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After 40 years of trying to find happiness at the bottom of a bag of potato chips, author Dana
Goldstein finally snapped.A lifetime of diets, denial, and bad relationship choices caused her
weight to rise and fall, and challenged her confidence. Once she was in her 40s, Dana realized
that "HELL, YES!" people liked who she was, that she no longer had to listen to the hurtful words
of others and that her weight issues were tied to emotions.What started as an autobiography
vilifying those who had tried to crush her dreams or tell her she deserved less in life, turned into
an examination of her relationship with food.Dana has some great stories to tell around her
experiences with food: her great-grandmother's hidden candy stash; her Italian adventure with
ordering off-menu; her successful weight loss while in a horrible relationship; her inability to stop
eating her own fresh-baked cookies.Join Dana on her journey through all the bad habits,
culinary delights, and triumphs that tell the story of her life so far.

Very raw and honest. The word "brave" comes to mind. - Christine SalbergIt will live in my head
for many, many days and weeks. - Andrea Vickers --This text refers to the paperback
edition.From the Back Cover"How many calories do you think there are in sperm?" As Dana
Goldstein put down these words to start her memoir, she had to laugh. More than 15 years since
she first had that thought, she still doesn't know the answer.It wasn't until Dana Goldstein was 40
years old that she started to realize she no longer had to live by someone else's terms. And it
was around that same time that she began to recognize that yes, she was funny, and yes, people
really did like her. Dana has had a book brewing inside her since the 9th grade, when her
English teacher told her she should think about being a journalist. That's exactly what she did.
Over the next 20 years, the people in her life have come and gone and her careers have
changed almost as often as her hair colour. But one thing remained constant: a horrible reliance
on food, particularly chips and ice cream, to get her through everything life had to throw at her.
This book tells the story of that on-again-off-again relationship with snacks, and the crazy
misadventures (and sometimes heartbreaking events) that moved her through every clothing
size on the rack.Dana Goldstein lives in Calgary, Alberta with her husband, her two sons and
their neurotic and eerily human-like dog. About the AuthorDana Goldstein is an author,
videographer, small business champion and entrepreneur. Her first book, The Girl in the Gold
Bikini, is a memoir - a collection of stories in which she examines her relationship with
food.Dana has always been a creative type, and began telling stories at the age of 6 when she
was punished and sent to her room. Her instructions were to not play, not read, not colour - just
sit on her bed and think about what she had done. To quell the boredom, Dana started making
up stories, which she would tell herself - out loud - even though no one was listening.Dana
started writing down her stories at the age of nine, using school composition books, letters to



pencils and school newspapers to tell stories. She eventually moved into a career as a journalist,
writing feature stories for magazines and newspapers across North America. She has worked as
an editor on films and documentaries, and in 20134 launched her own video marketing firm,
ChicFlicks, so she could bring the stories in her head to life for business owners.Dana lives,
creates and writes from her home in Calgary, Alberta. She is the mother of two tween boys and
married to her husband Jeff, and is currently working on the first book in a fiction series for boys
between the ages of 8 and 12.Read more
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MOLEACKNOWLEDGMENTSABOUT THE AUTHORIntroductionI first started writing this book
as an experiment. I’ve been hefty all my life and writing has always been cathartic for me. Since
Grade 9, I’ve wanted to write a book. This was before computers and word-processing software
existed, so all my writing happened in shitty notebooks that were either poorly stapled and fell
apart, or were coil bound and dug into the fleshy side of my left hand as I wrote. When I started
this book in January 2017, I was writing with the hope that by pounding my angst into the
keyboard I would miraculously start losing weight. My vision was that as I released my pain, and
vilified those who had a hand in perpetuating it, I would easily and without effort release 10, 20,
50 and then 100 pounds of flab that my body was holding on to like a shield.Yeah, that didn’t
happen at all.In fact, I gained 13 pounds in the first two months of writing. With every new
chapter, I felt good about the writing, but still shitty about my waistline. I kept writing and bought
bigger pants.Eventually, some weight did start to fall off. By the time my third draft was done, I
had lost 10 of the 13 pounds I’d gained. In my mind, I began building a course, one that my
skinny self would teach, and I gave it a Fox News-worthy title: Write Off the Weight (or “How to
channel your anger into a book that will piss off your family and make you skinny again”).I’m not
there yet, and I am still fighting to lose weight. What this book has become is an examination into
why I eat what I do, how it makes me feel and why I need food as a crutch. Stick with me through
my journey. You’ll undoubtedly recognize some of yourself in these anecdotes, but if you don’t, at
the very least, I hope you’ll enjoy the stories. And maybe my insight will trigger some revelations
in your own eating habits and spur you into action.— With love (and chocolate), DanaMILK &
COOKIES1 THE AWAKENINGMy horrible relationship with food — and with myself — began
when I was a latchkey kid, sitting at home after school with nothing but homework and the
echoes of the hurtful words of others bouncing around in my brain between math problems. My
single, working mother did the best she could with the tools she had: an overbearing personality,



