



[image: image]













[image: image]
















This publication contains the opinions and ideas of its author. It is intended to provide helpful and informative material on the subject addressed in the publication. It is sold with the understanding that the author and publisher are not engaged in rendering medical, health, or any other kind of personal professional services in the book. Readers should consult their own medical, health, or other competent professional.


Copyright © 2022 by Van Lathan


Cover design by Tree Abraham.


Cover copyright © 2022 by Hachette Book Group, Inc.


Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that enrich our culture.


The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.


Legacy Lit, an imprint of Grand Central Publishing


Hachette Book Group


1290 Avenue of the Americas


New York, NY 10104


LegacyLitBooks.com


Twitter.com/LegacyLitBooks


Instagram.com/LegacyLitBooks


First Edition: April 2022


Grand Central Publishing is a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc.


The Grand Central Publishing and Legacy Lit name and logo is a trademark of Hachette Book Group.


The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide range of authors for speaking events.


To find out more, go to www.hachettespeakersbureau.com or call (866) 376-6591.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


Names: Lathan, Van, Jr., author.


Title: Fat, crazy, and tired : tales from the trenches of transformation / Van Lathan Jr. Description: New York : Legacy Lit, 2022. | Summary: “When the Covid-19 pandemic first hit, many Americans coped with the impending crisis the only way they knew how: by stockpiling snacks by the pound and alcoholic beverages by the bulk, and binging Netflix and Hulu until their eyes bugged out. After dedicating years to improving his physical and mental health, media personality and podcast host Van Lathan Jr. soon found himself stuck in a similar boat-surrounded by carbs galore, non-stop exhaustion, and crippling waves of anxiety and depression. A formerly chubby kid who self-identified for much of his life as “the fat friend,” Van has struggled with physical and mental health his entire life. He was used to being his besties’ wing man on the dating scene, the slack bench-dweller at the gym, and his mother’s biggest fan at every meal, especially whenever she served up her infamous mac and cheese with five different kinds of cheese. At 365 lbs, Van hated being fat, but more than anything, he hated himself for being fat. And so, he got to work on healing his anxiety and started shedding the extra weight. Before the pandemic struck, Van had successfully lost 85 pounds-only to gain much of it back during a year that decimated not just his health, but the health of Americans across the country. Fat, Crazy & Tired isn’t just about Van’s rollercoaster, ultimately unsuccessful journey to an Instagram-able body; it’s about the unspoken personal battlefield of attaining and maintaining that good health. Unlike the self-help gurus that push you to go “all or nothing” and “keep it 100,” Van argues for us to be happier and healthier at 50% without totally killing ourselves to get there. After all, Van nearly lost his life on what he deems “the Hood Atkins Diet” by indulging on bacon. He also explores the real reasons behind our unending physical and mental health battles-culture, family, and the baggage of life-and demonstrates how we can better understand our bodies by better understanding ourselves. Forget all those self-help books, diets-of-the-week, and extreme exercise fads. “Detox” cleanses? Weight loss pills? Celery juice? No, thank you. Instead, this book provides a close look at how to really take control of your health-in all areas-one step at a time, with patience, compassion, and a dose of humor. If you’re DONE with feeling fat, crazy & tired-or you know someone else who is, well then, this book is for YOU”—Provided by publisher.


Identifiers: LCCN 2021053684 | ISBN 9780306923722 (hardcover) | ISBN 9780306923746 (ebook)


Subjects: LCSH: Lathan, Van, Jr.—Health. | Weight loss. | Self-care, Health. | Mind and body. | COVID-19 Pandemic, 2020—Influence.


Classification: LCC RM222.2 .L355 2022 | DDC 613.2/5—dc23/eng/20220107


LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2021053684


ISBNs: 9780306923722 (hardcover), 9780306923746 (ebook)


E3-20220309-JV-NF-ORI














For Van Lathan Sr.














Explore book giveaways, sneak peeks, deals, and more.









Tap here to learn more.







[image: Grand Central Publishing logo]















INTRODUCTION



Are You Fat, Crazy, and Tired, Too?


If you decided to drop your dollars on this book, let me start out by saying thank you and then follow that up by letting you know that I’m not an expert in anything. I’m not a personal trainer, a psychologist, or a life coach. Every story in this book is simply my experience of getting through the other side of things without losing my shit in the process.


