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Have you experienced a defining moment when you realized you had to lose weight? Do you
wish someone could warn you of the pitfalls and provide you with a little guidance before you
begin your weight-loss journey?The Day My Shorts Fit My Dad aims to do just that: be an
encouraging guide for you before, during, and after your weight-loss adventure. The author
shares her own experiences losing 100 pounds—the good and the bad.Among other things, by
reading this book, you’ll learn:- The secret to making difficult decisions- How to determine the
right time to jump in and alter your lifestyle- How to keep trudging onward (even when you hit the
dreaded plateau)- That you can successfully reach your weight-loss goals- And much more!This
isn't some skinny-chick diet book, and it’s not a bogus theory of how to drop some pounds. This
is the real story of one woman’s journey to lose weight, without surgery or gimmicks. It’s the ass-
busting, chocolate-craving, exercise-loving/hating adventure the author experienced to discover
a new her—for you to use as a helping hand and a source of inspiration while walking your own
path.

A yoga teacher since 1974, Donald Moyer has been practicing the Iyengar method of yoga since
1971. He is the founder and director of The Yoga Room in Berkeley, California, and is a former
president of the California Yoga Teachers Association (CYTA). Donald wrote the "Asana" column
for Yoga Journal in 1987, 1989, and 1992. He lives in Berkeley, California.About the AuthorA
yoga teacher since 1974, Donald Moyer has been practicing the Iyengar method of yoga since
1971. He is the founder and director of The Yoga Room in Berkeley, California, and is a former
president of the California Yoga Teachers Association (CYTA). Donald wrote the "Asana" column
for Yoga Journal in 1987, 1989, and 1992. He lives in Berkeley, California. --This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.
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Adventure CompassLet's face it: Losing weight is hard. It seems like everyone is complaining
about being overweight. But what if you need to lose some serious weight? Who are you going
to listen to? Surely not those toothpick-thin girls who live on water and crackers. Great news!
This isn't some skinny-girl diet book. It's a real-life, hard-lesson-learning book written by
someone who has traveled this road. It's a tell-all, humorous, non-calorie-counting book.
Through reading the stories, you'll see that losing large amounts of weight is possible and can
be done. How do I know? Because I lived it. The Day My Shorts Fit My Dad is the story of the
trials and tribulations I experienced while losing one hundred pounds, all while navigating ass-
busting, life-changing challenges and victories. I have been there. Craving a giant two-story
cupcake. Yep, that was me. Are you sneaking giant pieces of chocolate while walking around the
block? Totally understand. I've been there. Losing the weight slowly but surely, one pound at a
time, I experienced the feelings of frustration, happiness and being challenged all during one
journey—sometimes in the same day or week. Travel with me as I tell you about how being on
this rollercoaster ride changed my life and the lives of those around me.Women and men of all
ages struggle with weight loss. We become discouraged, desperate to find one person who has
been where we are. One person who knows about the temptation to eat an entire Costco-sized
bag of chocolate chips. Someone who understands not wanting to get up and exercise for five
seconds, let alone thirty minutes. We search for someone just like us who understands and can
share examples of struggles and successes that make us believe weight loss is possible. I have
written this book for that exact purpose!I promise that if you travel this journey with me, you'll see
that I'm not some skinny chick telling you to live off grapefruit and diuretics. This is an honest-to-
goodness, hardworking, been-there-done-that journey of real weight loss. By the end of the