a sense of entitlement and an endless supply of bitterness. Her best left me craving
compassion, empathy, encouragement and salty foods.You know you have a problem when you
wake up at 7 a.m. on a Sunday and your first thought is “potato chips.” Before I even put coffee to
my lips, I’m on my phone, looking up which grocery store opens earliest so I can go satiate my
craving. I learn I’ve got two hours until the store opens and I’m devastated that I have to wait that
long. In my head, a battle is brewing between the sensible side that says, You know this is crazy,
right? and the willful side that screams, CHIPS, CHIPS, CHIPS … and dip. On the bright side,
I’ve got two hours to rationalize. That doesn’t mean I talk myself out of getting dressed, and
sneaking away to the grocery store while my kids are still sleeping and scoring some chips and
dip. Rationalizing is figuring out what else I can buy so I don’t look like an addict who needs
potato chips at 9 a.m. on Sunday morning.I’m standing in my kitchen, searching the fully stocked
pantry, looking for the missing items that can justify the trip. I only need one or two reasonable
items so the cashier will not judge the early-morning purchase of a family-size bag of all-dressed
and a small container of French onion dip. Please Lord, let the pantry be devoid of a can of
chicken noodle soup. There is nothing to put on the grocery list since my husband took care of
the groceries on Friday. I decide to sit on the couch with my coffee and a book, hoping to distract
myself from the craving. Sometimes, I’ll last almost 10 minutes before I give in to the voices that
don’t quiet down. While I’m reading, I’m also mentally categorizing what is in the
fridge:Milk.Orange juice.Yogurt.Salad fixings.Cottage cheese.Fruit.Cheese.Leftovers.Turkey
sticks.Wait — is there lunch meat? I get up to look in the fridge drawer where we store our lunch
meats. I am fully relieved to see we neglected to replenish the deli meats that will make up the
lunches for the week. Now I’ll look like a frazzled mom who realized she didn’t have what she
needed to make lunches and decided to get some snacks for a football game later that
afternoon. Naturally, that is exactly what the cashier will think.Somewhere along the way, maybe
because of too much reality TV, I’ve come to believe that skinny people are as obsessed with my
weight as I am. But that’s just a bullshit story in my head.I’ve worked in the entertainment
industry, and I know these “reality” shows are staged. It may seem like people are making
random, nasty comments — and they are — but what you don’t see is the TV lackey planted in
the situation who makes the initial remark, goading others to say something too. And people
usually jump on board to say hurtful, mean things. I don’t think human beings are naturally
malicious, I think we all want a sense of belonging, even if that happens at the expense of
others.The other thing I know is that the obese don’t encounter 15 nasty people in a day. Don’t
get me wrong, I have had my share of hateful comments tossed my way, but for the most part,
people are just too involved in their own drama to really give a shit about the fat girl in the lobby. I
am certain that people view me differently because of the girth of my hips. I know I have lost
work to a less-talented but skinny person. I know my work ethic has been questioned as a
reflection of my lack of self-control. But it doesn’t all happen in the same day.What does happen
on a daily basis is I conjure horrible imagined conversations in my head.The lady at the
convenience store is probably about to say: You know, you’d be better off just buying some water