When I moved to LA, I was definitely on the run from EVERYTHING. Hurricane Katrina had just happened, and I had watched South Louisiana be decimated down to the point that people were wondering where they were going to get their next food and shelter from. It’s just a messed-up situation to be in; if you’re hungry, you go somewhere and you buy something to cook, but then what happens when there’s no food in Walmart? I saw the amount of apathy that it sparked in the rest of the country. We all realized just how quickly things could break down. It pushed me to go out and seek a bigger world, but at the same time, it crystallized for me that I needed to get away from where I was, that there was something that I had to go find. Literally, I told people on a Monday that I was leaving on Thursday, and I left and never lived there again.


A lot of people are able to go through a bunch of different things and still come out on the other side feeling completely okay. I can’t do that. It bothers me, it gets to me: I cry, I’ll pout, and I’ll have a panic attack. I really have to work at it. It took me a long time to even get to a point of working at it. Then I realized that if I wanted to be mentally and spiritually clear, I had to be good with being all of me, with being a cool guy, but also fat, crazy, and tired as fuck.


I care enough about you not to bullshit you about how hard it is to discover who you are, like I have, but know that when you do, there are incredible gems on the other side of being honest with yourself. It wasn’t easy to come up with three amazing words for this book title to define myself clearly. Being fat, crazy, and tired has been my healing power. It has gotten me into doing the work every day to be better. When you’re willing to work on healing, then you can be an example to those around you to do it themselves.


As we go down this road of healing together, the first thing that I’ll say is you’re worth every technique, meditation, fad diet, energy drink, exercise, whatever it is, to keep trying. You have to put a value on your healing. Whatever that value is, you’re worth that. It’s going to cost you money; deep healing can sometimes get in your pockets. It’s going to cost you hours out of your day; when you could have been playing video games or having a beer, healing is going to distract from that time. But you’re worth it.


There was a time when the paramedics were coming to my apartment in Louisiana so much that they knew me by name. But I learned that the truth of the matter is, it doesn’t always have to be that way.


Sometimes people don’t want to know the parts of them that aren’t perfect. It’s a vulnerable thing, and you’re afraid you’ll be disgusted. It’s not a very affirming thing to do if you’re doing it right. But the more I get to know about myself, the more I grow, and the more I see how I need to readjust the matrix that is me. The one day I think I have it all figured out, that same day I can think, Oh my God, I suck. That’s the thing that you start to appreciate when you really start to know yourself, when you really start to get into who you are.


Now that I have sprung from the prison of why I’m supposed to hate being fat, crazy, and tired and fight for perfection, I’ve written this book to tell everyone else how to blow the joint. And I don’t really give a fuck how we have to do it, either. If we have to tunnel out, we’re getting out. If we have to behave perfectly for the parole board, we’re getting out. If we have to write letters to the judge every day to get a pardon, we’re getting out. The world isn’t tolerating us because we’re fat and crazy. The world needs us! We live in a huge, interconnected community of people, where everyone has something to offer. Let’s get free, y’all.
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The Wally World Nightmare


In 2004, my father would not stop peeing. There were rivers and rivers of urine flowing from him. As I watched him, I began reflecting on the marvels of the human body. I thought about Mary Lou Retton’s body contorting through the air during the 1984 Summer Olympics, Vince Carter’s reverse 360-degree windmill in the 2000 dunk contest, and David Blaine encasing himself in a block of ice in New York City for more than sixty-three hours that same year. As amazing as all of those feats were, they were easily getting lapped by my father’s bladder.


It would start with a liquid thud as the urine assaulted the plastic container. Then it would sonically evolve to a gurgle as the container filled to capacity. After that, there was the sudsy sound as he topped off at the end. This went on for hours. He just wouldn’t stop pissing. I was scared. It wasn’t the peeing that was scaring me. What was scaring me is that my father was in a hospital bed.


I’d gotten a call from my sister earlier that day that he’d been struggling. His heart rate was high, his breathing was labored, and his ankles were so swollen that his shoes wouldn’t fit on his feet. When I arrived at the hospital and made my way to his room, I barely recognized him. Dad had been my superhero all my life, and like most superheroes, he had a uniform. He wore a cowboy hat on his head, a gigantic western buckle on his belt, and attached to that belt, the ultimate don’t-fuck-with-me symbol: a .357 Magnum revolver. Add a pair of ostrich-skin boots to his feet, and that was my dad, all day, every day.


