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Foreword

Consider this book a unique experience. This book is an invitation to the 
inner heart and mind of Lisa. It feels like a tryst into the secret world of 

addiction, despair, and the ecstasy of rebirth.
As a certified hypnotist and master contemplative instructor, I am privileged 

to work with wonderful people and visit with their minds. For the past twenty 
years, I have witnessed true transformations with the very simple and God-given 
techniques of personal reflection. I met Lisa when she was pursuing her second 
Master’s degree, and I had always been impressed with her keen insights and 
quick wit. When she asked me to work with her to prepare her for gastric bypass 
surgery for weight loss, I was delighted to help. Since I had worked in hospital 
settings before, I knew that hypnosis could be a powerful tool for healing and that 
it could make Lisa’s outcome significantly better. I worked with her before the 
surgery to prepare her mind and body for the procedure and after it to focus her 
on recovery. I approached Lisa’s gastric bypass surgery’s pre – and post-operative 
sessions as a holistic journey from the past to the future freedoms and perceived 
gains that it promised. The sessions served as a bridge to mastery that must go 
through the four stages before the person truly feels able to make permanent 
cognitive-behavioral change. This work, based on neuroscience, allowed Lisa to 
survive a surgery that killed another patient her same age and size that very same 
day in another hospital. Her recovery was quick, and she reported feeling more 
energy than she had in years.

However, while I know that the mental-rehearsal procedure was a medical 
success, the imagery Lisa created in those few hypnotic sessions of the life she 
imagined having in the future was not enough to permanently ground her in the 
present for the year after the surgery. She was unprepared for the day-to-day un-
raveling of layers and layers of emotions that the process of weight loss demands. 
Emotions translate into biochemicals in the body that need to be shed via tears, 
laughter, and even physical pain. In this book, Lisa shares those moments as she 
aimed to create a new life of balance and an environment that fosters a strong 
sense of self or ego. Ego strengthening is a key and vital element to creating 
resilience and new behavior. This is not easy. It takes courage. Lisa shows you 
with humor and candor how she gained balance and harnessed personal courage.
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Foreword

Losing 140 Pounds the Hard Way allows the reader entry into the innermost 
thoughts and feelings of a multifaceted, passionate, and deep life learner. With 
Lisa, you experience what true telepathy would feel like: to listen in and feel the 
flux of mental changes and insights. In her very raw and honest reflections, she 
permits an intimate and rich look into her very psyche (soul) such that you can 
palpate the elation and subsequent despair of being at once whole and complete, 
as well as flawed and vulnerable. This book will touch your heart by painting 
vivid imagery of what it is like to not trust your own body, even when your very 
own survival depends on trusting its intelligence.

Lisa takes us on a personal journey of discovery and revelation. She rolls 
out the players of her life: a self-involved mother, a distant yet caring father, an 
abusive live-in lover, and a full cast of powerful friends that guide her. She lets us 
see moments of awe and then moments of jealousy or fear.

As a mind/body professional, I witnessed firsthand the unveiling of the 
stages of change in Lisa’s process in conjunction with this very special cast of 
friends, family, strangers, and angels. According to the research by contemplative 
scholars, most of us give up early in our efforts to change. Given the added layer 
of invasive and taxing surgeries that Lisa experienced, giving up might have been 
expected. However, she shows us that for those courageous enough to continue 
on, efforts to change and grow can lead to a life of mental contemplation and 
personal agency that allows us to re-create our lives and even our basic instincts. 
We can permanently change our personal script of how our lives were supposed 
to be. It is this tantalizing secret nod that Lisa’s story offers. How can you change 
your life through self-reflection and raw honesty? What might you gain if you 
dared it?

Lisa reminds us that we are not alone in the world when we stare into the 
mirror, wondering if this is all there is. This book is a must for anyone who looks 
to go beyond their past experiences of blame, fear, or doubt and move boldly 
into self-discovery and its subsequent reawakening.

—Esmilda Abreu-Hornbostel, PhD
Founder and Director of NeuroLink Institute

New Milford, New Jersey

To see how I’m doing now and for plenty of free tools for your own success, visit
LisaSargese.com.

http://LisaSargese.com
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Introduction

This is my story of the first year following gastric bypass surgery. It is 
not an endorsement of weight-loss surgery, nor is it a warning against 

weight-loss surgery. It is my experience as I lived it, day-by-day, for one 
year of my life, during which time I lost 140 pounds.

The pages of this book are taken from my blog, which I began in 
August 2006 when I had the gastric bypass. In 2007, I pledged to blog 
every day in order to track my progress. Since then I have never missed a 
day—even when I had three surgeries to repair my knees, vacationed, or 
just didn’t feel like it. I promised to blog every day, and I blogged.

I had my first weight-loss surgery when I was twenty-five years old. 
I weighed three hundred pounds and was suffering from a severe binge 
eating disorder. My first weight-loss surgery was an adjustable gastric 
banding performed by the pioneer surgeon Dr. Lubomyr Kuzmak. Today, 
the band is called a “lap band,” because the surgery to install it is done 
laparoscopically. My surgery was not laparoscopic. My banding was an 
open, full-incision surgery. The band had to be replaced four years after 
installation. That second surgery was also a full-incision, open surgery. I 
have the railroad scar down my abdomen to show for it. In my blog, I talk 
about a third surgery to replace a defective portion of the band. I am sad 
to say that I don’t remember if I underwent a third surgery. Depression, 
strong antidepressant drugs, and other factors make that portion of my life 
a hazy blur. Since Dr. Kuzmak has passed and the hospital no longer ex-
ists, it would be difficult to verify. The fact that I had two gastric banding 
surgeries is definite, as is my difficulties living a banded life.

