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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 Start Here
Diet! Tosca knows what it’s like to feel ashamed of your body: At her heaviest, she hid behind
bulky clothes and rarely had her picture taken. Her blood sugar level was like a roller coaster,
and her heart rate was far from normal. Tosca was so focused on taking care of her family that
she neglected her own needs. Then she started making slight adjustments in her everyday life—
small changes that brought about big results. In this exciting book, she shares the three easy-to-
follow steps that 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—Tosca will help you overcome these internal barriers in a
completely unique, accessible way. Step 2: Uncover Your Hidden Foods. Do you have a food 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: Move a Little! The Start Here plan doesn’t require you to join a gym 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 a
little for even fifteen minutes a day will help reshape your body and put you on a path to weight-
loss success. Like a good friend and trusted mentor, Tosca will show you how to believe in
yourself again, forgive yourself, and imagine a life 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 to feed it. As Tosca says, The Start Here Diet is all
about cherishing you—and you are wonderful!



This is a work of nonfiction. Some names and identifying details have been changed.This book
proposes a program of diet and exercise recommendations for the reader to follow. However,
you should consult a qualified medical professional (and, if you are pregnant, your ob/gyn)
before starting this or any other fitness program. Please seek your doctor’s advice before making
any decisions that affect your health or extreme changes in your diet, particularly if you suffer
from any medical condition or have any symptom that may require treatment. As with any diet or
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AuthorAbout the AuthorIntroductionI’m Tosca Reno, the mom of four who went from fat and
frumpy to slender, healthy, and sexy—all after age forty. You may know me as the author of the
Eat-Clean Diet franchise, the New York Times bestselling author of Your Best Body Now, or the
creator of the diet lauded by celebrities such as Angelina Jolie, Nicole Kidman, and Halle Berry
for helping them shed their post-baby weight. You may recognize me from Good Morning
America, CBS Sunday Morning, Access Hollywood, or one of the hundreds of other media and
personal appearances I make as I travel around the United States and Canada inspiring people
to lose weight, get fit, and become healthier.If you’re reading this book, then you probably
already know a little bit about me. But with all the time that I’ve spent on the road, I am just
beginning to find out about you.I always assumed that the people who bought my books were
those who mirror the person I am today—totally committed to a healthful lifestyle and the
changes necessary to achieve it. But what I’m learning is that the majority of my books are
purchased by people who are more like who I was when I began my journey.I didn’t always look
the way I do now. For years, I was a fragile pawn in my own yo-yo dieting nightmare, in which I
spent the majority of my life starving myself, bingeing, and trying every diet known to mankind to