and some gum.The patient I’m recording at an appointment: I guess I should be grateful I haven’t
ballooned like her.The girl at the green juice kiosk: Really? I’m not sure you are representative of
the kind of customer we want.The people in the elevator: Fuck, are we going over capacity?This
dialogue inside my head happens everywhere I go. I know eyes are on me. I watch people, their
eyes skimming over my body, a brief change in the eyes, eyebrows frowning for a split second,
mouth dropping a bit in shock, shoulders sagging with either relief or concern. Discrimination is
not always verbal. I’m not imagining these things, I am tuned into the subtleties of body
language. I’ve had a lifetime of practice.For as long as I can remember, a large bag of chips has
been my go-to when I am bored, lonely or trying to not deal with what is really hurting me. I don’t
mindlessly eat a bag; I savour each one, nibbling away at the ridges as if I can chew my way
through my feelings. When the bag is done, whatever triggered the binge is forgotten, but I am
left dealing with the guilt of the fat and calories I just consumed. Again.I went to a private Jewish
school — heavily subsidized — where I learned not only proper grammar, but that I was poor,
that our apartment was less than glorious and that being the child of divorce was stigmatized.
My husband always says I have a chip on my shoulder when it comes to wealthy, skinny Jews,
and he’s right. I can’t shake what years of not having the right clothes, of being judged not only
by my peers, but by the teachers who were supposed to protect me while expanding my mind,
did to me. Day after day, I took the long bus ride to the other end of the city and got home to an
empty apartment. I was bored and lonely, but that’s only part of the reason I began to eat.
Sweets and salty snacks made me feel good. I was happy while I was eating, watching an after-
school special, completely unaware of the volume of food I was consuming. If I ate too much,
which I usually did, my mother would berate me. I used to think she was angry with me for just
snacking so much; I now realize she was pissed because I ate her snacks. As I got older, I
rationalized that I might as well finish the whole bag of chips or devour the final row of cookies.
The consequences would be the same regardless of how much I consumed: I would feel guilty
and sick and I would get yelled at and be made to feel worse. I would like to say that if my mother
had just taken a few minutes to really talk with me, to discover what my day was like, to take an
interest in what I was feeling, then maybe things would have turned out different. She faced so
many challenges: parents who were not affectionate, a marriage she hoped would help her
escape from her own pain, a husband who gambled and became unavailable after I arrived. All
she had, really, was me, and I was not an easy kid. I was smarter than her, she didn’t understand
my humour and I was the spitting image of my father — a daily reminder of her failings.If I had
sought professional help when I was in my 20s, I’d probably be a size eight or 10 right now. I’d
probably have healthy eating habits. I’d most definitely have had a different trajectory to my life.
I’ve finally learned to trust my husband of 13 years with my inner thoughts and feelings, shaking
off a lifetime of having my pain thrown back in my face by those I loved. But I’ve had a pretty
spectacular adult life so far — spectacularly weird and fascinating and awe-inspiring —
regardless of the width of my hips.2 THE FIRST DIETI was put on my first diet at 10 years old.
My mother was always obsessed with her weight — and mine. She was fond of reminding me