My story involves many factors that led to my eating disorder, body 
dysmorphic disorder, and multiple surgeries, including being raised by a 
mother who suffered from narcissistic personality disorder. I was bullied 
from grammar school to middle school, suffered major depression, had 
a debilitating motor vehicle accident, and many troubled relationships. 
There may be one, some, or many situations with which you may identify, 
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or maybe you will identity with none. It’s important to me that I tell my 
story, because there is a chance that someone will feel less shamed, less 
isolated, and more empowered to seek help if they know they are not 
alone in their suffering.

When I say I suffered from a severe binge eating disorder, I mean to 
say I could eat a tremendous amount of food, often without purging, in 
order to punish myself and pass out. Love of food had nothing to do with 
my eating disorder. After the first bite the pleasure would end. Eating was 
a race to the finish. I was trying to finish myself. Food was merely my drug 
of choice.

When I say I could eat a tremendous amount of food, I mean I could 
devour two whole pizzas, three Entenmann’s cakes, and a two-liter bottle 
of soda in a three-hour binge. That was extreme. Not every binge was 
that voluminous. Sometimes all it took were four peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches and a can of soda to knock me out.

At the time, there was not much literature on binge eating disorder 
and there was no Internet. Eating disorders were characterized by eating 
too little. If one ate too much, one was sent to Overeaters Anonymous. 
I did attend the meetings but could not work the program. I believed I 
was a hopeless addict, but I was not without hope altogether. I figured I 
could decrease the damage of my binge eating by decreasing the size of 
my stomach. I had heard of someone getting their stomach stapled, so off 
to the library I went in search of information on this possible solution to 
my eating problem. That’s how I found out about gastric banding. There 
was no Internet, but there were newspapers and magazines. I pursued the 
surgery with gusto.

I lost one hundred pounds during my first banded year. I vomited after 
every meal. I thought I had found my solution. I could still eat food, swal-
low food, but once it hit the stricture caused by the gastric band it would 
come up forcibly, sometimes through my nose. I didn’t care. I had my drug 
of choice and a foolproof way to keep from suffering the consequences of 
weight gain, but there was a consequence of vomiting so often. The band 
dug into my stomach and had to be replaced. The second band malfunc-
tioned. I was too poor and exhausted to go through a third surgery, so the 
malfunctioning band was left in. I was able to eat almost normally, which 
meant I gained back all the lost weight plus another hundred pounds. I 
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think my highest weight was 420. I couldn’t be sure as scales didn’t go up 
that high back then.

It was at my highest weight that I sought another surgical solution. 
I still suffered a severe binge eating disorder and still believed a smaller 
stomach would solve my problem. By that time Dr. Kuzmak had passed 
away. It was difficult to find a surgeon who would take down the gastric 
band and convert it to a bypass, but I did. That is where this story begins.

It took almost two hundred pages to tell the story of my first year 
after the gastric bypass; therefore, this book will be the first in a series. 
Recovery is not a straight road from sick to well. The road zigs and zags, 
is full of detours, roadblocks, and back tracks, but rest assured I’ve never 
stopped moving. I’m a fighter. I fight to win.
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July 15, 2006

It all started with the skim milk.
Deprivation leads to bingeing—a lifetime of it.

Starting with the Skim Milk

I’ve always wanted to be lean, strong, and healthy. Well, sorta. A more 
honest statement would be: I’ve always wanted to be thin and pretty.

I dress it up in the more respectable phrase “lean, strong, and healthy.” 
That’s what I would recommend to a client, or student, or friend. I would 
recommend that if they wanted to lose weight, they should lose weight 
and get in shape for the sake of their health and well-being, not for some-
one else’s approval. I would try to convince them that “if you have your 
health, you have everything” (or however that old saying goes).

But when it comes to describing the motivation for my own dreams 
and my own goals, if I say I’m doing it for my health, I’m full of crap. The 
truth is, I want to be thin and pretty. Why? Maybe I’m shallow. Maybe 
that’s the only way I’ll feel socially acceptable.

Or maybe I’m scarred.
When someone suffers repeated, systematic abuse as a child, they’re 

scarred. The unmet need for approval runs deep. Being scarred is no ex-
cuse for bad behavior, but is trying to become thin and pretty really bad 
behavior? I teach religion and women’s studies, so you can imagine that 
blogging about wanting to be thin and pretty is problematic. As I teach 
my students, it’s time to unpack the backstory.

‘Too fat’ was the first criticism I remember receiving. It was the first 
not-good-enough that stung. I don’t remember being ‘wrong’ or ‘bad’ 
about anything prior to my pediatrician telling my mother I was over-
weight and to switch me over to skim milk. Did he ask about my activity 
level? I don’t remember. Did he recommend more fruits, vegetables or lean 
protein? Not that I recall. He probably meant to suggest a minor change 
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