lose weight and fit into my pre-kid jeans, all to no avail. I was seventy-five pounds heavier than I
am now, then I got a little thinner, then got fat again. Up and down went the scale. I stayed in this
limbo for more than twenty years before finally figuring out that I had the power to not only lose
weight but keep it off and get healthy.But like most stories that seem to fit into neat nutshells, the
version that I have told up until now only touched the surface of my experience. Indeed, the life I
have described in my other books is a somewhat sanitized version of what really happened to
me; what I’ve shared before only hints at the real struggle I went through and that millions of
people—perhaps including you—still endure. And for reasons that will soon become clear, it is
only now that I have the courage and power to dig deep and be fully honest about what had to
change inside of me before I could truly transform my life. I hope that sharing my experience and
my journey to a healthy weight will inspire you to travel the same road—the road to happiness
with the way you look and feel—because to be truly successful in reshaping yourself is to find
the why first. Why are you not at your ideal weight? That answer is paramount.It’s not that I have
some shocking, tabloid tell-all to reveal. My story is epically relatable. Nearly 130 million people
in the United States alone live just like I did: terrified of making changes, without the know-how
to stop their self-sabotaging behaviors.I am not only a former fat girl, a woman who stayed up
late to avoid being caught eating ice cream and peanut butter and hunks of cheese. I am also a
woman who was tangled up in a bad relationship and so many folds of fat that I no longer knew
who I was. I had lost a sense of where I ended and others began. Sound familiar? I was a
member of what I fondly call the “invisible millions.” I couldn’t see myself clearly; I felt lost and
humiliated; I was hiding from myself.Most stories that have at their heart the loss of our true
selves have one of two endings: we either find ourselves or we continue to muddle through our
lives—sad, powerless, and often very, very overweight and very, very sick.I found myself. But not
without wrestling with what was at the center of my fear of change. At first, I had no power to stop
eating certain foods that were sabotaging my life and my health. I was so fearful of adjusting
even the slightest thing in my day that instead I stayed immobile—stuck physically, emotionally,
and spiritually. Then slowly I gained clarity and courage. I began to feel less threatened by small
changes. I began to listen to another voice within me.If you, too, belong to the “invisible millions,”
if you, too, can’t seem to move off the couch—literally and metaphorically—I hope that my full
story and the Start Here process for change will finally inspire in you the confidence and
courage to change your life forever. I hope it is the spark for your personal renovation. If I can do it
—you can do it.The Start Here Diet is a simple three-step process. It’s gentle and easy and
brought me out of my dark, lonely, and heavy place, the place where you must begin, too.Part 1,
“Coming Out of Hiding,” turns your focus inward. Many diets begin by asking you to identify your
goals, such as the number of pounds you want to lose. My strategy is a bit different: I want you to
focus on what’s behind your weight gain and behind your desire to lose weight. No diet will ever
be successful if you don’t go to that place inside you, a place usually wrapped in pain,
discomfort, shame, self-defeating habits, and fear. Unless you take care of this inner place, this
inner fat person who is hiding from the world and herself or himself, then no matter what the diet,



it will not work in the long run.And I am all about the long run. I am all about showing you how
you can—and will—heal that inner place, that part of you where your gifts and secret strengths
reside.As a former overweight person, I know what the prison of extra pounds does to the heart
and the soul, never mind the body. And I know that for you to emancipate yourself from the
prison of too much weight, to get in touch with the real you and the gifts that lie within you, you
must face the intense fear and discomfort that surround you and that are presently dictating your
life though you may be unaware of this vise-grip.Step 1 will help you do this. I call this step your
dive inward. I will describe my own dive inward and then ask you to get in touch with your heart,
ask yourself some tough questions, and find some ways to forgive yourself, give yourself
permission to move on, and begin to dismantle the pain that keeps you in your prison.This first,
heart-focused step is not complicated, but some of the questions you will ask yourself, and the
changes they lead you to, probably won’t be easy. However, they are absolutely necessary and
build a foundation from which you can take the subsequent two steps. Diving inward is the
foundation for the beginning of your permanent weight loss. It is the step that will put you on the
path to losing the ten, twenty, fifty, one hundred, or two hundred pounds that have you locked up,
unwell, and miserable. Diving inward is where I started my process.Part 2, “Losing Weight and
Regaining Yourself,” lays out the details of the next two simple steps—sometimes I even call
them “baby steps.” Removing your hidden food (step 2) and moving a little (step 3) are rooted in
gentleness and simplicity. I know neither of these steps asks you to do anything you can’t
do.Identifying your hidden foods is much simpler than it may sound. We all have foods in our
kitchens that too often find their way to our plates. We know they are less healthy than they could
be, and if you’re honest with yourself, you know that these foods (or just one ingredient) are the
ones you reach to for comfort. For me it was peanut butter (which isn’t inherently “bad” unless,
like me, you are eating it late at night and straight out of the jar with a spoon) and ice cream. I
reached for these foods when I was alone—I reached for them to give me pleasure, the pleasure
and confidence I was missing in the rest of my day. Your hidden food(s) weigh you down
physically and emotionally; clearly seeing the frequency with which they turn up in your diet and
beginning to replace them with healthier options is a simple yet amazingly effective baby step
toward huge weight loss. I will also introduce you to my kitchen shortcuts, which will help you
rethink the way you shop, allow you to put together a meal or snack, and offer tools so that you
are ready to deal with obstacles, troubleshoot roadblocks, and reach for and find support where
and when you need it. The kitchen, too, is a good place to start your own process.Don’t be
intimidated by “moving a little” either! I appreciate that you are busy with your work or with your
home or with your kids or with all three. I appreciate that most people don’t have any “extra” time
they can devote to exercise. But I do know that you can add small movements to your housework
or when sitting at your desk, and those small extra movements are exercise. In this step, I ask
only that you add small movements to what you are already doing. I offer fifty movements that
count as exercise, fifty movements from which you can find a handful that will become part of
your daily routine. Moving more is a painless and ultimately joyful way to start your weight loss