that I was a skinny kid until I was four or five and then I “just started gaining weight.” To her, this
was how you motivated someone. Since I was incapable of losing the weight on my own, and
misery loves company, my mother took me to Weight Watchers.The meetings were held in a
community centre not far from our north Toronto apartment. It was the winter of 1980 — dull and
cold — and the building blended right into the blah. We entered through a side door, like fat
people were not invited to use the front door, but were required to surreptitiously enter where we
wouldn’t be seen. To top it off, the meeting was held in the basement. I was the only child in the
room, and I felt sorely out of place, like I was in a space where children were not welcome. While
my mom registered, I tried to make myself invisible by not looking at anyone, being interested in
the floor and my shoes. I noticed the grey concrete walls, the beige and metal utility chairs, the
other women in the room. I did not make eye contact with anyone. Even at 10, I felt embarrassed
about being there. When my mother finished with registration, I silently moved toward the
chairs.“Not yet, young lady,” said an unfamiliar voice, one of the meeting staff. “You need to come
over here and get yourself weighed.”What? Here? In front of everybody?Confused, I did not
move. My mother gave me a shove from behind, guiding me toward a medical scale against a
wall near the registration table. “Take your shoes off,” my mother instructed.I felt my face burning
when I stepped on that scale. I had no idea how much I weighed, nor did I have any idea of what
I was supposed to weigh. All I knew, from the clucking tongues and shaking heads, is that I
weighed more than these adults thought was acceptable. I was mortified that all these strangers
saw my number and became part of my shame.I zoned out for the rest of the hour. I had no idea
what my mother weighed, what the people in the room were talking about or what the leader was
sharing. I sat, trying so hard not to cry, wishing for the horrible experience to be over. I was lost in
my thoughts, wondering what was wrong with me, why I couldn’t be skinny like the other girls in
school. I felt like I was being punished for the extra bulge around my middle. Maybe it’s not baby
fat, like my babysitter once said. Maybe my mother will love me more when I am thin. Maybe my
dad will come back. My little, magical, 10-year-old world shifted into the adult space I wasn’t
supposed to have to worry about yet. Giving a 10-year-old the impression that her body is
somehow wrong sets her up for a lifetime of body-weight issues, from bingeing and purging, to
extreme weight loss. No weighing and measuring her food, or examining the contents of her
lunchbox and wanting to cry over the anticipated hunger that she knows will make for a very long
day at school. Nobody ever wanted to trade cookies for a box of raisins or an apple.I walked out
of that meeting overcome with shame. Back in the car, my mother said, “I hope you like apples
and celery, because that’s all you’re going to be able to eat.” She was snarling. As she put the car
in drive and headed home, I turned my head to look out the window. I started to cry. Silently, so
my mother didn’t know and had no reason to ridicule me further.3 DANCINGIt’s just a stupid
machine. A small thing really. It’s nothing more than a series of dials and numbers, but it has
immense power.The scale. I hate this fucking machine. It plays head games with everyone.
There is no discrimination between sex, race, age. The scale can reduce the strongest person to
a puddle of tears. A pool of anxiety.It’s amazing to me just how much influence the scale has on



my day. Of all my bad relationships, the one I have with the scale is the one I haven’t let go of,
and it’s the most toxic. Even when I was at my skinniest, collarbones sticking out and my neck
looking like it couldn’t support my head, I looked to the scale for support. No matter what I did,
the scale made me feel like crap. If I had a good week, eating healthy, feeling strong, my
underwear digging into me a little less, the scale would take that away when it showed either no
loss or an increase. If I had a tough week, emotionally crippling, filled with bad food choices, the
scale would exacerbate my anguish by confirming that, Yes, you will never lose the weight. It’s an
ugly, hateful machine.I have a really smart friend who says, “Self-worth shouldn’t be measured in
pounds,” but the scale has been my value meter since the age of 10. I know people who join
weight-loss programs and refuse to get weighed facing the scale. They don’t want to see the
numbers, as if that will change reality. There is such denial around the scale. I’ve played horrible
games with the scale: weighing myself before and after going to the bathroom to see if I can
manipulate the number to move one notch lower; weighing myself with my clothes on and
conveniently “forgetting” that the following week when I step on the scale in bra and panties;
moving the scale to other parts of the bathroom to test where I can get the lowest
number.Whenever I step on the scale, one of two things happen: I either let out a small puff of
breath, one that rounds my shoulders down in defeat, or I smile for a brief moment, feeling like I
have dodged a bullet. My relationship with the scale is like a friendship with someone who is
completely unpredictable. I tiptoe around, hoping I don’t accidentally trigger a reaction. The
negative sticks with me all day; I take the positive with a grain of salt, knowing that it’s only a
matter of time until I am the target of vitriol once again.It’s ridiculous how a small device that
shares space with a toilet can cause such anxiety, defining how I feel about myself. The scale,
for me, is a symbol of my relationship with my mother: manipulative, nasty and joy-sucking.Until I
was old enough to make my own choices, my mother enrolled me in every kind of activity she
could find that would inspire physical activity. I took dance classes: ballet, jazz and tap. I had
weekly swimming lessons, earning every badge right up until the lifeguarding level. I was in
gymnastics and running club for a while, both laughable activities for a chubby kid. Our girth is
not built for taking on balance beams, track curves or hurdles. I wanted to take creative classes
like drama and pottery, but those were not mother-endorsed, weight-loss-achieving programs.
My mother sabotaged my artistic outlets in a variety of ways: the class was on a day I already
had something else, the class was too expensive, the class was full. I once auditioned for a
beginner drama class. After the audition, I heard the instructor tell my mother that I was too
advanced for the beginner class, but not quite ready for the next level. She enrolled me in
neither.Twice per week, I took the bus after school to a Jewish community centre in the northern
part of the city. All my extracurricular activities happened in that centre. It was there that I
discovered the cafeteria (the freshly baked cookies), the freedom of unaccountability (no one
cared if you showed up or not), and the trickiness of deceit (my mother would never know if I had
skipped gymnastics and watched an art class instead).The Jewish community centre’s dance
classes were held in an enormous studio on the second floor. The room was a typical dance



