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Foreword





by Dave Ramsey


IN 1956, THE GREAT SPEAKER and author Earl Nightingale recorded and released a thirty-minute spoken-word record that literally changed my life. It had already sold millions of copies before I discovered it two decades later. Since I was twelve years old, I’ve listened to that presentation, The Strangest Secret, literally hundreds of times. I could go on and on about the dozens of gems in that talk, but it all boils down to one key point, one central theme, that Nightingale believed was responsible for whatever success or failure any of us ever have in life. That core message is simply this: You become what you think about.


Nightingale believed that success didn’t just happen; there is no such thing as stumbling into great success. Instead, he defined success as “the progressive realization of a worthy goal.” If you set your mind on something, and if you think about it every day and pour your heart and soul into achieving that goal, you’re a success—whether you’ve hit the goal yet or not.


When I think about that kind of focus and intentionality—what it takes to win in life, money, and business—I can’t help but think about my friend Shay Butler. This guy is the walking, talking, screaming embodiment of focus. Over the past few years, I’ve watched Shay set, work toward, and completely crush some incredible goals. Since he lives his life in the public eye through his wildly popular YouTube channel, you’ve gotten to watch him too. We’ve all been able to see the intentionality with which he approaches his roles as husband, father, businessman, and even Internet celebrity. You can’t help but love this guy.


The first time I met Shay was when he called into my daily radio program, The Dave Ramsey Show. On air, I talk to people about personal finance and teach them how to get on a budget, get out of debt, and build wealth. Everyday, people call in to do what we call their debt-free screams. That means they’ve been working hard over a long period of time to pay off all their debt, except the mortgage, and they’re calling the show to tell their story and scream, “WE’RE DEBT FREE!”


One day back in January 2011, I got a call from Shay and Colette in Idaho, who were calling to do their debt-free scream on the air. They told me, and the rest of the country, about their four-year journey to knock out $195,000 of debt! I could tell this guy was focused. We get debt-free calls every day, but talking to a couple who has been so focused for so long on such a huge amount is still pretty amazing. It was obvious that Shay and Colette made an incredible team and that building their marriage and family was a key focus for them.


As the call went on, he told me that he spent the first three years of that process working random jobs as a car salesman and a granite installer, but he had made a career change the fourth year that totally turned his family and his finances upside down. He explained how he had put all of his focus into something he was personally passionate about and gifted at, and as a result had basically quadrupled his income in a year by making YouTube videos with his family!


Later that day, my Twitter account blew up with people congratulating Shay and Colette. I got messages like, “Dave, you just had a rock star call into your show and you didn’t even know it!” They were right. I didn’t know it at the time, but I had just had met one of the most impressive guys I’ll ever meet. We stayed in touch, and we became fast friends.


Not long after that, I joined the rest of the YouTube world in watching Shay tackle his next big goal: weight loss. His business and financial success weren’t important if he was putting his health—and therefore his family—at risk by being more than one hundred pounds overweight. As he lost the weight, he and I talked about how we could celebrate hitting his goal, and we decided that we’d run the Nashville Country Music Marathon together. So, about a year later, Shay met me in Nashville and we ran together—for thirteen miles, anyway. I only did the half; Shay ran the full thing!


Over the past few years, I’ve watched Shay completely smash through every goal he’s set his eyes on, from establishing a godly marriage and family to getting out of debt to building a successful business to getting in shape. Now, Shay and his son, Gavin, are focused on a new goal: Making sure health and fitness aren’t just a Shay thing, but a family thing. In Fat Dad, Fat Kid, you’ll laugh and maybe cry as you always do with Shay, as he and Gavin invite you into their challenges.


In The Strangest Secret, Earl Nightingale said, “Every one of us is the sum total of his own thoughts. He is where he is, because that is where he really wants to be, whether he’ll admit it or not.” You can do or be anything you want if you are intentional, genuine, and focused. And I can’t think of a better model for those things than my friend, Shay Butler.





