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New Title from Liberties Press

An Irishman’s Diet

A marathon not a sprint…

By Paul O’Doherty
Liberties Press kicks off 2008 with the timely publication of ‘An Irishman’s Diet: A Marathon not a Sprint…’ by Paul O’Doherty, journalist, foodie, jogger, and serial chip shop stalker.

The book charts Paul’s myriad efforts over one year to lose 3 stone, reclaim his wardrobe, and complete the Dublin marathon – while keeping the fast food genie at bay. Part Bridget Jones, part You Are What You Eat, the book is released Feb 4th as Lent begins and abstinence is foremost in everyone’s minds.

About the book: ‘This is really hard for me to say, but here goes. My name is Paul O’Doherty and I’m an unhealthy-looking forty-something with a bulging compacted stomach and a chin that could have doubled as a lifeboat on the Titanic.’ So begins An Irishman’s Diet, Paul O’Doherty’s hilarious and frank account of his efforts to lose weight and generally become a fitter, happier and more productive person. 

Paul goes behind the scenes in the sometimes bizarre world of male only weight-loss classes, fad dieting and spa treatment centres. He vows to take more exercise, joining a gym, taking up running with a personal trainer, and even digging his allotment. He recounts his struggles to avoid the temptations of fast food in general, and chips in particular, not to mention the dangers that lay in wait everywhere for the unsuspecting dieter, whether at the office Christmas party or on holiday abroad. Can his willpower – assisted by the ‘food police’ and his long-suffering wife, ‘the Conscience’ – help him lose the weight and run the Dublin Marathon? Or will the infamous snack box get him in the end?

This book appeals to all the men who have ever tried to lose weight, and to all the women who have had to deal with a husband, boyfriend or male relative making a spectacle of themselves in pursuit of the body beautiful. Available nationwide in all good bookshops at a retail price of €13.99 

About the author:  Paul O’Doherty’s food problems began as a young boy in primary school when having been sent to school with banana sandwiches for the best part of the year, he had a serious falling out with an autocratic nun who insisted the crusts at the bottom of a dirty bin were his and that by God and heaven above he was going to eat them. 

With the banana addiction out of the way, his head was turned by the fast-food revolution and by the time he was seven he was already an avid salt-loving, carbo-infested fast-food junkie and was known in certain family circles as the biscuit bandit. Around this time, he also developed a chip obsession that lasts to this very day. On occasions, during the bad old days, he went as far as bringing a chip pan on a camping holiday in his early teens much to the concerns of his friends. 
In subsequent years, he lived an athlete’s existence playing all sorts of sports and running six marathons. On one trip to the Belfast marathon, he rang his mother from the station on the way home to say ‘I’ll be home in two hours – start making chips now and don’t stop until I get there”. Weight was never an issue into his late teens, burning off most of his bad habits until, in his early 20s, a serious knee injury ended any hope of an obsession with fitness only for Paul to take refuge in a mania about food, lots of it. 

His working life has been exercised around his eating habits, taking jobs or making career moves around food. Writing on every imaginable subject from television to film or from health to property, he writes particularly on food and wine. Married to the Conscience, his wife, who tries desperately to regulate his food intake and firewall his chip obsession, entertaining in, eating out and even Sunday-afternoon picnics are dominated by keeping Pauly off the chips.

Now in his 40s, and clinically, morbidly and to the eye (and to the inner one as well) obese, the effects of a life spent on the crutches of compulsion have taken their toll and Paul has given a whole year to researching what it might be like to try every imaginable angle in an effort to lose weight, committing to paper – after a fashion – in a ‘reality memoir’ the secrets of his failure. It might not be everyone’s idea of a diet but it is one man’s Irishman’s Diet.
 
Some brief extracts and quotes from the book are contained overleaf
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An Irishman’s Diet

A marathon not a sprint…

By Paul O’Doherty, published by Liberties Press , RRP €13.99

Some brief extracts and quotes from the book are contained below

The Diet Class: I join a men-only self-help we’re-going-to-help-you-shed-the-pounds club. I arrive on time. The room has all the hallmarks of a Stalinist waiting room. I weigh in at 18 stone 2 pounds. It’s the heaviest I’ve ever been. The happy smile and the ‘Sure we’re going to help you’ look don’t hide the third eye that’s welcoming a failure: an unhappy food-abuser who just knows that this isn’t going to work. The guy behind me smells. I guess he could shed a pound and a half if he washed. The bloke in front of me also smells. Body odour with cabbage. A thirty-something sits down beside me. Needless to say, he smells too. That’s it, I can’t move. Surrounded by blokes who hide their money under their bars of soap, I want to leave, but I rationalize that if this is the price for losing weight, I’m committed. Some of the men in the congregation look as if they’ve slept in their clothes and are on day release from Guantánamo Bay, their orange jumpsuits at the cleaners. 