journey.Part 3, “Renovating Day by Day,” offers you twenty-eight days of meals as well as twenty-
eight days of activities that require as little as fifteen minutes a day. The eating and activity plans
are meant to be flexible, so that you can either follow them as a literal guide or use them as
inspiration to create your own food and exercise combinations.Part 3 also includes an entire
chapter that helps you develop support tools so that no obstacle will sabotage your plans and
goals. The book ends with thirty easy and absolutely delicious recipes that you can make at
home. They apply to you, the busy woman who is probably not a chef, just like me!A big part of
succeeding at this diet is keeping close track of your physical and emotional progress, and to do
that I’m going to ask you to practice journaling.The inner part of your journey needs a safe place
in which to unfold. So it’s really important that you keep a journal—a place where you can put
down your feelings, fears, words of encouragement; a record of all you experience as you begin
this process of uncovering your gifts and your secret strengths. This is the beginning of you
telling your own story.And because I think this piece is so integral to your process and your
success, I am going to share with you selections from my own journal. I think it will be valuable
for you to see that I was a lot like you not so long ago. I hope you find encouragement, support,
and solace in that knowledge. Not only will you see how uncomfortable I felt, but you will also
see how, day by day, and with small steps, the changes I wished for myself became real.Your
journal is not simply a log where you record the foods you eat every day, though that is part of it.
The journal is the place where you ask yourself questions about why you are hiding, begin to
look at the inner part of you where your gifts reside, and start to understand your relationship
with food. This journal becomes your story.This journal can be a spiral-bound notebook with
lined pages, a Google doc on your computer, a Notes page on your smartphone, or even a blank
book in which you draw as well as write. You can even keep an audio journal by using a video or
tape recorder to house your story. Your journal can take many shapes or forms; what’s most
important is that you create it and use it.Your journey through this diet might get intense at times.
Yes, it’s simple; I’ve made the steps as uncomplicated as possible. But I know that taking these
steps and making the changes can be hard! Even thinking about making changes can cause
anxiety and make your heart race. Keeping a journal is one way to help manage this experience.
Keep it close, by your bed or near your favorite chair. Think of your journal as a place to empty
your worries and rediscover the real you, the one who’s been in hiding. It’s the place where you
can reconnect with a part of yourself that may have been buried for a long time.Throughout the
chapters that lie ahead, from time to time I will remind you to turn to your journal. Having that
safe, private place to dive into your heart and bare your soul is wonderfully liberating. I still keep
a journal today! Remember, if you don’t write it down your desires never become reality.This is a
book for all of you who feel so profoundly stuck on the couch that you can no longer even
imagine moving your body. This is a book for all of you who feel trapped by your bodies and who
refuse to look in the mirror. Perhaps you’ve lost the sense of your body’s shape and size. Maybe
you have always struggled with your weight, or maybe it was the act of quitting smoking or the
birth of your children that left you with extra pounds you haven’t been able to lose. Regardless of