Introduction





Does “Fat Dad” Have to Mean “Fat Kid”?


I LOVE BEING A DAD. It’s the second most important title I have. Husband is number one, and I’ll say more about my amazing wife, Colette, later—I could write a romance novel about that gorgeous woman. But being a good father is an achievement that I’m immensely proud of.


I love my kids so much that it makes me cry. Sitting here right now, thinking about each one of them individually brings tears to my eyes. Colette and I have five amazing children. There’s Gavin, who’s writing this book with me; my girls, Avia and Emmi; and another two little guys, Brock and Daxton.


The whole reason I started on YouTube was so I could spend more time with my kids. That’s another story I’ll tell you more about later on, but long story short, I worked all kinds of jobs before I discovered that YouTube could provide for my family and allow me to actually see them on a regular basis.


My kids are my medicine. There are times during my day when I feel overwhelmed or stressed out about a project, or this book deadline, or a comment that I just read on one of our Shaytards vlogs, or any number of things that us humans get stressed out about during a typical day. The only thing that makes me feel better is a good wrestling session with one of my kids. It works without fail every single time. It’s like a secret drug that nobody knows about. I’ll be sitting at my desk, trying to answer the dump truck’s worth of messages that pour into my Gmail every twenty minutes, feeling like crap and on the verge of friggin’ out. But then I’ll get up from what I’m doing and go hang out with my kids. Now, instead of being a thirty-four-year-old man who has to answer important emails about production budgets, I’m a Velociraptor. As I enter their room with my head bobbing back and forth in a lizardlike motion and my hands clutched in front of my body, mimicking dinosaur claws, I let out a screech that lets my children know a Velociraptor is about to attack them.


What happens next is one of the things I love the very most about children: they don’t ask questions about what I’m doing or look at me like I’m ridiculous. They see me and they know I’m a dinosaur, and what do you do when you see a friggin’ dinosaur in your room? You scream and run! Then I chase and tickle and bite their necks like any dinosaur would, pretending to rip their spinal cords out through their skins—you know, like any good daddy would. And as they squeal with laughter and giggle uncontrollably, the stress of the world raging inside my head melts away into a puddle of it-doesn’t-matter juice.


I love my kids more than I can even explain, and I would never set out to do anything that would harm those who are so precious to me. I want to be a good role model for them and pass on all the lessons I’ve learned in my life. But there is one thing I’m not proud of, something that I definitely don’t want them to follow: I used to be dangerously obese.


Back when I started my ShayLoss channel on YouTube, I weighed in at 281 pounds—and was rapidly closing in on three hundred pounds. I’m five foot nine, so I was almost a square. How did it happen? I was working long hours and then coming home and pulling all-nighters, watching movies from midnight till dawn and fueling those marathon sessions with corn chips and salsa and leftover pizza I scrounged from the fridge. Most days the only exercise I got was hitting buttons on my computer keyboard.


One day I’d had enough—not just of being fat, but of feeling bad. Of not being able to play with my kids without running out of breath. I used to be a vibrant young man who could jump and flip and punch and swim and do all kinds of stuff. But by the age of twenty-nine, I had become a guy who could only upload videos to YouTube. I wanted to feel better. I wanted to be able to ride on a surfboard, glide across a skateboard ramp or ski slope, and do all the exciting, crazy stuff I’d once done. At the time, it didn’t seem that long ago that I could do all the things that had given me such a buzz.


I picked up a copy of a book called Fit for Life by Harvey and Marilyn Diamond. This is a book that was first published when I was in kindergarten, so it’s been around awhile. My parents had it on their bookshelf for my entire life. When I was a nineteen-year-old Morman missionary in Trinidad, I recognized it right away and decided to finally read it. It’s all about eating mostly “living” food that has high water content that acts as a kind of natural cleansing agent in your body, especially raw fruits and vegetables. That made a lot of sense to me, so I decided to give it a go to jump-start the process.