Tracksuit fear and loathing: Soon the first day of my exercise campaign, I leave the house, my head set on a circuit of sorts. Within minutes, it’s a brisk walk. I get a bit excited. Using a pair of grandparents pushing a perambulator as a pacemaker, I set off dressed head to toe in my white tracksuit, which, having run slightly in the wash, gives a slightly off-red glow – a little paler than a Teletubby, but not quite as dark as the Ready-Brek Kid.

Chip obsession and covert orders: In fact, I’ve thought of a thousand ways to order chips without my wife’s – or my conscience’s – consent. If I ever meet Magnus Magnusson in the great Mastermind in the sky, and he was ever to ask my specialist subject, I’d probably say: ‘Ten thousand ways to order chips without the wife knowing.’ Such devilish cunning has included adding chips to the order, on the pretence to my wife that I’m slipping to the toilet, and instead whispering to the waiter over the counter to ‘Add an extra portion of chips to the order, but not so my wife will notice it’, giving the impression that they come with the meal and that the restaurant either doesn’t know the value of chips or is incredibly generous. I even once convinced my wife that fast-food chains offer complimentary chips if you buy two burgers, on the financial nous that all the profit is in the meat.

Public displays of athletecism: It’s the fat jogger’s paradox. Go out in the middle of the day and people will laugh at you, and every fourth car owner thinks it’s funny to honk his horn. And that’s before you attract the bus-passengers, who wave at you as if you’re doing it for charity, or you’re some poor unfortunate who needs encouragement. What do you think we are, fairground attractions?

Night jogging is worse. Go out in the middle of the night dressed like a camouflaged elephant, and onlookers, taxi men and milkmen are likely to report you for suspicious behaviour. Try it yourself. Dress up like Humpty Dumpty and go out for a jog at two o’clock in the morning and try explaining to your local community policeman that ‘Yes, you realise it’s a mad time to be exercising. And, no matter how stupid it looks, yes, I do have a complex about other people seeing me in the daylight going for a jog. And no, I haven’t been drinking.’

Lets get physical, l mean, personal: As one last effort to finish the year on a high, I have employed a personal trainer to help me gradually back into my running, Extreme? Yes. Ultimately, I’m paying someone to be my friend, to go running with me. It’s sad-bastard territory, and I’m not particularly happy about it.  Matthew has brought along his own ghetto-blaster and we warm up, like rejects from Fame, me the fat, stupid, out-of-shape bloke with the spare tyre, and Matthew the ultra-thin training junkie who’s very excited. This just isn’t me…. OK, so I’m supposed to be focused on a bit of training, and it is only warming up, but hey, we’re two blokes out in the middle of the Phoenix Park in the middle of a Saturday afternoon in broad daylight, like two rejects from the YMCA, and even if no one recognises me, with good-looking women walking up and down all around me, I want to have at least some semblance of pride in who I am – or who I want to be.
My wife, aka The Conscience (and chips, of course): There hasn’t been a restaurant, pub, diner or roadway

food-shack I’ve gone anywhere in my life with my wife or otherwise where she hasn’t said to me either 

a) compassionately, b) in anger, or c) with extreme anger: ‘Don’t order the chips. When I say ‘or otherwise’, I mean – and I’ll discuss this more fully later  – she’s my conscience, half-woman/wife/lover sitting in front of me, half-voice in my head shouting: ‘Don’t order the chips.’ Whether she’s reading the menu at the same table as me or raiding my consciousness when she’s not around, her offering a softly, softly approach that’s made up of manners, facial expressions and body language, which quickly give way to an urgency after realising the diplomacy isn’t working. ‘Don’t order the chips’, she warns, her face back firmly on her shoulders, the angle receding away from the acute angle more into my face than out of it. It’s an image that tends to stay with you, and may as well be living in the rented accommodation of my conscience. In many ways, she’s more my conscience than my conscience itself.

Gym’ll fix it? Only a day after getting private tuition, I’ve forgotten everything I’ve learned. The instructor – a young, attentive college girl, studying medicine or home economics, when she’s not paying for her tuition in the gym – asked all the right questions of me, including, to the wife’s annoyance, ‘Have you worked out before? It looks like it.’ My wife smiled back an exaggerated grin and mimicked the words for the rest of the day. “Have you worked out before?” she asks. Is she blind? You’re over seventeen stone, with two chins and an arse that a Morris Minor could hide in, and she asks, “Have you worked out before?” Is she out of her mind? And, before you start, don’t flatter yourself. She’s only doing her job.
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