book, you likely will have laughed, cried, and developed a sense of hope that you can lose the
weight, too. Don't be the person who waits until the last ounce of hope is gone. Be the person
who wants to make a difference in his or her own life. Be the person who wants to be around for
his or her children and grandchildren. Be the person who's ready to say, "It's my life, and I am
worth the change." Don't wait until the day you have no other options but to make a change. Do it
because you say so. Do it now!The trials, tribulations, and victories you're about to read are
proven. I've experienced them, and so can you. Each chapter will provide tips and confessions
on how I lost the hundred pounds. Take a chance on yourself now. Make you
great! ADVENTURE # 1:The Dreaded Doctor VisitsIt was time for school-clothes shopping. My
sister and I wandered around Sears, looking for clothes to wear. I wanted cute clothes. Cute
jeans, a feminine t-shirt, beloved tennis shoes, or my favorite cowboy boots would have been
nice. The problem was that in my size, there weren't a lot of cute clothes. I was a little chunky
monkey, by 1970s standards, who was always covered in dirt, grease, or mud, and I was known
for having my hand in the cookie jar too many times to count. We didn't have fast food in our little
country town. We ate at home all the time, and it was something super special to get to have ice
cream. We weren't even allowed to drink pop or Kool-Aid unless it were a special occasion. My
family isn't one of those families where being fat is hereditary. My sister is short and thin. My
mom is average height and thin. And then there's me. I was just a normal kid who happened to
have her dad's stature. My dad and I are about five-foot-seven (on a good day) and stocky. He
has thick, strong, tree-trunk legs and super built calves. Sounds great, right? Not! Great stature
for a male, but not so great when you are female. What it meant for me was that while growing
up, I was aware of my build, but never felt fat or obese or anything of that nature. I just knew I was
different. If I'd been a boy—which I got mistaken for often—I bet the football coach would have
thought I'd be a great addition to the team. Size didn't really become a problem for me until the
summer before my freshman year of high school. We didn't own a scale in our house, so I had no
way of knowing my actual weight. When it was time for my physical to play high-school sports, I
learned that I might have a weight issue. Often the comments people make, even though they're
meant to be harmless, will stick with you for a very long time. In my small town, there was only
one doctor. After my physical, the doctor stood next to me. I can specifically remember, he
looked at me and said, "You have gained twenty pounds this year." To a beginning high-school
freshman, I didn't know the significance of that statement. I wasn't sure if it was a good thing or
bad thing, but based on the way he was looking at me with those shrewd little eyes and a frown
on his face, I guessed it wasn't good. He went on to say that people of my height on average
didn't weigh that much. Weigh that much? It wasn't as though I'd gained two hundred pounds.
What's a measly twenty pounds in a year? Because being overweight wasn't really as prevalent
as it is today, learning I had gained twenty pounds didn't really mean all that much. I didn't have
any idea what I was supposed to weigh or what the guidelines were. He didn't really take the
time to explain it to me either, but what I can tell you is that I felt devastated. In my mind, I can
remember thinking, He just called me fat, and I didn't know how to respond. I was hurt. This



small-statured doctor grabbed my thigh and said, "You can't gain that kind of weight. You may
want to exercise." Exercise? Umm, hello! I was there to get a physical to play basketball. How
much more exercise did I need? Was he suggesting that I needed to take up another sport? Was
he telling me I was going to have to give up my infrequent Kool-Aid? I had no idea. I came home
from the doctor's office, and I didn't know what to say. I was ashamed that I had to explain to my
mom that the doctor had called me fat. I was just trying to play high school basketball. Wasn't
that the whole point—to be active? I was so confused and lost. All I could do was hope that with
all the upcoming basketball practices, I would lose some weight. But in all honesty, the biggest
thing I was thinking was, Please don't let me have to see that guy again. Regardless of the
information he'd given me, feeling despair, being uncomfortable, and feeling a little overwhelmed
came with his diagnosis. Those types of feelings were difficult to get rid of. For me, they
persisted later in life, too. In fact, they showed up again in another doctor's office.A couple of
years later, my parents moved to another state, and once again it was time to get a physical.
What was it with those doctors? After my last experience, I dreaded it. In fact, I can remember
the exact weight he told me after I stepped on the scale. Even after all these years, I can
remember the number because it was tied to all those yucky feelings. Did you know that yucky
feelings carry a lot of weight? One hundred and sixty-seven pounds of yuck, to be exact. I was
so upset; I came out of the doctor's office and cried. My sisters were thin and weighed in the
lower one hundreds. I felt out of place and weird, like I was an anomaly. I kept hearing the phrase
"big-boned" from my coaches and others. I didn't know what big-boned meant. I thought I looked
like someone who had the same size bones everyone else had. To me, "big-boned" felt like an
excuse to be fat. After all, aren't all skeletons the same size? The weight diagnosis was
heartbreaking; I just wanted to be normal without some doctor commenting about my weight.
Little did I know that the weight comments would continue after I graduated high school. During
my college years, all my friends loved going out on Friday nights, drinking at the local bars.
Drinking wasn't my favorite thing to do, but I loved hanging out with my friends. One night we
were out, a fight broke out at the bar. You know, the typical fight between two males: I've had too
much to drink and I'm going to show you how big and bad I am. As we were leaving, I looked
over at this guy and said something to him. I don't recall exactly what it was, but I distinctly
remember him looking at me and saying, "Why don't you just shut up, fat bitch?" I stood there
staring at him and thought, Am I really a fat bitch? Now, I know we aren't supposed to allow
others to define who we are, but in that instant, I totally took on the identity given to me by a guy I
didn't even know. He was just some drunk dude who had no class. To this day, I ask myself why,
and who calls someone that? Mean, drunk people with no class. That's who. I wish I could say
that being called a fat bitch made me want to make some changes. Honestly, though, all it did
was cause me to sink further into my poor eating habits. College was where I learned that no one
was watching what I ate. I could go to the cafeteria's hamburger stand every day at lunch if I
wanted to. Ranch dressing? Yes, please, smothered over those hot, fresh French fries. There
were no boundaries. In college, I went hog wild and ate all kinds of food. After all, there wasn't a