But that wasn’t him in that hospital bed. From the top of his head, I could see the gray hair coming in. His feet were bare. Next to the bed were my size 15 Nike flip-flops, the only thing he could fit his feet in to get to the hospital. His uniform was gone, and so was the confidence that came with it. His eyes were normally resolute, representing the resolve of a man who had an answer for every question. Living with someone who’s never wrong is generally annoying as fuck, especially when that person isn’t humble about it. If they were an asshole, you could hate them for being right. But Dad was humble, and that’s much harder to deal with when you’re wrong.


The confidence in my father’s eyes was totally gone. It was replaced with something I’d never seen in them before: fear. He had no faith that the next breath was going to be there when he drew it.


My father had congestive heart failure. The piss Olympics were taking place because his heart was failing to properly move nutrients in his body, which had led to the fluid buildup. Whenever my dad would go into heart failure, the marathon pissing would come about. This time, he eventually stabilized, but then came the cavalcade of doctors. There was one doctor to explain CHF to him and another one to talk about his treatment options. Then there was the doctor that I called the Health Fairy.


I called this guy the Health Fairy because up to that point in my life I’d never met someone so excited about eating right. It was annoying as fuck. He’d talk about cauliflower like it was fried catfish. He was gushing about pumpkin seeds like they were Popeyes chicken. He was talking about a weird invention called kale.


At this point, it was me, my dad, and my sister in the room. He was speaking a different language. He was talking about health in a way that made it seem like my dad was fighting a battle with every meal he put in his mouth.


It was obvious the Health Fairy took his own advice. This fucker was LEAN. Not like a regular-dude comfortable-with-his-shirt-off-at-the-beach lean, either. This guy was like offensively lean. Like Will Smith in I Am Legend. You know that little V pelvis thing? Some regular people have that, which is depressing enough for the rest of us. But some people actually have visible veins in the V thingy. That’s when the rage comes in. That’s when you start to think, Why do I have to be shirtless in the same universe as that person? This was the Health Fairy. He was lean, and it was bothering us. Still, we were afraid enough to listen to his spiel intently. He eventually finished, referred us to a few health websites, and then he left. My father then tilted his head to the side, looked at me, and said, “Damn. I ain’t know all that.”


He didn’t know he was killing himself. I didn’t, either. As I sat there watching this, I was obese myself, weighing in at around 365 pounds. I’d very soon find out that my blood pressure was dangerously elevated, making my father’s current condition basically a prediction of the future outcome for me. We were both machines careening down a road to a total health disaster—only his car had a twenty-five-year head start. My father didn’t want to kill himself. He didn’t want to be endlessly pissing in a bedpan and gasping for air. But this is something he’d totally done to himself, and I was following suit. Do you know what it means if you do something without knowing you’re doing it, every day, without fail? It means the outcome from what you’re doing isn’t your fault, even though you’re responsible.


IT’S NOT YOUR FAULT.


For a lot of people, this conclusion is hard to believe. Some people may see us actively making poor health decisions, and say, “Hey! That’s the reason these people are fat!” It seems obvious to them that if we eat terribly and hardly work out, we’ll find ourselves on the higher side of the scale. If we didn’t want to be fat, we should eat better. It’s that simple, right? HELL THE FUCK NO!


Our society is obsessed with looking good. In order for Zac Efron or Jennifer Lopez to be who they are, there must be people like me for society to compare them to. If I don’t have a little extra around my belly, they don’t get to look amazing. And it’s fucked-up how factors beyond a person’s control can lead them to spending life in a body-image prison and despair.


It’s really weird for anyone to compare themselves to a Hollywood star in the looks department. It would be like a rec-league basketball player getting pissed off that he’s not Kobe Bryant. News flash: Kobe didn’t play basketball after his evening shift at work. KOBE WAS BASKETBALL. Some big-name celebrities legit have people who draw their blood and develop diets around their insulin barrier. But we judge ourselves that we’re too weak to put down the package of Twinkies and do some push-ups. The blame that the rest of society puts on regular people with extra fat turns to SHAME for us all.


Shame is the number one driving force behind a seemingly never-ending cycle of bad decisions. For me, food is the way that I cope. The worse I feel about myself, the more coping I need. More coping, more weight, and more weight, more coping. Before I know it, my feet are invisible. We all grew up with situations that created who we are. We’ve all been judged for becoming exactly who those circumstances led us to be. We then let them define us. We believe the bullshit everyone else says about us. We then make all of that who we are.


