
“For it is by grace you have been saved, through 
faith—and this is not from yourselves, it is the gift of 

God—not by works, so that no one can boast.” 

Ephesians 2:8-9 NIV

Friday nights were always the same: grocery store, then 
laundromat. One particular Friday night, though, looms 
in my mind as life changing. My brother and I were 

behaving as well as could be expected. We didn’t run screaming 
through the aisles. At the checkout stand we eagerly waited for 
the dimes Dad gave us for being good. We’d use them to buy 
penny candy.
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S W E E T  G R A C E

“I’m sorry,” Dad said. “I don’t have enough dimes to share 
with you. I barely have enough to get the laundry done. Things 
are tight this week.” He patted us both on the shoulder and 
turned to help Mom. 

My brother didn’t seem too concerned. He was driving his 
little metal car around an imaginary racetrack. 

I, however, was angry. I wanted my candy. I deserved 
my candy. I had been good. I had done what I was told and 
now I deserved to have candy. I looked at the penny candies. 
There were Tootsie Rolls®, caramels and all my seven-year-old 
favorites. 

It was too simple, really. It was right there. The right hand 
quickly took a handful of penny candies and stuck them in 
the large pocket of my vinyl jacket. It was mindless, as if I 
wasn’t even involved in the activity. All of sudden, the candy 
just appeared in my coat pocket. I was happy. I had what I 
“deserved”.

NOT SHARING

All the way to the laundromat, the candy called to me. I 
couldn’t stand it. I had to eat one. I stuck my hand in the pocket 
and one-handedly unwrapped a caramel. I thought to myself, 
“How clever of me to be able to accomplish such a feat.” I made 
sure the candy stayed hidden in my hand as I quickly popped 
it in my mouth.

It must have been the chocolate aroma that alerted my little 
brother. He looked at me. I knew he knew. 

“I want some,” he said. 
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S W E E T  G R A C E

My parents were talking in the front seat of the loud 
Plymouth. They couldn’t hear us.

“No, these are mine.” I popped another in my mouth.

“I want one.”

“No.” I unwrapped a caramel and chewed it slowly. 

I was brazen. I should have known better. I should have 
given up one of the stolen morsels.

Randy watched as I put the last piece of buttery sweetness 
in my mouth. Now he wouldn’t get any of my candy. There 
was none left. When I showed him it was all gone that was the 
last straw.

“Mommy, Sissy didn’t give me any of her candy.”

“Teresa, where did you get candy?” Mom looked over her 
glasses. “Did you give her money, Ernie?”

Dad shook his head no.

“Teresa Kay did you steal that candy?” Mom pressed for an 
answer.

I couldn’t bring myself to speak. I hadn’t thought of what 
I had done as stealing. The candy was there. I wanted it. I 
deserved it. I took it. It wasn’t stealing like a bank robber steals. 
It was just penny candy.

Dad told me to wait in the car. He helped Mom inside with the 
laundry and then came out. Silently we drove back to the store.

CONFESSION

We walked into the familiar market and up to the customer 
service booth.

“We need to see the manager,” Dad said. His voice was quiet.
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S W E E T  G R A C E

We walked up the stairs to Charlie’s office. It had a big 
picture window where he could see everything. I had never 
realized that’s where his office was. Now I was worried. Did 
he see me take the candy?

I knew who Charlie was. Dad would stop and make small 
talk with him from time-to-time. However, I could tell this 
was not to be a casual conversation.

“My daughter has something to tell you,” Daddy said.

My father’s eyes bore a hole in me and waited for a confession. 
I hadn’t realized I had something to tell him until that very 
moment.

“I stole some candy,” I said hanging my head.

“How much candy?” Charlie asked. 

I glanced up to see him concentrating on me. I dropped my 
head again. 

“Four pieces.”

“Stealing anything, even candy, is a crime,” he said with a 
grave tone in his voice. “You could be arrested. Do you know 
what happens when people are arrested?”

I nodded my head yes.

“Tell me,” he said.

“They go to jail?” I said.

“Yes, they can.”

“Oh,” I was genuinely scared at this point. I’d stolen candy 
before from a stash in the cabinet. Since my parents had already 
paid for any candy I’d ever taken from them, I didn’t figure it 
was really stealing. Today was my first criminal act and I had 
been caught.
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S W E E T  G R A C E

“Do you still have the candy?” he asked. 

I shook my head no. Truth was my only resource. Mercy was 
my only hope.

“Do you have money to pay for what you took?” 

Again, I shook my head no.

“Do you have anyone who can bail you out of this? Anyone 
you can borrow the money from?”

My heart pounded. My father’s eyes were soft. “Daddy, can 
I borrow the money? I don’t want to go to jail.”

My father handed me a dime. I turned it over in my hand. I 
worried that one load of laundry might not get dry because of 
my indiscretion. But even so, I gave Charlie the coin. He took 
it, but his eyes never left mine. 

“I want you to promise me you will never steal again. I will 
not look the other way next time. Your father is a good man. 
Do what he tells you.”

“Yes, sir.” I knew going to the grocery store would never be 
the same again.

I AM A SINNER

Walking to the car, Daddy took my hand. I looked up at his 
creased face and saw a tear trickle down his cheek. 

For the first time, it hit me. I am the sinner the pastor talks 
about. My earthly father knows it and my heavenly Father 
knows it. I deserve punishment.



S W E E T  G R A C E

That night I didn’t know what to call it, but I felt driven, 
compelled to pray a child-like sinner’s prayer. “Jesus, I’m a 
sinner. Forgive me. Come into my heart. Save me from hell.”

That’s pretty much all I was after. I wanted fire insurance. I 
got grace.

I didn’t understand that I had a weakness, an all-consuming 
pull towards sweets, which would at some point seek to 
replace God in my life. Yet, in the moment of coming to Him, 
He forgave what would become my obsession. He knew one 
day I would recognize, repent and run to Him for my needs 
instead of going to what my body craved.

After that day whenever I had temptation to steal I easily 
ignored it. That, however, was not the case with eating sugar. I 
became addicted, plain and simple. I belonged to God, but this 
weakness nearly took me under. It would have, had it not been 
for His sweet grace gently supporting me and calling me back 
time and time again. 

It is possible
to overcome
food cravings
and live free
and healthy!
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What if You Could Break the Chains 
of Food Addiction for Good?

What if breaking the chains of food addiction was within your 
power? What if it was as simple and as difficult as stopping the 
harmful pattern you have formed with food?

You’ve spent a small fortune trying to lose weight with 
companies, products, pre-packaged meals, even programs 
specially formulated just for you! Maybe you’ve been 
successful a time or two only to gain the weight back. Now, 
you are discouraged, exhausted and defeated. You wonder, 
“What’s the matter with me?”

Teresa Shields Parker knows what it’s like. Once weighing 
430 pounds, she’s been through every magic fix imaginable 
including the granddaddy of them all, gastric bypass surgery. 
The thing she found that worked—really worked—was a key 
she had available to her all along. 

Her book will challenge you. It may shock you at times. You 
may shed a tear. But one thing is sure, you will never 
again be able to say you don’t know what to do to 
become healthy.

It is possible to overcome food cravings and live 
free and healthy!
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