parent telling me I couldn't have something. Do you want a giant package of Oreos at two in the
morning? Yeah, baby. Let me show you where I keep them in my dorm room. Finally, during my
senior year, I realized I needed to get my act together. My university didn't have an established
place to exercise, so I started visiting a local gym. I wasn't the typical gym rat, and the gym
wasn't anything spectacular. It had a few machines, but the reason it appealed to me was that
someone would design a workout routine specifically for me. I usually didn't have a problem
going to the gym as long as I didn't have to think about it. So, there I would be, three to four times
a week working out.A bunch of basketball players worked out at my gym as well. There were
many days I was at the gym and saw one of the trainers, who would spend his entire time talking
to the other girls. I thought to myself, I must be invisible. This was the first time I'd experienced
feeling as though my size made me invisible. Oftentimes when you're heavy, you feel that even
though you may be in a packed room, you're viewed by others as being so insignificant that you
might as well be invisible. But I kept going to the gym because it was my senior year of college,
and I'd be looking for a job soon. I had majored in physical education. It may seem ironic; I knew
what I needed to do to be healthy, but having that knowledge and actually acting on it aren't the
same thing. Who would want to hire an overweight PE teacher? How hypocritical would that be?
"Yes, please hire me for a job, even though I'm overweight and probably can't run to the end of
the gym if I tried." Thankfully, the short time I spent at the gym yielded some great results. Well,
that and the fact that McDonald's and I finally broke up!Each of us has a time when we first
become aware of our weight or when we are forced to step up and do something about our
weight. Maybe it's that we compare ourselves to others. I've even heard stories of family
members that are brutal to each other about one or the other's weight. For those of you being
attacked by your own family, I am so sorry you're going through that. We all have battles of the
bulge that we must face individually. It doesn't make my battle any easier or less than yours. It
just means we fight it differently. Starting points can be hard to deal with and to determine. I'm
fairly sure you can remember the first time your weight being a problem was noticed. The great
news is that our past experiences don't have to control our future. Even though I'm blessed with
my dad's stature and didn't grow up owning a scale, I persevered. You can, too. We must not
look at our pasts and say, "I must stay here." The warrior says, "Because of these instances, I
can learn and improve." You have the power to use the past to your advantage by learning from
it. You get to be the author of your own story.ADVENTURE # 2:First Comes Career, Second
Comes MarriageMy first teaching job was in the middle of nowhere in super-hot, desert-like
California. I was thinner than I'd been in quite some time. I made the move to California on my
own, with no family in the vicinity. It was a time of firsts for me: first apartment, first bills to pay,
etc. I was so excited to be on my own. There was no one telling me what to eat, no curfew, no
pressure to get to the gym—it was the same recipe for disaster, just a little later in my life. You'd
think that after experiencing the ups and downs of weight loss and gain, I would have learned
how to combat the pattern. But I hadn't. Instead, I tried to eat my way through the new
experience.One of my favorite things to snack on was raw, uncooked brownie dough or cake