For those of you who are flogging yourself because of the body you’re in, I have a reprieve for you: It’s not entirely your fault. Your diet—your eating habits and your relationship with food—was most likely given to you. You received it first from your parents and then from the culture of the community you grew up in. And your parents’ idea of a diet was probably heavily influenced by the culture they grew up in. This is a Chicken or egg first? theory. I’m sure by the time you had control over your diet, you were likely an adult. Forming healthy habits has less to do with learning something and more to do with UNLEARNING it.


I call this phenomenon Good Will Hunting disease, after the 1997 Academy Award–winning movie starring Matt Damon, Ben Affleck, and the late Robin Williams. While I will be offended if you haven’t seen it, I’ll still begrudgingly do a quick recap. Matt Damon plays Will Hunting, a slightly sociopathic math genius with great hair. Ben Affleck, in his finest pre–The Town performance, plays Matt’s ride-or-die buddy, Chuckie. Everyone in Will’s crew knows he’s basically Stephen Hawking. But rather than encourage him to do something crazy like, I don’t know, GO TO SCHOOL, they maraud around with him, get wasted, and beat the shit out of guys they went to elementary school with. Matt Damon is charming as fuck in this role. But make no mistake—Will is a criminal.


There’s a scene in the first half of the movie where, after Will is arrested for assaulting a police officer, he stands before a judge and tries to get out of the charge. During that scene, we learn that this is not Will’s first time before a judge. He had been arrested for a litany of charges throughout his teens and early twenties. After Will does a Mike Tyson on a police officer, the judge decides Will has to go to jail. However, Will is rescued from a stint in state prison because he solved a superhard equation on a whiteboard at MIT, where he worked as a janitor. When the professors realize it was Will who solved the problem, they pull some strings to get him released, on the condition that he work with them to solve advanced math. There’s one catch, though: Will has to see a therapist. If he doesn’t see a therapist, the deal is off.


Up to this point in the movie, you’ve seen Will’s behavior, and you pretty much take for granted that he’s a total fuckup. He’s violent, irresponsible, and shiftless. If not for the fact that he’s likely the smartest man alive, NO ONE would want to be Will Hunting. It’s through the relationship with the therapist, played masterfully by Robin Williams, that we learn something. We learn that given what Will has been through, this version of Will Hunting is the BEST possible version of him. We learn about the savage abuse Will endured as a child. We understand why Will is so fiercely loyal to his crew of South Boston hell-raisers and why he’s down to scrap for them at the drop of a hat.


As the movie progresses, we learn more about his past experiences. The more we discover about Will, the more we now can’t understand how he could NOT be fucked-up. The climactic scene in the movie is when Will has a teary-eyed breakthrough. If you watch this scene and do not cry, you are legitimately a demon soul. A wall of emotion breaks down as Will Hunting finally stops blaming himself for the past that was created for him. It’s powerful because Will doesn’t want to do it. He wants to believe he’s the problem. He wants to believe he’s broken. He believes that he’s flawed and fucked-up. Those characteristics are part of not only who he thinks he is, but who the world thinks he is as well. He can’t let go of the old him until he accepts the fact that it isn’t his fault. I mean, the guy was a genius, but he couldn’t get out of his own way until he realized that there was a perfectly good reason he wasn’t where he wanted to be in life. And up to that point, the reasons were bigger than him.


When I was walking around at nearly 370 pounds, I wasn’t aware of my weight. You might be wondering, How in the world is that possible? But it’s easier than you think when you’re from Baton Rouge. Baton Rouge is my hometown, and I love it to pieces. It’s too small to be a big city and too big to be a small town. Baton Rouge is a place where real people live. There ain’t no fake smiles or manufactured hospitality. That’s partly because unlike our jazzier neighbor to the south, New Orleans, we don’t need anyone to visit. In fact, we are often annoyed by outsiders.


There’s one thing Baton Rouge has in common with the rest of the state, though, and that’s a very specific relationship with food. In 2021, according to a study conducted by financial website WalletHub, Baton Rouge was the third-fattest city in America. That’s actually an improvement, because in 2015 we won it all. A Gallup report released that year ranked us the fattest city in America, with a shocking and sad 36 percent of Baton Rouge residents being deemed obese.