space: highly polished oak floors, a wall of mirrors, ballet barres attached to the mirrors. It is here
that I felt truly free, learning that my body could move in ways I never imagined. I was in a world
where I could be anonymous, since this community centre was at the north end of Toronto, far
removed from my school. There would be no jaunts, jeers or judging looks here. I did not know
any of the other eight-year-olds in my classes but we all moved to the music as a cohesive unit. If
I missed a beat, the rest of the group kept working through the movements. It was up to me to
join in when I corrected myself. Jazz dancing was my favourite — I loved the soft leather of the
dance shoes and the feeling of not wearing anything at all on my feet. I struggled with ballet,
never quite feeling the grace and poise required for the art. I took jazz for a year, ballet for the
next year. But tap dancing put me at the top of my dancing game. I found satisfaction in the noise
of the taps, and I felt important when I walked in my tap shoes. It was the only dance I practiced
at home, after I begged my mother to buy me a tap board. Somehow, she found the money for a
two-foot by three-foot piece of ply board. I regularly dragged that board into our living room so I
could practice my heel, toe, ball, flat. The rhythm and defined steps of dance gave me a sense of
accomplishment.As my group practiced week after week, we got better, finding our
synchronicity, remembering the steps and working as a unit. When I danced, I could feel the
music moving through my body. It was a very different feeling from the tension and anxiety I felt
in my day-to-day life. Within months, dancing became my best friend.For years, I practiced,
perfected and pirouetted. I knew I’d never be a professional dancer, and when I turned 12, my
dance career came to a big finish with the final recital. Our jazz class drew the long straw: not
every dance class was invited to participate in the recital, and I was lucky to be enrolled in one
that was. When the excitement died down in class, I felt the nerves settle on me like dust falling
from the ceiling fans. What if I screw up? What if I go left when everyone else goes right? I’ll have
to practice hard and often so I don’t let my dance mates down. It never once occurred to me to
be anxious about the audience watching me on stage. I would be performing with the seven
other dancers in my jazz class. For the remainder of the academic year, we practiced our
movements and our choreography, working hard until we moved with unity. Our instructor was
kind and patient, but relentless in repetition. “Again” was her favourite word.On the night of the
recital, I was filled with anxiety. I’d never before appeared on a stage in a real theatre, let alone
while wearing makeup and a bedazzled, sequined leotard. Backstage, dancers of all types and
from all age groups were practicing, stretching, giggling. The older teenage girls had the
confidence that comes with years of practice, coupled with the insecurity of the changes in their
bodies.I was scared I would misstep, throw our whole line off and be laughed at, but when I
stepped on stage, I realized the lights made it impossible for me to see anyone at all. As the first
few notes played, my brain switched from terrified kid to focused dancer. I counted my steps and
beats in my head and performed with pleasure. I wasn’t throwing all my passion into the moves, I
was methodically delivering. Staying focused on what I was supposed to be doing pulled me
away from thinking about the audience. This was not free-form dancing, this was performance. I
loved every minute of the structure and attention.At the end of the evening, as all the dancers