mix. I would take that happy, little, red Betty Crocker box and mix the ingredients just like it said
on the back. Then I would put it into the fridge, turning the batter thicker, like frosting. Yum! Who
doesn't love thick cake frosting? I'd indulge in this snack at least once a week. After all, cake mix
cost less than a dollar, and I was living on a first-year teacher's salary. Fruits and vegetables
weren't staples of my diet. I would maybe have a can of peas or green beans once a week or so.
My favorite dinner to make was Hamburger Helper or Tuna Helper. All those cheap items were
what I could afford with a first-year teacher's salary. The problem was that none of them were
healthy. But being healthy wasn't my top priority at the time. I was trying to survive my first year
as a teacher, and I was trying to get used to being away from my family. I still didn't own a scale,
and after the trauma I'd experienced at the doctor's office, I certainly wasn't going to buy one.
Who would want to be reminded of their weight on a daily basis? Certainly not me. As my career
took off, my eating habits didn't change. In fact, when I started dating my husband, he would
often ask, "What are you eating?" To his credit, he was raised on a healthy diet and typically had
a salad of some type at every meal. While he ate his share of junk, he was stick thin and could
get away with it. Everything I ate, on the other hand, made me heavier. Following the weight gain
were the obviously ill-fitting clothes. I looked like a giant sausage that had been wedged into a
pair of two-sizes-too-small jeans—the ones you have to lie on your bed and suck in your
stomach just to get zipped up. And after you pull them on, you jump up and look in the mirror and
say, "Yeah, they fit"—when obviously they don't since now all that extra weight is protruding from
every place it shouldn't. Instead of losing weight to better fit into the clothes I owned, I did the
next best thing: I bought bigger, baggier clothes. I don't know if I thought all that fabric hid my
larger form, but it didn't. Instead of acknowledging that I was actually buying larger clothes, I
remained in denial. After all, if I wedged myself into a pair of large sweats, didn't that mean I was
almost a size medium (even though I should clearly have been wearing an extra large based on
how tight those pants were)? These were the types of mind games I would play with myself. I
would pretend I was losing weight or getting smaller when in reality, my clothes were just getting
bigger. ***About five years into my career, my husband and I had been dating for a while, and it
was time for our relationship to move forward. He was going to propose. He wanted the
experience to be perfect, so he picked Sequoia National Park for the setting. What an awesome,
romantic place to propose! The problem was that I detested any and all forms of exercise, and
for him to be able to propose in the way he'd imagined, I needed to hike on this little trail. I did not
want to hike anywhere. I didn't even want to get out of the car. Having to get out and actually
move threw me into a grumpy state, but I was finally convinced to hike up this minor trail. I'm sure
it wasn't his idea of a dream proposal, as I had to sit on a log and rest multiple times on the way
up so I didn't pass out. There I was, red-faced, cranky, and sweaty, as he got down on one knee
and proposed. Sounds dreamy, doesn't it? Every man wants Grumpy Girl for a wife. But he
certainly must have, because there we were, engaged!It might seem logical that with the
proposal acceptance, I'd be one of those brides who dreams of being thin and begins working
hard toward weight loss so I'd look good on my wedding day. But this wasn't the case for me. I