the trigger or original cause, I believe that diving inward, discovering your hidden foods, and
moving just a little is the right plan to kick-start you into a new way of life and into caring for
yourself and your body again.So come join me. I will show you how to trust yourself again,
forgive yourself, and imagine changes you thought were beyond your reach. You will see how I
and others like me began by taking baby steps to change our lives. And then you will be more
ready than ever before to take the three gentle, easy baby steps that will lead you to permanent
weight loss and tremendous health. Let the journey begin!PART ONEComing Out of Hiding1My
PrisonMany of us think 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 fine” or “Don’t worry, everything
is all 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 feel, 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, I lived my life in hiding, and coming out of
hiding took some painful reckoning. When others asked how I was doing, I would reply in a
defensive tone, “I’m fine!” The message I clearly sent with that response was “Don’t dig any
deeper. Leave me alone.”When I was seventy-five pounds overweight, I was heavy emotionally
as well as physically. I gained the weight because I was out of touch with my inner needs and
voice; remaining heavy was a way 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 I had
to lose—small step by small step—before I could shed pounds and find my true self.I 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.I was always a
strong-willed young girl. I loved the challenge of competition. I was an athlete—I ran, swam, and
played soccer. I loved horses. I was always on the move, rarely looking behind me as I forged
ahead into my next new adventure. Always in a rush, I sometimes didn’t look ahead either. I had
more than a few run-ins with telephone wires and bushes and tree roots!At university I studied
science. I also fell in love hard and fast when I was just twenty years old. Since my then-love was
a couple of years ahead of me academically, I interrupted my studies when he graduated and
together we went out west. I believed in his dreams for our success and for our future together.
We were married when I was twenty-three—not unusually young for the time, but definitely an
age when I was only just beginning to understand myself.I didn’t question giving up further
education for my husband’s career: it seemed natural, something I could do to show him the
depth of my love and commitment. Besides, didn’t I have the rest of my life to figure out what I
wanted to do?But very early into my marriage, my connection to myself began to disappear. I



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, I 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 I was thrilled to
have children, I think I really let go of the real Tosca when I became a mother. Like many women
(of all ages), I jumped into parenthood and all its responsibilities and quickly became absorbed
in making other people happy. What I can see now is that when I focused so completely on
caring for my kids, I stopped knowing how to care for myself. But that wasn’t the only reason I
began hiding.Early in my marriage, we moved a lot for my husband’s job. The moves were
necessary for his career, but they were also disruptive and I was more or less solely responsible
for the logistics of each move and for helping the kids adjust each time. I loved my husband; the
heavy lifting was a way of showing my support. But each move was stressful and each one took
a lot out of me. It should have been goodwill that was building in our partnership, but instead
there was mounting tension, and I felt I had to walk on eggshells. A lot of the time, especially at
home, I felt nervous and vulnerable. This emotional environment made me withdraw from myself
even more. It didn’t feel safe to simply be me. Even now as I describe it to you, the reader, I
realize I was then 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 I was twenty-
seven, I gave birth to our second beautiful daughter. Soon thereafter, we moved yet again, the
seventh time in ten years. Again, I felt enormous joy bringing forth this new life into the world. But
I was beginning to realize that there was a darkness creeping in and around me. I was busy,
busy, busy and yet never made time for myself. My movements kept me out of my head and out
of my heart. I scurried around for others. I wanted to think everything was perfect. I began to tell
myself, “Everything is fine.” “You should be grateful.” But somewhere deep inside me I knew
these words were just not true. And on the surface life was indeed grand. I loved our house, our
great community, our pretty little suburban neighborhood. I got wonderfully lost in being a mom. I
loved being with my girls and teaching them about school, life, and themselves. Isn’t this what I
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, I was becoming less happy,
less relaxed, more stressed, and more sad. I found myself relying on destructive ways of
covering my anxiety and dulling my own yearnings. “Time for myself” was time spent eating. I
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. I stayed up late after everyone went to bed,
made myself comfortable on the living room sofa, and lost myself in a quart of ice cream or a jar
of peanut butter. Swallowing one spoonful after another, I no longer tasted the food or felt the
pleasure of its sweetness. Rather, I shoveled in food to obliterate my own feelings of sadness.
My husband and I had drifted far apart—he busy with work and I busy managing the house and
family to a self-imposed perfection. I 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 a way of battling



