
ENTRY 2 

So I am halfway through my first 8 week challenge. In the last 4 weeks, I have undergone a huge 
transformation both physically and mentally. I consider myself a food related schizophrenic. I 
went through three different personalities, the psychopathic sugar junkie that couldn’t get a fix, 
the sooky lala girl in constant need of reassurance and the female equivalent to Rambo who 
won’t let anything get in her way 

It hasn’t been easy is what I’m trying to say. It was my decision to give up chocolate and cut out 
sugar. At first I regretted it especially when the withdrawals set in but then I started to feel 
better. My energy levels were constant throughout the day rather than energy in the morning 
and dying in  the afternoon. Don’t get me wrong, I am only human and I did fall off  the perch 
but my body  let me know with a vengeance that it was not happy Jan! 

I have been fairly good with my exercise. I love personal training even though it’s hard. I don’t 
whine out loud but in my head sounds like 747 getting ready to take off. I would beat myself up 
regularly and tell myself that this was hopeless. I wasn’t going to keep this up, I would do well 
for a couple of months and then stop again as soon as it got too hard. So to combat this, poor 
Bruno was my main target for reassurance. I went to him to have smoke blown up my jacksy, 
“yeah Char you’re doing great, you look fantastic.” Blah blah blah. And like the wonderful 
partner he is,  he did it willingly… either  that or he was terrified that the psychopath would 
come back and scream at him. 

Midway meeting was last night and measurements were taken.. time to see if all the tears, pain 
and mental punishment was worth it. Once I got my results, female Rambo came out. Yeah 
buddy, look out gym you’re gonna get smashed. Come at me food, you got nothing! 4.1kgs and 
23cms lost over  the last 4 weeks! But then  those kilos and centimeters aren’t lost… I threw 
them away! Bring on  the next stage of this journey! 

  


