
july 19.2002

HUMOR
...............▼...............

Weighty matters
M o re  th o u g h ts  o n  liv in g  la rg e

Since announcing I lost 60 pounds I’ve been 
deluged with people asking for weightdoss 
advice. Suddenly I’m more popular than a 
pom star at a game of strip poker.

But a large number of even larger people 
have accused me of being fatphobic. Some 
bears even growled at me during Gay Pride.

1 understand that some people find it 
impossible to slim down, just as some people 
can eat a can of frosting every day for breakfast 
and still look like a concentration camp victim. 
But I am neither.

What I am is the kind of person who lies to 
himself. 1 may reside in Oregon, but I live in a 
state of denial. For instance, despite being 
5-foot-9 since I was 14, it was only last year 
that I stopped justifying second helpings by 
saying, “It’s OK, Marco, you’re a growing boy.” 
Yeah, width-wise perhaps.

Apparently I’m not alone. A 1992 study 
done at St. Luke’s Roosevelt Hospital in New 
York showed via urine analysis that subjects 
underreported how much they’d eaten by half. 
That’s right, half.

In a culture where it costs just pennies to 
Super Size your fast food, we’ve forgotten what 
constitutes a normal portion anymore. Even 
healthy eaters are susceptible to overeating, as

witnessed by the 
fact that 

every time 
Floyd and 

I have

clean 
out 
every
cookie in the 
house. And just 
try ordering a low- 
fat sandwich at Subway— the 
clerk will cheerfully offer you 
such well-known diet staples 
as cheese, mayonnaise, 
oil, olives and chips. A 
boy could gain a dress 
size.

What finally motivated 
me to take control of my 
weight was the “Who would 
play me in a movie?” game.
While I sat trying to choose 
between Robert Downey Jr. and 
Matthew Broderick my friends 
came to a swift and unanimous 
conclusion: Nathan Lane.

I was on the treadmill the next 
morning at 6. “How did this happen.7" I panted 
to Floyd. “I thought 1 was the slender wacky 
guy, not the pudgy one.”

“Nah, you’re more of a roly-poly type,” he 
said. “Y’know, like Harvey Fierstein.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “You don’t ever 
want to have sex again, do you.7”

In my usual obsessive-compulsive way I 
researched the various diets and discovered 
you’re better off eating the books than reading 
them. Basically they all say the same thing: 
Reduce calories. If you’d like to reduce them in 
an informed, sensible manner I recommend
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you read A Business Plan for the Body. I did, and 
I’m pleased to say that after 20 years of yo-yo 
dieting, it worked.

But then something else happened.
You see, while my motivation had been my 

pathetically fragile sense of ego, I started to 
notice I was feeling better. A lot better.

In the same way I had convinced myself 
that chocolate was a protein because it came 
from beans, I’d also convinced myself that 
chafing thighs were a normal consequence of 
taking a brisk walk.

W hat’s alarming to me is that other peo­
ple didn’t think of me as overweight, partly, 
I’m sure, because 1 hadn’t tucked my shirt in 
for five years, but also because we seem to 
have lost perspective as to what a normal 
weight is.

If you’d like to know how much of a strain 
being 60 pounds 
overweight 
can be, go 
into a 
gym 
and

pick up
3 60-

pound 
dumbbell. 

Now bend
over. Now stand up. Now call 
your chiropractor.

You growling bears and 
the like argue rightly that 
genetics play a part in 
determining weight. O f 
course. If your parents are 

naturally substantial in size, 
then Robert Downey Jr. or 

Matthew Broderick probably 
aren’t going to play you in a 

movie. But that doesn’t explain 
why Americans are more than 

¿A 10 pounds heavier now than 
we were 20 years ago. And 
gaining.

Resisting that second portion is an enor­
mously difficult challenge. I know— 1 was the 
pudgy, wacky guy. And if you’re not ready to—  
or simply don’t want to— I understand and 
respect that. But if, like me, you’ve grown thick 
and tired, I’m convinced you can make a last­
ing change.

If I can do it, anyone can.
And that, my friends, is The Gospel 

According to Marc. JT"!

M a r c  A c it o  aspires to be the next Richard 
Simmons but with a better haircut. Write him at 
m arcacito@ attbi. com .
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•  Personal Image Design
• Hair & Wig Styling
• Specializing in Trans-Formation
• Professional Makeup
• Exp. with feature film & TV
• Friendly Private Salon
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NEWS, PUBLIC AFFAIRS AND 
MUSIC THAT YOU WON'T HEAR 

ANYWHERE ELSE. LISTEN

FOR THIS WAY OUT
AT 6  PM EVERY TUESDAY.

“REEL WOMEN” Fly Fishing 101 Seminars
Sept 20-22

Lodging for 2 nights on the Metolius River 
1-1/2 Day Flyfish Seminar & Hands-On Instruction 
Reduced rate for non-fishing partner [$951 
Equipment provided 
Meals

For information & reservations 
Call "Cee”

toll free 1-866-752-9822 
email: cee ? playtimevacations.com

$170pp
Class sizes are limited 
we recommend early C**

reservations Ay
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THE HOME?
Gay interior designer 
will consult with you.
It is more affordable 

than you think!

Gary McClaskey Designs
(503) 577-7908

pdxdesignguy@aol.com

N E E D  T O  
SPRUCE UP

THE
Mo n k e y

THE
RAT

131 NW Second Ave.
between Couch & Davis 

Open 11-6 • Closed Mondays 
(503) 310-2575/ 750-2755

fine & friendly objects 
from faraway places

•BRITISH COLONIAL 
FURNITURE
-period pieces from the 20,s-30’s 
•folding screens, cabinets, armoires

•LACQUERWARE
-stunning sculptural & functional 
pieces from Myanmar (Burma)

•MANGO WOOD VASES
-contemporary pieces, attractive, 
affordable & environmental

We travel to Thailand to hand pick 
these one-of-a-kind items for your home!
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