back the feeling that I was a loser. I 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, I might have felt differently, but all I
knew then is that the care and feeding of other souls didn’t satisfy my own soul’s need for
significance.When I got married, I weighed about 127 pounds—thin for a woman of my height
(5′8″). But ten years later, the number on the scale had reached two hundred and four pounds. I
was a bloated and obscured version of my former self.At two hundred plus pounds, I avoided
mirrors and cameras. I 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 I have of
myself at that time—it’s not that I threw them all away, but rather that I rarely stepped out from
behind the camera to allow myself to be photographed! I didn’t want to document my unhappy
weight. I didn’t want to document my sad truth.In addition to simply gaining weight, I also started
to be physically unwell. On several occasions I even passed out. This was hypoglycemia at work
—my organs were beginning to complain about my poor diet. My blood sugar would soar, then
plummet, taking its toll on my entire body. I was often sweaty, clammy, and dizzy. I sometimes
had heart palpitations—an irregular heartbeat that caused a tightness in my chest. This really
scared me because my father had suffered from heart disease all his life, and ultimately the
disease took him from this world. I 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, I continued to use food to calm me but also to squelch my dreams and block
out my thoughts of my future. The more I ate, the more I felt further diminished, unworthy, and
dependent. I had trouble even remembering who I had been as a girl and young woman before I
married. Some days, I 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 I had become. Yet
most troubling of all was that I couldn’t figure out how to connect the dots: I knew I ate too much,
but how, really, had I become this person staring back at me in the mirror?Not surprisingly, I was
on edge all the time, and I took even a passing comment about my weight as a deep criticism
about me as a person. I saw disapproval in other’s eyes. And I heard a nasty voice in 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 I become this sad, overweight, powerless woman? And
what was I doing to myself? Where was my belief in my own power?The bigger I got on the
outside, the more I retreated into my litany of self-criticism. I resisted listening to a deep part of
me who wanted that frank inner conversation—about my marriage, about my future, about what I
wanted to do with the rest of my time on Earth. I was depressed, lonely, and powerless to seek
help. In truth I didn’t know where to look. I needed this book all those years ago but there wasn’t
anything like it at the time of my crisis.This feeling of paralysis kept me stuck in my destructive,
repetitive behaviors. I didn’t realize these negative patterns were part of the prison I was building
around myself. There were rare occasions when I allowed myself to peek out and have fun,



usually with my children, but most of the time I was introverted and quiet.I 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 girls if it was so wrong, so bad, for me?Of course, children
always see more than you want them to—they knew I was unhappy. They knew something was
not right in the house. Because I was not taking care of myself, because I was eating fatty,
sugary foods that sapped my energy, I was compounding an already bad situation.I 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 others to 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. I didn’t realize that then at all. In a way, I think that I shifted
into sacrifice mode so that I could mask my own fears of being who I was. But sacrifice comes at
a price, and mine was to become emotionally, physically, and spiritually depleted.Today of
course, I 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 this time in my life, I 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 I
was younger, in my twenties and thirties, I was nothing but an envelope of negativity, and that is
exactly what I got back. It did not occur to me to operate from love and gratitude. I didn’t know
where to look for positive support or a reality check; I didn’t even realize that I needed a reality
check because I was completely convinced that I knew where I stood and that I was a bad
person for getting to that place. I was convinced that I was worth nothing. The more I internalized
this thinking, the worse I allowed others to treat me. It was a vicious cycle. I 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, I was going to take a profoundly simple step: I was going to look
inside myself and gather my courage to believe that I did matter. I was about to dive inward.But
in those early days, the only voice I heard was small and squeaky, telling me not to take up so
much space. Hide, the little voice told me. I suppose if I were really in a prison I would curl up in a
ball in the farthest corner and keep myself from view. The dominant feeling I was experiencing
was shame. I was ashamed at myself for being a failure, fat, insignificant, and worthless. This
was not the way I was raised or the person I had expected to be. I had allowed myself and others
to destroy my purpose.Deep down, I knew something was wrong with my life. If I had had the
courage to be honest with myself at the time, I would have admitted that what was wrong was my
marriage: it had soured beyond repair. My husband and I had drifted worlds apart and weren’t
supportive or communicative with each other. I was not happy and I did not feel respected, truly
loved, or cared for. I felt uneasy in my own home, too vulnerable to relax and be myself. But even
as I am now sure that my husband was as much to blame as me, I still thought I was the one in
the wrong. I doubted my own instincts: Are things really that bad? Maybe I am just holding myself
to impossible standards. Don’t all women feel this way about marriage after a while?I would try