Later, after I discovered the Internet, I reached out to Harvey Diamond on MySpace and had a good back-and-forth with him. I told him that his book changed the way I looked at fat, which is totally true—I still rely on its principles to this day. Love it!


Over the next three years, I worked hard, lost over one hundred pounds—documenting the whole process on my ShayLoss channel—and achieved my goal of running a marathon, completing the Los Angeles marathon in March 2012. I’m still dedicated to an active life, and I’ve kept most of that weight off, but from time to time I slip back into some bad habits and lose my grip on that healthy way of life I know I should be following.


My elder son, Gavin, is eleven now. He and I are molded from the same clay; I think he will have the edge on me height-wise once he’s fully grown, but we’re both solidly built. We’re strong people—if I grab Gavin’s leg, I can feel good, solid bone and muscle in there—but it’s way too easy for someone with our body type to tip over into being fat. What I want most of all is to pass on to my son the things I’ve learned about healthy living: the importance of exercising every day and choosing real foods to eat, like delicious, life-filled fruit and vegetables rather than dead-on-the-plate fries and empty-calorie desserts.


But what I fear is that every day, I’m showing Gavin my worst habits: the late-night snacks, the big indulgences, eating until I’m full and then some, the super-size candy at the movies, and getting comfortable on my butt rather than being active and doing the things I love. And I worry that when he sees me falling into those tendencies, he’s learning them for himself.


My biggest question is: Does “fat dad” have to lead to “fat kid”?


(I know some of you will hate me using the “F-word” about myself or Gavin. We’ll talk about that some more in a little while.)


That’s why we’re here. Gavin and I have decided to do a father-son healthy living challenge, not only so we can lose weight, but so we can feel our best. We’re doing a thirty-day challenge to “go clean,” which means no cookies, no candy, no pop, and no ice cream, choosing fresh, nutrient-rich food as often as possible. We’re going to drink a gallon of water every day, and we’re going to do at least thirty minutes a day of something active, whether it’s swimming, or beach soccer, or running, or working out at the gym. Right now, as I write this, it’s the beginning of what I hope will be the best summer ever.


Being healthy and finding your most fit body—no matter what the numbers on the scale say—isn’t just something you duct-tape onto your life like a makeshift cup holder on the dashboard of your car. No, it has to be a part of your deepest inner life, and the qualities you use to succeed in any area of your life—whether it’s your career, or your relationships with your kids, or friendships, or a hobby—are going to be important in reaching your health goals, too. So we’re going to be talking a lot about honor, integrity, honesty, and hard work here.


Did I mention the fun though? No one wants to do boring stuff, right? We don’t ever want this to feel like work, so it has to be fun. Gavin and I will be shooting hoops, playing soccer on the beach, going for bike rides, and hiking.


Having a buddy to do a challenge with is huge. When I struggle with my weight, it’s such a big thing to have my brother Casey, or my good friend Rawn, or my gorgeous wife, Colette, come along to do a workout, or even just eat watermelon with me. Gavin and I figure that if we can do this challenge together, we can motivate each other. This is going to be tough, but we have to talk to each other, we have to take this seriously, and we have to do it. We’re a team, so if he’s having a hard time, he can come talk to me. And if I’m struggling and don’t want to exercise, he has to push me.


Gavin and I are keeping a record of our days to show you how things are going, how we feel, which parts are easy, and which ones really suck. We’ll also share any ideas we have for making the process easier. Along the way, I’ll share parts of my bigger journey, from my midwestern upbringing to some of the bigger health challenges I’ve faced as an adult.


You’ll be hearing from both of us in this book: there are extracts from Gavin’s journal here, as well as some actual conversations between Gavin and me as we go through this month of healthy living together.


We’re not diet, fitness, or health experts. We just want to show you how we, as regular people, are taking action in our own lives—and taking responsibility for our health and wellness. My greatest hope is that you’ll be inspired to take action, too, whether you’re a parent who wants to set a good example for your kid, or someone who just wants to make a positive change and feel better.