emerged from their dressing rooms, stripped of all the makeup and costumes and looking like
ordinary teens, I smiled when parents came to embrace their daughters, handing them bouquets
of roses. There was praise and hugs all around. I waited for my mother to come greet me, hoping
that she had hidden roses in our tiny hatchback and had deftly sneaked them into the theatre. I
waited for more than 15 minutes, and when families started to leave, I followed them back into
the theatre. I saw my mother standing near the stairs at stage left. No roses. No hugs. No
beaming smile. I walked over, smiling with pride, nonetheless.“So,” I started, “what did you
think?”She looked at me, giving me a once-over from head to toe.“I think it took a lot of guts for
you to get on stage in that leotard.”4 MIAMI BEACHI once had a gold bikini.I was seven years
old and in Miami Beach, Florida, with my mother, grandparents and great-grandparents like a
Jewish cliché. We were staying at the National Hotel on Collins Avenue, the same place my
maternal grandparents and great-grandparents stayed every winter. In the ’70s and ’80s, these
hotels were far removed from the posh properties that now populate Miami Beach. The hotels
were no more than 12 storeys high, their art-deco exteriors and stucco reminding me of the old
days I knew nothing about. I’m not sure if the hotels felt ancient because of the structures or the
occupants. Every hotel on Collins was on the beach (before Ocean Drive was built and pushed
some of the hotels off the beach), and the white sand went on for miles. At the hotel, there was
shuffleboard, a swimming pool and lots of old people with flowery bathing caps. I have extremely
fond memories of Miami Beach.The front of the hotel facing Collins Avenue had an enormous,
covered veranda where a good portion of the tenants collected in the evening, sitting on chrome
and plastic chairs, to share stories and watch the pedestrians go by. The floor of highly polished
white quartz looked so beautiful in the evening lights — sparkling and cool — a stark contrast to
the heat that rose off the stone during the day. That veranda was always bustling every night. As
a distracted kid, I didn’t have the patience to sit and listen to the stories the seniors told. I wish I
had listened more closely. I am sure there were Holocaust survivors, war veterans and
immigrants from old Europe. Now, in my 40s, I know the lessons they could have taught me
through their stories would have been fascinating.I spent winter vacation in Miami Beach for
years, from the ages of six to 13. One year, as I sat in the pool area with the plastic strips of the
chaise lounge sticking to my legs, I had a short conversation with a gentleman in the chair next
to me about whether we preferred the beach (him) or the pool (me). I later found out, through the
whisperings of the folks on the veranda, that the man was actor Christopher Plummer. That’s
what Miami Beach was like back then. The moderately famous celebrities could stay where they
wanted, walk among the normal people and not be harassed by paparazzi. Everything about
Miami Beach was laid back.The suite we shared with my grandparents had a full kitchen. My
great-grandmother’s staple food was baked apples. They had a sweet, slightly acidic smell that
permeated the whole apartment. There were always baked apples in the fridge or the oven.
Today, a fresh apple pie, or a warm glass of apple cider brings the memories of my great-
grandmother flooding back to me. I smell love and acceptance and a matriarch you don’t mess
with in those apples. I smell family. I miss that wonderful lady.For eight years, I looked forward to