to justify my feelings, my fear of change, always arriving at the same conclusion: You don’t have
what it takes to live a different kind of life. You owe it to your family to try harder and stay with
them.So I soldiered on, and kept on eating in a silent battle with myself.Food was the only
personal joy I had. Food had become my medicine, my best friend, my only safe, reliable source
of comfort. After all my work for the day was done, after everyone else was in bed, I retreated to
the living room sofa. I might turn on the television; sometimes I read magazines and dreamed
about faraway places that looked exotic or romantic. But then I 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 I was scared I would be caught eating, and I actually hid in
the closet for fear that my husband would angrily criticize my eating and my weight. He had a
temper and I was often the target for it. He thought my overeating was a deep flaw and a sign of
weakness, and I believed he was right about me. I 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 a life that was becoming increasingly unsafe. Under cover of
darkness, I thought no one would notice what was becoming of me.It’s not like I didn’t try to get
out of this mess of an existence. I didn’t try to leave the marriage—which would have been the
healthy and self-loving thing to do—but I did try to lose the weight that I felt sure was part of the
problem. If only I got skinny, I’d tell myself, I’ll feel better. He’ll love me again. I’ll love me again.I’d
try the latest fad diet—high protein, no carbs; pineapple for seven days; frozen diet dinners;
complete restriction. Like most diets, they worked—for a while. 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 I was an addict.I know now what I didn’t know then:
when we pretend we are happy when we are not, when we bury painful experiences inside
ourselves instead of confronting them, we end up hurting others—and ourselves most of all. But
at that time in my life I was not aware of that important lesson, nor was I ready for it.At that time, I
thought that I had some kind of control over what I was doing; I believed that I could handle
everything life dealt me, and that if I could just stop being as weak as I’d come to believe I was, I
would be fine. I thought that losing weight was about self-control. I didn’t have enough of it, I was
told, and I told myself, but I knew this quality could only come from me so I didn’t ask for any
help. I kept my focus outside myself—on my beautiful, unique, wonderful daughters. I ignored
myself, my body, my heart. I ignored what my gut was telling me: that I was unhappy, and that I
was not being honored or respected. I used food to smother my desires. To take the place of
dreaming and setting goals for myself. And I 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, I risked really looking at myself. I
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, I started to compare the woman I was
and the woman I felt that I ought to be. I examined what was still beneath the extra weight in my



