Grace Wallace gained weight with the birth of their son, but she was still the same person inside that she had always been.  It was hard to understand why her husband treated her as though she was someone else.  It had been months since they had been intimate, and even then it was just a “wham, bam, thank you ma’am” experience.  She recalled, with pain, the last time she had fished for a compliment.  Just any nice word to make her feel like he even noticed her.  His only comment about her new slacks had been, “They make your butt look fatter.”  Didn’t he realize what that did to a person’s morale?    

Grace was determined to make a change.  She picked up the phone and dialed the number.   Dr. Fredrick’s Weight Loss Center had been advertising on the radio for the past several months.  She always pushed the idea to the back of her mind, but she finally reached the end of her rope.

 “Hello, Dr. Fredrick’s Weight Loss Clinic”, a cheerful voice answered.  “Uh, hello, this is Grace Wallace.  I’d like to make an appointment as soon as possible.”  You have to strike while the iron is hot, she remembered her mother telling her.  Well, the iron was hot and she was striking.  “Ok, Tuesday at 1:00 will be fine.  Thank you.”  She put the phone down and smiled.  Today is the first day of the rest of my life...or something to that effect.

Tuesday morning, Grace got Scotty off to school as usual.  She hurried with her house cleaning chores so that Chuck wouldn’t notice that something didn’t get done.  Funny how he could notice new dust on the table but he couldn’t see a totally new hairstyle.  At 12:45 pm, she was sitting in the waiting room at Dr. Fredrick’s clinic.  She wondered what top secret Dr. Fredrick had that she hadn’t tried yet.  She’d done Weight Watcher’s, TOPs, The Adkins Diet, the Grapefruit Diet, the Cabbage Diet, the Ice Cream Diet, the Low Carbohydrate Diet, the High Fat Diet, the Low Fat Diet, and of course, a myriad of diet pills.  They worked for a short period of time, but the pounds always seemed to find their way back and brought “friends” with them. “Inside every fat person is a thin person fighting to get out.”  Grace’s insides were black and blue from the effort. 

“Grace Wallace.”  A curvy, buxom nurse smiled and gestured for her to follow.  Grace’s stomach started to churn.   In the distance, she saw the scale.  OH NO…the dreaded scale!  Why is it when you are depressed about your weight they always want to weigh you?  Grace gingerly stepped onto the scales hoping her full weight wouldn’t register.  She thought she heard it moan.

The nurse made a notation in Grace’s chart while announcing it to anyone within ear shot:  273 pounds.  Grace couldn’t believe her ears.  When did I get so heavy?  She put her fingers around her wrist in an effort to show that she was still the same size.   A man passing by in the hall almost gave himself whiplash looking in her direction.  Or did she just imagine that he heard?

 The look on Grace’s face must have revealed her depression because the nurse smiled and assured her that Dr. Fredrick could help her.  Grace gulped back the tears and followed her into a small cubicle. 

“Just change into this gown and hop up on the table.”  Sure, hop…I can do that with one leg tied behind me.  Grace made sure the nurse had left the room before shedding her clothing and trying to squeeze into the “one size fits all” gown.  One size fits no one my size.  Who are they trying to kid? They need to consult Omar the tent maker.  She climbed onto the paper-clad examining table, happy that no one was behind her.  There was more of her hanging out of the gown than covered by it.  

Dr. Fredrick waltzed in the door.  He peered at Grace over his half-spectacles and said, “Well, Mrs. Wallace, what brings you here?”  You’d better get some better glasses doc! 

A lump formed in her throat, but she managed to croak out.  “I’m fat.”  The Dr. patted her hand.  “Not fat dear, just a little rounder than normal.”  What a relief....I thought I was fat!  
After the doctor had finished his examination, he noted her blood pressure, her pulse rate and drew three lines under her weight.  She wondered if the three lines had any special meaning.  Maybe she had won a prize for being his heaviest patient of the day.  She didn’t dare ask.  Dr. Fredrick turned and faced her.  “Mrs. Wallace, I can help you lose that weight.”  Yippee! 

Grace’s jaw lowered in surprise when she discovered that the remedy of the day was “horse urine injections.”  The doctor explained the injections helped to break down the fat and move it out of the body.  Her mind recalled all of the things she had put herself through the past few years. Was it worth it?   Somehow this process didn’t sound as bad as the fuel that was going to be injected.  Oh well, what’s a little horse pee if it helps shed the pounds?  If I can’t be a super model maybe I can win the Kentucky Derby!