What would be really cool is if you come along for the ride with us. Do the clean challenge with us so we can all be in this together. I speak from experience when I say: you won’t regret it. Gavin is already looking forward to it . . .




    


I’m excited about this challenge because I want to be healthier so I can play sports better, like soccer and football. But I’m also kind of nervous going into this because I’m lazy and I don’t want to do the work. I don’t want to exercise and I want to eat junk food.







    I’ve been wanting to lose weight for a while, but I didn’t have the urge to get my butt off the couch and work out. But now I’m finally sick and tired of sitting around and not being able to climb a rope or do a handstand. This summer I’m going to be in the best shape of my life. Let’s do this.





    





Day 1





Saying the “F-Word”


THE FIRST THING Gavin and I did for our challenge was weigh in. My view is that your weight is just a number on a scale, and a number on a little device that sits on the bathroom floor doesn’t matter nearly as much as how you feel and whether you can do things like dirt bike and Frisbee golf. But it is one way to measure progress and changes in your body.


I weighed in at just over two hundred pounds. Aiee, mamacita! I want to lose just over twenty pounds. Either I have a lot of muscle or I’m a little bit chubby—the truth is probably somewhere in between. I know what my body would look like at 180. I’ll still be solid, but I’ll be able to run, climb ropes, do handstands, and jump over deer. At 181, I can’t clear a deer. But if I’m 180 pounds, at a full sprint, I can jump over a deer.


Gavin weighed in at 161. That is a great place to start, right here, right now. For him, it isn’t about setting a number so much as it’s about feeling good and being able to move his body. Once he can jump over a deer he’ll know he’s where he wants to be.


So we’re going to be chasing a lot of deer this summer.


After we finished weighing in, Gavin wrote a list of all the things he wants to do as we get healthier, the things that are maybe hard for him sometimes. Here’s his list:


♦ Boating


♦ Swimming


♦ Biking


♦ Soccer


♦ Football


♦ Basketball


♦ Building a fort


♦ Skateboarding


♦ Hiking


♦ Obstacle courses


♦ Running


♦ Dirt biking


♦ Skiing


♦ Snowboarding


♦ Frisbee golf


♦ Tennis


♦ Baseball


Man, looking at that list was the kick I needed. I know how it feels not to be able to climb a rope, especially when your little sister can shimmy to the top of the rope, no problem. I know what it’s like to want to use your body. You get sick and tired of not being able to do things because your body is too big. Gavin’s list pumped me up—it friggin’ motivated me. I want to do all those things, too. Maybe I shouldn’t even set a number for myself, I thought.


But when I watch the old videos I made back when I was really big, I can see what I looked like. What I looked like doesn’t even matter; when I look at my old self, I remember how crappy I felt. The heartburn. How much I snored at night. How I would sleep in until one-thirty in the friggin’ afternoon. How I could hardly bend over to tie my shoes. How it was as if my belt was the wrong size because it was so tight. I had to stretch out every shirt in my closet before I put it on because they were small on me. I was suffocating myself and felt helpless.


It sucks being like that. I know exactly what it feels like, and I know a lot of people reading this book know exactly what it feels like, too.


On my vlogs, some people write comments like, I miss the old Shay. The fat, bearded Shay. Well, the beard comes and goes, but why would they say they miss the fat Shay? Maybe I made them feel okay for carrying extra weight themselves? Because they don’t really need to miss me; I’m the same guy in all the ways that matter, but I feel so much better now. I don’t feel claustrophobic. I don’t feel stuck in a body that won’t allow me to do the things I want to do. I can play with my kids without dying from a heart attack. (My maternal grandfather, who was built like me and Gavin, died of one at the age of fifty-three.)


Some people write in to say, Oh, you weren’t fat. Don’t say that about yourself.