kept my same habits. One day I tried to ride my bike up this teeny, tiny hill to get some exercise. I
had to stop and rest halfway to the top, which was probably three hundred feet at the most. I
can't even imagine how that looked to any passersby—a fat chick pushing her bike up a hill.
Doing that five-minute bike ride (well . . . rest and ride) meant I deserved some nachos grande
slathered in cheese and guacamole from my favorite fast-food joint, right? I was in such a sad
state. I couldn't ride my bicycle up a hill, and I could barely walk to the end of the street without
needing to rest. That whole exercise idea lasted about as long as that bike ride.I, like all other
brides-to-be, wanted the perfect wedding dress. I saw all those gorgeous gowns in the bridal
magazines and wanted one for myself. What I didn't realize was those designer gowns weren't
created for people my size. I wouldn't come to this realization until the first day I went dress
shopping. As if bridal stress weren't enough, I had to sift through a billion wedding dresses all
stacked in rows that weren't wide enough for my butt to walk down.Shopping for a wedding
dress at a place like Kleinfeld's definitely wasn't in my budget. The local discount dress store
was more realistic for me, financially. One problem with discount wedding stores is they only
keep dresses in smaller sizes in stock and have to order larger sizes. So there I am in a store
with only a slim selection of sample-sized dresses. Imagine, if you will, a size-22 woman trying to
wedge her body into a size-8 wedding dress. In the dressing room, the attendant said, "Use your
imagination and think what it will look like in your size." I have a pretty good imagination, but it's
not that good. You can't look at a dress that's half as big as it needs to be and imagine how it will
look on a body shaped like a big barrel. Not only was the dress too small, but I was shoved
inside of it to the hilt, wearing a corset to keep my boobs and stomach where they were
supposed to be. Then the attendant said, "Go out and show your friends and family."
Riiiiggghhhttt! You want me to walk out in a dress that barely fit over my hips and pretend it looks
good. Isn't that how all the Disney princess brides look in the movies? The princess stands in
front of her family with her complete back showing, her boobs barely tucked in, and excess
boobage spilling out the sides. Oh, wait . . . that's not how they look. But that's how it looked for
me. I wanted to sit in the parking lot and cry. 
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Stella Carrier, “Distinctive Fitness Journey Kindlebook. I admit that I have multiple reasons why I
purchased this kindlebook that is The Day My Shorts Fit My Dad by Suzanne Berkey. I interact
with people in both my personal and professional life who are of different bodyshapes and it
helps in a healing/happy way that my husband loves me the way I am. However, at the stage of
my life I am in now, I am keeping an open mind to sources similar to this kindlebook for
knowledge enhancing reasons and some of the features included in this kindlebook include: why
the author had a desire to take up running, why the author allowed herself to manage her weight
loss objectives in smaller chunks compared to making a hundred changes at once, the author
explains via her experiences why you sometimes may never expect and/or know who you’ll meet
and what kind of impact a person will have on your life, and more.”

A.C., “Fun read, while sharing her feelings.. I enjoyed this book. It was fun to read, and I
especially liked that she shared the feelings she had along the way in her journey. This is the
second weight loss story book where the person lost their weight slowly, and kept it off, There is
really something said for the slow weight loss route making it a 'way of life' instead of a diet. An
encouraging book, especially when I was getting frustrated that the weight wasn't coming off
faster.”

judie, “Great read. Great book, real life experiences that resonated with me. No short cuts, the
author used hard work to get to get goal. Also gives good advice along the way.”

M Montgomery, “Devoured it!. She was telling my story and was a huge motivation to help me
keep progressing in my journey. Thanks, I am a warrior too!”

Matthew Dean, “It's a fun read and it leaves you with hope that you .... This book is so honest. It's
refreshing to read a book that tells the truth. So often we hear GURUS make ridiculous
promises, but rarely do we feel their struggle. The author tells the stories that only a brave
person could. It's a fun read and it leaves you with hope that you can reclaim your body...and
your life.”

lizmova, “Easy to read!! A tool to understand a piece in the puzzle of my life.. This story had a
very easy flow. I enjoyed reading it and as I enjoyed it I began to see parts of myself. Sometimes
you don't realize that there is a piece of yourself you don't understand. Reading this book helped
me to start understand a bit more of that piece. I especially connected with the power of
accepting a compliment, something I have now started to work on and share with my fellow
powerful women.”

The book by Suzanne Berkey has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 68 people have provided feedback.
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