Why my home state is so overweight is complicated. You might think the reason we’re so bloated in Baton Rouge is because of our world-famous Louisiana cuisine. You’ve heard about the gumbo, jambalaya, crawfish étouffée, beignets, red beans and rice, hog cracklings, and king cake. Well, I’m here to tell you there’s even more food you DON’T hear about, including boudin, boudin balls, muffulettas, hog’s head cheese, pecan candy, and andouille sausage. These foods are all staples as well, and we love them. Add these favorites to our fried po’boys, and how could we not be a little fluffy? It would seem to make sense that a great food culture equals fat people, right? Except for the fact that Louisiana isn’t the only place on the globe with world-famous and not-so-light cuisine.


Italy, for example, is the home of pasta, pizza, wine, and sausage. (Bologna is named after a city in Italy, which I bet that city wishes it could change!) So they have to be portly, too, right? Except they’re not. Italians are among the slimmest people in Europe. Italy’s obesity rate is less than 20 percent, along with Switzerland’s, according to the most recent statistics from the CIA, while the French—Louisiana’s distant ancestral cousins, whose diet seemingly consists of bread, cheese, and wine—have an obesity rate of less than 22 percent, which is much lower than the obesity rate for the United States overall: 36 percent. These European countries are famous for indulging, so why can they fit into the trendy clothes in Zara, and Louisiana can’t? That’s because you have to look at culture in a holistic picture, and food is only one part of it.


Culture is about not just what you eat, but how you eat, when you eat, and what it means to eat. One aspect of the culture in Louisiana, and in the South in general, is poverty. Poverty shifts the dynamic for obesity in staggering and saddening ways. Your diet becomes reactive to your pockets, and not proactive to your health. Poor people also tend to work longer hours for less pay. When the head of a household chooses Church’s Chicken to feed the family with a twelve-piece meal for $12.99, this isn’t just the cheapest option. For many poor and underemployed people, it’s the only option. This is important to realize, because it speaks to something imperative to having a healthy diet: choice.


In order to become a health-conscious person, you must have the ability to weaponize your choice. It’s got to be a thermonuclear device that destroys every single bad eating or exercise habit you’ve ever formed. Now, we’d all like to imagine that we have the full gamut of choices available to us at any given time, but that’s not true. The reality is we’re human, and we tend to make choices based upon ease of access. If you live in an apartment complex that has a Whole Foods, you’re probably going to stop in once in a while for some organically sourced salmon steaks. If you live next to a Popeyes, you’re probably going to try their uberpopular chicken sandwich.


While either person could venture outside of their neighborhood to make better choices, there’s this little thing called life that sometimes gets in the way. The choices I grew up with in Baton Rouge were decidedly less healthy than the ones I have now. When you add in the relative poverty of my early family life, there wasn’t just a chance I’d be obese—I was actually predisposed to it.


I remember the day I first realized I was obese. It’s one of the most crystal-clear memories I have of my life. Do I recall the day I lost my virginity? Nope, can’t tell you much about it. Can I tell you about my first day on national television? Nah, don’t remember that day, either. But I remember, with startling accuracy, the day I first began to wear the shame of being an obese man in America. And it happened at Walmart.


It was an early morning, I’d just gotten home from working at Best Buy, and I hadn’t made it out of the car just yet. I had a fresh bag of McDonald’s with me, and I was looking forward to crushing it when I got inside my house.


As I was getting out of my 1993 Ford Taurus to make my way inside, I felt something in my chest. My heart was pounding, and I was also slightly out of breath. I stood there for a second in the crisp Louisiana morning air, almost laughing at myself. It was actually sort of funny that I was winded from getting out of the car; I was allowing myself to have some fun with it. But once the smile drained from my face, I had a question in my mind that had gone unanswered for years. I know now that this unanswered question contributed to both my waistline and my overall blindness about my health. The unanswered question was: How much do I weigh?


In order to answer this question, I knew I’d have to travel to where the scales were, and that would take me to Walmart. I decided not to wait another minute. I turned around on my porch, got right back into the car, and took my big ass over to Wally World.


My first motivation for that trip was knowing right then and there the number on the scale that I had been avoiding, or else I could possibly never have the courage again. Before becoming obese, I’d been an athlete all my life, and facing the reality that I couldn’t even get out of the car without breaking a sweat was now really messing with my mind. I also figured that since it was ten o’clock on a weekday, Walmart would be pretty empty, which meant no one would see the fat dude standing on the scale.


When I arrived at the store, it was empty. After a little searching, I made my way to the aisle with the scales. My broke-ass twenty-three-year-old self wasn’t going to buy a new scale, but there was no way in hell I was going to stand on a scale in full view of anyone who happened to walk by. I decided the best way to get some alone time with a scale was to take it to a place no one would bother us—the bathroom.


