Run, Fat Boy, Run! REVIEW

Day Five 

As soon as I stepped through the door after school, my mom threw me into our small car and drove me to the doctors'. She was speaking so rapidly I was only able to catch a few words: 

“Health problems… safety… obese… diet… overweight… food…” 

I was blushing furiously the entire car ride. Why was she just now frantically worried about my health? Was it something she heard
? Had someone told her my weight? I tried to interrupt her but she wouldn’t let me. She held up her hand and stared into my eyes. Hers were ice, cold and unwavering. 

“Mom!” I was finally able to say. Pulling my fingers and squishing myself against the edge of the door, and 
stuttered, “What’s going on? Why do I have to go to the doctors
? Please don’t make me go! Mom, please! Don’t make me – “ 

“I can’t believe that I let you get like this! It’s getting 
ridiculous! It’s your weight. It’s getting out of hand
. Please, just come to the doctors. They have a nutritionist there and she’ll help us get situated." 

“Mom, please! I don’t wanna go!” My mind was traveling
 at the speed of light. I couldn’t manage to grasp what was going on. I was going to the doctors
 because of my poor health, obviously. But why? Why now
? Why couldn’t Mom have told me? 

“You don’t have a choice. Listen.” She turned to me, her hand grasped firmly on the steering wheel. “I’ve been completely oblivious to what’s been going on. I haven’t even been monitoring what you’ve been eating, how much you’ve been working out. I just thought that it was a phase. I was positively certain that it was just a phase. The 'Fat Phase' is what other moms call it.” 

My face reddened. I pulled at my fingers and bit my bottom lip. 

“But then the other night I was listening to the radio and this talk show came up. They talked about obese teens and the health problems they have. They told us that we shouldn’t let our teens be like this. I mean unhealthy.” 

Mom pulled up to a stop sign and I felt the stinging tears slowly crawl up to my eyes. 

“Please, Mom, just let me out,” I muttered helplessly. “Please. I can’t do this…” 

I yanked on the handle to open the door – it was locked. The freaking door was locked. My hand instantly went for the unlocking switch, and I pushed it. I heard a click and went to open the door. It didn't budge. 

“Please, just listen to me. The door is on child lock. You have to admit it. You are fat. Say it. You are fat and you want to lose weight,” my mother begged. Her eyes were just as tearful as mine. My heart seemed to be ice cold – dead. She was torturing me. She was tearing me apart! 

“Mom…” I cried and wiped my eyes with my shirtsleeve. “Mom, please…” 

“Just say it. Just say, ‘I am fat. I am fat and I’m gonna lose weight.’” 

“Mom…” I could barely even speak. Choked up and crying, I wailed into my arm. 

“Just admit it! Just admit that you are fat!” 

We pulled up into the doctor’s
 building. The letters were bright and glaring at me with blood hungry eyes: 

DR. ROBERT FLOREZ’S OFFICE 

“Mom,” I whispered faintly. “Please don’t make me. 

“Wipe your eyes. I’m not going to let you go in there looking like that. Look at me.” 

I slowly raised my eyes up to her chin. I wouldn’t – no, I couldn’t – look into her eyes. They were killing me. 

“I – no, you have to do this. You have to go in there and admit that you are fat. You have to tell them that you want to lose weight. You have to tell them that you are up for the challenge. Look at me.” 

I didn’t. 

“Look at my damn eyes!” 

“Mom, please, I can’t!” I wailed and looked away. My eyes looked out the passenger window and down the street. Cars were busily swarming the highways and roads. They were free, unlike me. That’s all I wanted to be, right then. Free - away from Mom. 

“Will you go in there?” Her voice was suddenly soft and fragile. “Please?” 

I slowly turned my head back to her and looked at her pleading eyes. 

“Mom, I can’t - you know that. I can’t go in there.” 

“You know you need to.” 

* 

My heart was beating, my blood pumping. My face was red hot as I stepped through the doors
 hesitantly. Mom was standing directly behind me, urging me to walk forward. 

“You’re doing the right thing,” she reminded me. 

A nurse glanced at us and then her eyes met my mom’s. Mom smiled softly and walked closer to the nurse. 

"Is this him?" the nurse whisperd
. Mom nodded. 

The nurse examined me from my head to my toes. "Okay, thank you." Her voice was so much different than my mother’s. This woman actually cared. I could see in her face that she didn’t want to be there either. She would rather be home, drinking a Dr. Pepper and watching the newest episode of House. But no. She was stuck in hell. 

“Yeah, it’s him.” Why did Mom’s voice sound so different than in the car? 

“Okay.” She smiled and beckoned me to join her. I didn’t move – I couldn’t. It was as if I was frozen in place by my own stubbornness. 

The nurse looked at my mother and said, “Is everything alright?” Mom smiled and prodded me in the back. 

“Oh, yes. Everything is fine. He’s just a bit intimidated.” 

Taking the hint, I slowly made my way over to the nurse and smiled weakly. 

“Everything is going to be okay. Don’t worry.” She smiled her false smile again and took me into the depths of hell. 

The scale was staring at me with cold eyes. It wasn’t the normal kind that I had at my house. This one was much taller and had a long bar stretched across the length of it. When I stepped on it, everything went lopsided. The nurse skillfully swept the little bar things up and down, finding the right balance. My stomach almost gave in when I read the final weight. 

233. 

Two hundred and thirty-freaking-three pounds. 
I felt faint and the nurse noticed. 

“Are you alright? Do you need to sit down or something?” 

I told her no. I just wanted to get this over with. She took me down a hall, her steps quick and light. The rooms seemed to be taunting me. 

“Run, Fat Boy, Run!” 

“Fatty!” 

“Look at the fat hanging off that kid – he must be over two hundred pounds!” 


I was too angry to admit that they were right. I was fat. I was too fat to even be considered a teenager. Heck, my teachers didn’t even weight
 as much as me. It was absurd. What was going on with me? 

Was I officially obese then? How was I to know? Nothing made sense anymore. The rooms were crying out the insults again, and I tried to steer clear of them. 

“Run, Fat Boy, run!” 

The nurse stopped at an open door. “Right here.” I nervously glanced into the inside of 
the room. There were three people seated comfortably in the all-too-claustrophobic-room. Two of them I didn’t recognize. The last was my mother. 

The devil and her two angels.

�This should be italicised, since it isn’t a constant sentence.


�‘had heard’.


�Take away this and replace with simply ‘I’ so it makes sense.


�“ Doctors’ ” like you used before


�These two words clash and in some senses contradict one another. Remove the latter.


�Exclamation mark!


�Travelling.


�doctors’ again.


�Preference, but italicising this may just provide greater emphasis on the situation.


�doctors’


�Comma after here.


�


‘Whispered’


�I would put this in italics


�Again, italics since they are not actually being said, rather imagination of the MC.


�‘weigh’.


�Italics.


�This is not needed, surely just looking into the room would suffice.


�Great ending.





