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1991. 66. 50. These numbers may be insignificant to many, but to me, they are anything but that. 

I could begin with explaining how I grew up in a loving home in the suburbs of Virginia Beach, 

but that would just be downright boring. My mother’s favorite saying is, “everything happens for 

a reason.” At first, I was skeptical of this, but as I’ve grown older, I’m beginning to think that she 

might be right. I was eight years old. It was only the beginning of a miserable stretch for me. I 

hid from the public, hiding behind the legs of my Mom and Dad whenever they addressed 

another human being. At first, it appeared as though it was merely something that “I was going to 

grow out of”. But unfortunately that wasn’t the case. As I watched my peers in elementary school 

play sports and converse among each other, I stood far in the distance, curiously observing. “Hey 

fatty” was now a phrase I heard daily. The tears that I shed at first were now unable to come out. 

1 year later. 2 years later. 3. Well, and then came middle school. Everything felt as if the 

negatives were multiplying exponentially. The warmth of my family and parents was the only 

part of my life where I could close my eyes and feel at ease. But it wasn’t enough to overtake my 

insecurities of my appearance. Grade 6: first day of school. It was new, but very small. My shirt 

was loosely tucked into my 40” trousers. I sensed the thoughts of these new faces as I walked 

through the heavy doors. My heart was beating at a million miles per hour. The process was 

slow. I made one friend. We weren’t “cool” by any means, but I felt like myself whenever we 

talked. Life began to pass me by like it always seems to do. I was getting that much older. Girls 

no longer had “cooties”. What do I do now? I was a junior in high school. Four years (and 



psychologists) had zoomed passed me. And here I stood at arguably my most vulnerable stage. 

My social skills were that of a brick wall and my overall self-esteem hit rock bottom. Then, that 

Saturday arrived. It was cloudy and cold, unusually cold for the beginning of October. I crushed 

my sub from Quizno’s; ranch, extra cheese, bacon extra meat, the FOOTLONG. As my Dad and 

I walked back to his truck, I felt tension. Sitting in the passenger seat, he looked at me. And I do 

remember this word for word. He said, “son, I love you very much, but your whole life would be 

much better if you did something about your weight problem.” I didn’t even have time to 

register; my tears overpowered my initial thoughts. Never in my life did I have want to or even 

have reason to want to punch my Dad square in the face. This time was different. The emotional 

dagger pierced through my entire body. For one month I dedicated myself. I forced myself to 

follow a strict diet plan with some fitness thrown into the mix. 20 pounds gone in just one month. 

So why stop there? It was now June of 2008. My weight had gone from 226 pounds to 160. Life 

for me was no longer something I had to hide from. My confidence and self-esteem increased as 

an entirety. Coming into my prime, it was now time for me to start my journey as a college 

student. I had graduated high school; it was fall of 2009. I said goodbye to my friends. Some 

were the ones that had been with me through all the rough patches of my life, and others were 

new friends that I had made through my sharp change. What could go wrong now? I was in the 

best shape of my life and about to start the best years of my life. Then came Thanksgiving break. 

It was 7 AM, November 21st. My mom barged through my door, as I sat up confused. 4 long 

hours at the hospital, but there was nothing they could do. The blood clot had traveled to my 

Dad’s heart. He was only 50 when he passed, but I wouldn’t be standing where I am today had it 



not been for his brave, direct but loving words on that cold day in October 2008. So maybe my 

Mom is right. Everything does happen for a reason, and dedication + heart = success.