face, around my tummy, and at the top of my legs. I would stare long enough to imagine myself
the way I used to be: an athletic, spirited young woman who wanted to be a teacher. 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?I began to search.The
Turning PointIn the summer of 2000, I finally changed my life. I’ll spare you the pitiful details of a
bad marriage’s ending, but suffice it to say that I finally began to question whether my marriage
was truly tolerable and if, in fact, I was teaching my daughters to hide from their problems rather
than try to solve them. I asked myself what kind of life I was truly modeling for my children. Was I
teaching them that it is okay to let yourself go, to treat your body with disregard, to allow
someone else’s opinion of you to rule your life, to avoid and abandon your dreams and desires?It
was time for my girls and me to do the thing I had never thought I could do. I had to make a break
from a marriage that had become toxic and from the life I was living. I didn’t want my daughters
to internalize the same sense of helplessness they saw me act out each day. I knew it was up to
me to show them a new way to live, one based on taking care of myself and bringing health back
to my life. I realize now this step took a tremendous amount of courage, but I was standing on
the precipice and I was going to either fall or fly. I was gripped by the overwhelming desire to fly,
to survive, to appear as my true self in this world.Decision made, within months our home went
up for sale, and the girls and I moved into a townhome nearby. I had done the unimaginable—
broken out of hiding, removed myself from a bad situation, and created my own separate space.
That first step seemed giant, but looking back, it was just one moment I needed to get to and
through. And then we were out and moving forward. It was terrifying, but more than that, it was
exhilarating and exciting.In many ways this move was my first Start Here moment. It was the first
of several baby steps that helped me reconnect to myself, to the inner strength that was always
there but held locked up because of my own fears. I had a long way to go before I would feel
completely emancipated and truly ready to embrace the lessons of those years, but I was on my
way.You probably can imagine how frightened I was to be suddenly on my own, needing to make
a living, learning how to pay the bills and take care of the many details that go along with raising
three young daughters. I had not really worked since I was in my early twenties. The whole job
market had changed. My education seemed far away and almost useless. I felt beyond
overwhelmed. I can still recall many moments when I felt nearly frozen with fear. Did I really leave
him? Am I really the one in charge of myself and my daughters? But instead of retreating from
these questions, instead of eating ice cream to smother my own voice, I actually began to
answer them. Soon, I began to feel different. I began to feel stronger, capable, and trusting.
Finally, finally, I was really in control of my own life! I felt safe. I was beginning to feel purposeful
and powerful once again.Within the safety of our own little townhome, I began to make changes
in my diet. My daughters began to copy and follow these simple yet powerful dietary changes,
the first of which was to try to stay away from my hidden foods—ice cream, peanut butter, and
cheese in quantity! Instead I tried to eat more vegetables, fewer processed foods, and more
protein. Quickly, I began to see positive changes in my health that even my doctor noticed and



for which she congratulated me. And I lost weight. The dizziness and heart palpitations
subsided. I felt more energetic. I slept more soundly. I was stunned at how easy it was to take
back my health. Even with the smallest of changes, like putting the lid ON the peanut butter jar or
NOT BUYING ice cream, my body was beginning to respond. It was dizzying stuff for a fat girl to
now see and feel such powerful change.I was beginning to feel so much better.Coming Out of
Hiding: The First Three QuestionsMany of us use food to help us escape something that’s wrong
in our lives—it can be a huge, life-changing crisis, or it can be not-so-huge, everyday stress, fear,
lack of satisfaction, lack of control, and countless other small feelings that grow into an all-
consuming reality. We can also use food to block out feelings of inadequacy and self-loathing,
feelings so old you can’t even remember their original cause. But when food starts to be
something that we hide ourselves behind, rather than enjoying it as a balanced part of a fulfilling
life, simply recognizing the emotional association is the first and most important step toward
turning things around.In my work today, I like to make a distinction between food and nutrition.
Food is simply something we indiscriminately push between our lips. Food has the power to
break us down and destroy us, leaving us weak in the face of illness. Nutrition, on the other
hand, is what we consume that feeds and sustains the body, and we should place it in a position
of strength against what may confront us. The two are vastly different in my mind. When I think
about food this way, it helps me stay committed to the latter and with optimal health fully in
mind.But back then, when I was trying to make this transition, I asked myself three tough
questions:1. Did I have the courage to face my reflection in the mirror?2. Was that reflection
really me?3. If not, then why was I hiding?When I got the courage to stand before the literal and
physical mirror, I will admit that I was terrified. I didn’t want to look at the overweight body
standing before me. I didn’t like the outline of the woman I saw. In fact, I hated her!!Nonetheless,
I did take that step and look at myself in the mirror in a new way. Doing so was a powerful signal
to my psyche. Something inside me decided it was worth the pain and a second look to stare
myself down. And what I saw was this: I had enclosed myself in layers of fat, which now hung on
me like prison walls—meant to both protect me and punish me. I was not really made up of that
extra weight. The real me was deep inside, hiding. I began to look at my relationship with food
and noticed three things:1. I ate not because I was hungry but because I was looking for
comfort.2. I protected myself through food.3. I was now imprisoned by food that had become
pounds and pounds of fat on my body, and I didn’t know how to get out.But I also realized that I
was still a fighter. I just needed to believe it again. There I was, standing on my own, facing
myself and my mistakes, and I didn’t back down. I could survive this. No one was going to get the
better of me again. Now all I had to do was re-create the fighter I knew I was. What kept hope
alive for me was the knowledge that on the other side of this pain lay the promise of something
much better—better health, more happiness, self-respect. I was also motivated by my kids. I
knew my job as a mother was to be truthful and real—to show up every day as the strongest,
brightest version of myself.I now saw this prison of weight that kept me from myself with utmost
clarity. I had let my favorite foods—ice cream, cheese, and peanut butter—hijack my relationship



