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Sweet nothings
First they came for our tobacco; then they came for our alcohol, fat and salt. Now sugar 

has been identified as the new ‘poison’. Megan Archer resolved to give it up for a month

S
UGAR has been dubbed the new 
‘poison’, the enemy of anyone 
even remotely health 
conscious. Scary news reports 
claiming that even that 

seemingly-safe vitamin water can contain 
up to four teaspoons of sugar made us too 
terrified to even enter a supermarket 
without doing some serious research 
beforehand. 

Forget about carbs, fat and salt. Sugar is 
the true enemy here. 

Without even drinking the evil vitamin 
water, I knew I consumed far too much 
sweet stuff. 

So, on a whim, all of a sudden, without 
one thought – I decided to give up sugar for 
a whole month.

SUGAR: Once an exciting Saturday treat 
in the form of penny sweets, now an evil 
temptress apparently luring me towards 
type 2 diabetes and an early grave.

When I was a child my sugar intake was 
strictly limited. I had no pocket money to 
call my own so could not sneak off to the 
shop and stock up on Freddo bars. Yet the 
moment I started university I was 
overcome by my new-found freedom. I had 
money! I could have whatever I wanted! 
And I wanted chocolate.

My student fridge rarely contained 
anything even remotely nutritious. Forget 
fruit and vegetables; I bought chocolate 
filled doughnuts, bags of Haribo and 
multipacks of Doritos. I had absolutely zero 
concern about what I throwing into my 
body.

Three years and a successful graduation 
later, I had found a job, a flat and a 
boyfriend. All of a sudden I was feeling 
very grown-up. Yet my obsession with 
sugar was getting out of hand. 

Putting aside for a moment the fact that 
sugar sneakily appears in normal ‘savoury’ 
foods such as white bread, curry sauce and 
ketchup, I was putting away a chocolate bar 
a day and had managed to position the 
biscuit tin at work just an arm’s length 
away. 

Yet, despite my dependence on sweet 
treats, I boldly marched towards June 1, the 

start of my sugar-free month with 
confidence. I thought if I could only do it 
for 31 days then I would feel healthier, 
maybe slim down slightly, and perhaps 
even go off the taste of chocolate 
altogether.

The month started off well. In a panic I 
had eaten far too much Nutella the day 
before so felt rather sated for the first week. 
“This isn’t so hard!” I thought. 

And it really wasn’t that hard at first, but 
then it became tricky. People started 
offering me food. Colleagues bought in 
cheesecake and doughnuts to work and 
rudely chewed them in front of me. Friends 
bought boxes of Celebrations to my flat and 
then tried to surreptitiously eat them 
without my noticing. 

I rather drastically ended up demanding 
that my boyfriend should only eat 
chocolate in the hallway where I couldn’t 
see or, heaven forbid, rip it from his hands 
and stuff it in my mouth.

There were times when I nearly caved. I 
was invited to the prestigious Rock the 
Cotswolds party at the beginning of June 
and had to endure happy guests eating 
Dolcetti ice cream and gooey chocolate 

brownies all around me. I still don’t know 
how I found the strength to abstain. 

Later in the month people at work 
inconveniently started celebrating 
birthdays. Everyone would munch cake 
and stare at me while I tried to enjoy my 
plain Greek yoghurt and raisins.

Yet despite all the longing and angry 
tears and chocolate heartache, I gradually 
realised all the positive changes the lack of 
sugar was having on my body. I found I had 
stopped feeling so hungry throughout the 
day, my cravings disappeared and I felt less 
tired.

Usually I’m always glancing at the clock 
willing the minutes to tick by faster 
towards my next snack. But towards the 
end of the month, it got to the point where 
I almost didn’t want chocolate. I started 
appreciating the sweetness of a teaspoon of 
honey on toast, the taste of a ripe banana, a 
handful of raisins. 

This didn’t stop me dreaming of what I 
would eat on July 1 though, and by 
mid-June I had already started making a 
mental list of the things I would devour. 

My first piece of sugar was chosen with 
precise care. A piece of glorious Granny 
Annie; a hunk of fat, raisin-filled Tiffin 
coated with a thick slab of milk chocolate 
bought from Jack’s Cafe on Black Jack 
Street in Cirencester.

I would absolutely love to say that after 
my lovely Tiffin indulgence, I hopped back 
on the sugar-free horse and continued with 
my new and pure healthy lifestyle. But in 
July the longing returned with a sugar-
coated vengeance. I gorged on everything I 
had sorely missed over the last month and 
painfully noticed the hideous sugar-addict 
symptoms steadily returning. 

I’m looking for a new month-long 
mission now. I’ve read about women giving 
up sugar in an even more extreme form. 
While I carried on eating fruit, honey and 
white bread during my month, some 
women have gone as far as giving up 
everything that contains added sugar, 
including mayonnaise, fruit and pasta.

This sounds unbearable... but it also 
sounds like it could be my next challenge.  n
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