going to Miami Beach. I walked Washington Avenue and Lincoln Road with my grandmother,
stopping to look in the electronics superstore windows, looking for deals in Woolworths (and
leaving with exotic — to me — chocolate bars we couldn’t find in Canada), trying on some new
clothes in Lerner’s, stopping for drugstore supplies in Fedco. There weren’t a lot of kids at the
National Hotel. South Miami Beach wasn’t attractive to young families back then. Many families
stayed further north in Hollywood, closer to Fort Lauderdale and the malls. I felt safe and
unjudged by the seniors, who thought nothing of a chubby little girl jumping into the pool in her
gold bikini. I had that bikini for two years, and I know it was too small that second year. I didn’t
care though. I felt like a moderately famous celebrity, blissfully unaware of my protruding
belly.Before we knew the sun was trying to kill us, I walked miles on the beach in that bikini,
picking shells and poking the blue-bubbled man o’ war, the dome of the National Hotel always
clearly visible no matter how far I ventured out. I felt so free during those vacations — free to just
be a kid and enjoy being.5 FIRST GRADEFinding an appropriate school for a precocious,
inquisitive child is a challenge for any parent, but it’s extremely complicated for a single mother
with a limited income. I am grateful for my mother’s tenacious attitude when it came to my
education. Bialik Hebrew Day School was an intense, academically focused school that had
students from kindergarten to Grade 9. When my mother went to enrol me early in Grade 1, the
principal wanted to hold me back because of my age. He did not care that I had skipped junior
kindergarten nor was he interested in testing my abilities and knowledge. But my mother was
relentless. She spoke to the school board, the vice principal and anyone who was in a position of
influence. After putting up her fight, she won, and I was admitted into Grade 1.My Grade 1
teacher, Miss Day, was brand new to teaching. When I watched her, I could see her newness in
her nervousness. She was really easily confused and lost control of the classroom on a regular
basis. She had no idea what to do with her unruly students; she had even less of a clue when it
came to the advanced ones.Her big pet peeve was chewing gum. If she caught any of us
chewing gum in class, Miss Day would make us stand in a corner of the classroom with the gum
stuck to the tip of our nose. I was caught once, chomping away on Dubble Bubble. I wasn’t
embarrassed by having to stand at the back of the class with pink gum on my nose; it made us
all giggle. I only struggled with the sticky feeling I had on my nose for the rest of the day. The
great humiliations for a six-year-old, I would discover, were reserved for the playground.I was
restless and bored early in Grade 1. I fidgeted, wrapping my arms and upper body over the top
of my desk, kicking my legs up behind me like a swimmer. I chatted with my classmates while
lessons were being taught. I was disruptive and distracted, but every time Miss Day called me
out and asked me a question, I had the answer. She thought I wasn’t listening, but I was
absorbing every detail. My problem was that I needed more than she could offer. At report card
time, my grades were exemplary. I hit every milestone. I achieved nearly perfect scores on most
tests. Only my reading comprehension grades were oddly low.“There’s something wrong with
this reading grade,” my mother told Miss Day on parent-teacher night.
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drewsmom, “Engrossing memoir. I read a lot of memoirs; they are my favorite genre. Although
the stories are good, I often find huge problems with the writing/editing. Not so in this case. Ms.
Goldstein has a lively voice, a compelling story, and her writing is a pleasure to read. I kept
coming back to my Kindle, neglecting my household chores, just to read another chapter.
Thanks to Ms. Goldstein and her editor for a fascinating read.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “I love her!. I'm so sorry for idiotic rude ass people. You are one of a kind
and I mean that in a great way! You made me laugh and have a great out look on so much
negativity that was throw your way! Stay strong and lead on!!!”

Cheryl B., “Well written and interesting.. Really good book. About halfway through and hate to
put it down.”

kodi, “Amazing read!. I loved this story because I have lived much of it myself. It was told in such
an easily relatable way. I couldn't put the book down, but didn't want the reading of it to be over
too quickly, if that makes any sense. It was very cathartic for me. A great experience!”

stella zhamkochian, “Excellent storytelling.. A book and a story most of us can relate to. unable
to put it down as you laugh and cry with the author. Thank you for sharing your story.”

michele mullaly, “Five Stars. I heard the author on an internet station and she sounds awesome”

giuliana melo, “Vulnerability at its best. What a great story teller Dana is.. except this isn't a story..
it is her life. She is real and she is an excellent writer. I loved this book.. grab it, you will be glad
you did!!”

Serene, “Brave!. This book is a very honest, raw account of one human's struggles through all
things life. Dana says she looks at it all through the angle of weight, and food, and body image,
but I found it to be quite a bit deeper than that. I found it really easy to relate to the story because
it could really be about any of us and I commend Dana's bravery - I don't think I could ever write
anything so open and raw about my life.”

Jackie Appleby, “You think you know someone...... This was a hard read for me, in that I know
Dana personally and it was emotional to read some of the things she has been through and is
still going through in terms of managing her weight and family dynamics. At the same time it
brought comfort to me knowing that I am not the only one that has these conversations in my
head. Knowing more about Dana's past has not only increased my admiration for her, but given
me strength to see that it's not me....it's them! This book doesn't necessarily give you answers



but it does help you to feel like you are not alone and know that you are completely normal!”

Carrie, “I couldn’t put this book down. What an amazing story, that gripped me end to end. Her
wring style is so authentic and her journey navigating complex family and weight issues, right
from a little girl to adult. So full of love and admiration for you Dana, sharing your story with the
world.”

Hayley L Sherman, “So relatable!. I was able to feel how Dana was feeling through the easy flow
of her writing. Her humour had me laughing at times as well as feeling her heartache at so many
other times.”

Sandra Eamor, “Inspiring strength.. So eloquently written, Dana. You've done an amazing job at
conveying the ups and downs of life and the beauty in overcoming the hurdles. Thank you for
writing so openly and passionately and letting us in to your life.”

The book by Dana Goldstein has a rating of  5 out of 3.9. 59 people have provided feedback.
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