with myself. All that was left of me seemed to be the immovable walls of fat, the seemingly ever-
present focus on what was around me—my then-husband and the problems in our marriage, my
daughters and their needs, and of course the negative voice in my head. All of that kept me
incarcerated. I no longer tasted the food; I no longer knew the excitement of a day not touched
by shame. I no longer knew when my body felt hungry or full. It was as if I had lost all sense of my
body. I had stopped taking care of myself. I had not stood up for myself. I had retreated into
hiding. Somewhere along the way I had forgotten the simple fact that I could make my own
choices.
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Joanne, “Five Stars. Enjoy this book very much, bought one for my sister.”

Netta2002, “The Start Here Diet. I love a Tosca Reno!!!! This is an excellent book to get you
started on Eating Clean!!! Highly recommended!!!!”

JM, “She's a joy!. I really admire this woman. To start weight lifting and losing weight at the age
of 40 is really inspiring. I appreciated how on page 45, she mentioned helping someone who
weighs over 300 pounds. I like that she speaks to the masses on her journey, not just people
who need to lose 30 pounds (whoever they are ;) Most people I know need to lose much more.
Her approach is very doable and NOT unrealistic. Give her your time. It's not complicated.”

Jason L., “Five Stars. Great book. The book was in the exact condition as listed.”

Andrea, “If you want to shed the weight, start with what's in your head...... A co-worker who was
approximately 300 lbs told me about the recent cause for her 70 lbs (so far) weight loss. I knew I
had to find out what drove her to make the choices that now has her feeling lighter, off
cholesterol meds in addition to other medications. She shared with me the title of this book. I too
purchased The Start Here Diet for myself & my mom. Ms. Reno opens your eyes with this book.
I too am now on the path. As for my co-worke, she continues in her goal to manage her portions,
exercise more and regain a healthy mindset which serves as a wonderful example for me.6/9/14
With this book Ms. Reno gets you to ask yourself some tough questions and to journal what you
eat daily. It doesn't matter if you start and fall off this program. Remember as human beings we
all experience set backs. Pick up yourself and get back on track. I am now walking 3-5 miles a
day and eating smaller portions. I have decided to make this a permanent fixture in my life
because I feel GREAT and will continue this journey one day at a time! Remember it's not what
you're eating, it's what's eating you!  Thank Tosco Rena & Amazon!!!”

Anita, “Great. I love Tosca's books and cook from these a lot, so I loved reading about her and
how she got where she is now.”

Vanessa, “love her. Tosca is so motivating and this plan is so realistic because it is simple and
not overwhelming. It's about small changes at your pace to get healthy and it's hard to believe
she used to be heavy! I think what overwhelms us is that we think we have to lose forty lbs
instantly and we become afraid and feel defeated, like we will never get there. In turn we give up.
But this is a long journey so stick with it. I'm going to join her website and find a buddy. I suggest
you do the same. Xo”

Nicole Hubley, “wonderful!. Another excellent book by Tosca! This time it is easy to read, and



makes a beginner feel like there is no need to become overwhelmed by a diet plan; that simply
starting with a few little steps can lead to major success. The exercises are easy, as well as the
recipes included. Thanks Tosca, for renewing my commitment to my own health by showing me
it just takes a few small steps!”

Tanya Plummer, “Super as a gift to someone who is just getting into eating clean!. Very basic.
Great info. Super as a gift to someone who is just getting into eating clean!”

Trudy Moffat, “Five Stars. I felt like she was writing about me! Very clear and concise. And, she's
been through the struggle too.”

The book by Tosca Reno has a rating of  5 out of 4.2. 85 people have provided feedback.
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