Most times, if you say someone’s fat, you know it’s an insult. In our society, fat is a gross thing. It’s important to realize why our society thinks that. Did you know that back in the day, in certain cultures, it was more attractive to be fat? It meant that you were a successful hunter, that you had food to spare. The fatter you were, the better looking you were; the rest of the village would look at you and say, Man, that fat dude is really making it! Values have evolved over time, and so have scientific discoveries about health, but that doesn’t explain why our society actively looks down on fat people. Most of the time it’s not even about a person’s health—it’s a cosmetic judgment. You can’t really talk about someone’s health without examining how that person lives his or her life in total.


Here’s the other reason fat gets a bad rep: fat is not necessarily bad morally, but it’s something that’s apparent. You can’t hide it if you’re fat. You can hide it if you’re a jerk. You can hide if you’re selfish or a liar. When you eat too much, you can’t hide the evidence. It’s right there.


Is it worse to be a liar or to be overweight? To me, it’s worse to be a liar. I would rather weigh eight hundred pounds than be a liar. Worst of all is a liar calling somebody fat: that makes them cruel.


We need to disarm that word. It’s just a word. It doesn’t affect me when people use it about me because I used to be fat. I used to make fun of myself. That used to be the basis of my comedy—fat-guy comedy in the tradition of Chris Farley or John Candy. The big men of comedy are some of the greatest.


F-A-T. It’s just three letters strung together, and it can mean whatever you want it to mean. To me, fat doesn’t matter; it’s all about health.


But what about for kids, though? In the schoolyard, it’s a word that’s often used to hurt others, and that kind of cruelty can’t be taken lightly . . .







My dad was asking me, “What do you think about the word ‘fat?’ ” I think if you call someone fat, that’s kind of mean. Sometimes other kids have called me fat, and it makes me excited to think about losing weight and showing up at school next year and being really healthy.





One time I was at school and this kid was being mean to this other kid. So I went over there to tell him to back off and leave him alone. And he stood there for a second and then he said, “Eh, um, well at least I’m not fat.” I just ignored him and kept playing. But afterward, I thought about it. And even though it doesn’t seem like it’s that offensive, if you think about it, calling someone fat is kind of offensive.


When I think of the word ‘fat,’ it’s a word that someone tries to use to make you feel bad about yourself. But fat, it’s just a word. To some people, it’s one of the meanest things you could say. But you just need to ignore it, because you can’t let one little three-letter word put you down.


When I think of fat, it doesn’t really offend me anymore. My fat, or my blubber, is kind of like my muscle. Being fat makes me big. And being big, to me, means that I’m tough.


Don’t be ashamed of being fat. It’s kind of dumb when you think about it, getting mad at a three-letter word. Nobody’s fat. It’s just our stomach is a little bigger than everybody else’s.


Another thing is, people call other people fat because they’re scared. They’re nervous about being made fun of. And I just want to say right now, please don’t do that.




This is what I think about the little word “fat.”











Day 2





Gavin Goes Sugar-Free


HEALTH IS A PRIVILEGE, and sometimes that fact hits you between the eyes. A couple of years ago, we met a girl known as “the skinniest person in the world.” Lizzie Velásquez is a fellow YouTuber and an amazing human being. She also has a rare congenital disease that doesn’t allow her to store body fat. She’s in her late twenties and she weighs about sixty pounds. She’s super skinny and she looks like she has spent time in extreme poverty or a concentration camp. Our family met up with her one evening for the first time.


At first it’s startling to see Lizzie in person, so on our way to meet her we explained to the kids that she has a disease that prevents her from gaining weight at all. Gavin was really touched by her because it made him appreciate how lucky he was that his body was healthy. And he was so impressed with Lizzie’s positive attitude. Though she doesn’t necessarily have control over how others perceive her, she has control over how she perceives herself. That really inspired him, and it also made him realize that he had some measure of control. He could make a change. That knowledge empowered him to take a step in a healthier direction, so he decided that he would go for a whole year without any refined sugar: no candy, no ice cream, no chocolate, no soda.


GAVIN: Well, it started out when you bet me that I couldn’t go that night without a milkshake. So I did that, and then when I met Lizzie, I figured I could do more, so we came up with the bet about going a whole year with no sugar. It became a competitive thing.
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