 

wholeheartedly when he says that I look beautiful. Most of all I don’t want to be “the funny FAT 

chick”. 

 