I grabbed the first scale I saw, and I started toward the men’s room. I almost made it, but it wasn’t meant to be. Just as I put my hands on that germ-filled door, I heard a deep voice yell out, “SIR, YOU CAN’T TAKE MERCHANDISE IN THERE.”


I turned around and saw a Walmart employee. And not just any Walmart employee—one of THOSE Walmart employees. You know, the type that takes any infraction of store policy as a threat to freedom everywhere. Granted, I have to admit that it was a weird scene. Here I am, a huge Black man in a Best Buy uniform taking a scale into the bathroom. You certainly don’t see that every day, and this stalwart protector of retail integrity wasn’t having it.


I replied, “I just want to weigh myself. Is that cool?”


I put on my best Kool-Aid smile here, and it had absolutely zero effect on him. He looked at me with a face full of snarling rage and said, “No, you cannot take the merchandise into the bathroom.”


I was now facing my big nightmare, but I had gone too far to turn back now. I put the scale on the ground, took my keys out of my pockets, and boldly started to step on. When Walmart guy saw that I wasn’t going to be deterred, he barked at me, “Well, if you’re gonna weigh yourself anyway, take your shoes off.”


“Why?” I asked.


“Your shoes weigh a lot. If you want an accurate number, you should take ’em off. You should really take off all your clothes.”


I took a minute with that last statement. I was trying to decide why a store employee had asked me to disrobe. I concluded that it was because he was a know-it-all type, and not because he wanted to see some skin.


I finally decided to take off my shoes and step on the scale. When I looked down, the number displayed was 50. I remember relief washing over me. I obviously weighed more than fifty pounds, but that low number made me feel I was closer to a lower weight than a higher one.


I looked at Walmart man and said, “Shit, it’s broke. It says I weigh only fifty pounds.”


I’ll never forget the look on his face. He was sad. He knew he had to tell me something that was going to be difficult for me to hear. I could tell because his entire disposition changed. He’d been loud and admonishing when he talked to me about the scale before, but he was totally different now. He walked close enough to me where no one would hear him and said, “This is a three-hundred-pound scale. Anything after three hundred, you add the new number on. If the scale reads fifty pounds, you weigh three-fifty.”


It’s difficult to write what my next thoughts were, because I don’t have the words to accurately describe the shame, disgust, and panic I felt. Walmart dude saw my shame, though.


He looked at me and said, “Listen, these scales aren’t calibrated. You normally do that when you get them home. It’s very possible it’s not right. It could be up to forty pounds off.”


I didn’t reply to him. I didn’t pick up the scale. I just walked out of the store. When I got back to the car, my now-cold McDonald’s breakfast was still there. The smell held my car hostage. Food was the only thing that was always there for me when I needed it. In that moment, that sausage biscuit with cheese was right on time. I downed it and felt immediately better. However, I couldn’t help but think about what Walmart guy had said. Could the scale be off? Was I really 300, 310, or maybe even 320 pounds? I was sure I couldn’t be almost 400 pounds. But I had to know.


Back into the fray I went; this time, I’d go to a different place that I knew would have a more accurate scale. I drove to GNC. At that time, GNC had huge digital scales in the front of their stores that you could use for a quarter. I used those scales to track my weight when I was playing ball in high school. They were more accurate than the scales we had in the locker room. I didn’t initially go to GNC this day because immediately after using their scales, without fail, there would always be a kinesiology major with 10 percent body fat trying to sell me supplements. That type of soul-eviscerating scenario is precisely what I’d wanted to avoid. Since nothing could be more embarrassing than the scolding and then pity from the Walmart guy, I basically said, “Fuck it!” and headed to GNC.


When I got there, I located the 10-percent-body-fat sales associate behind the counter. He was lean as hell, and he had some acne on his neck that suggested he was into some other things than what GNC had on its shelves. I asked him if the scale was accurate, and he responded, “Hell yeah. Weighed myself this morning, and I’m two-twelve, solid.”


After thinking about how I hadn’t asked him how much he fucking weighed, I stepped on the scale. I closed my eyes while the numbers went up, instead of choosing to look at the verdict in one fell swoop. It turns out the Walmart warrior was right. The scale at Walmart was wrong. It was light. The GNC scale showed 367 pounds. There was no running from it now. It was a reality. I stepped off the scale, walked back to the car, opened the door, got inside, and cried.
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