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			Praise for Big Problems

			“Andy Boyle provides what’s so often missing from health and diet advice: the sense that it’s coming from a fellow human being who shares your plight. Big Problems is funny, earnest, and generous.”

			—Dr. Ian Bogost, author, Atlantic contributor, and award-winning game designer

			“A disarmingly breezy read. The hard science of weight loss—and gain—is interspersed with personal stories that will make you laugh out loud. It’s the Cliff’s Notes on exercise, food, and health you never knew you wanted.”

			—Matt Wynn, investigative reporter for USA Today

			“Andy Boyle strikes again! Big Problems is funny and accessible and ultimately inspiring.”

			—Michael Kruse, senior staff writer for Politico and Politico Magazine

			“Self-help books can be a drag—that’s why Andy’s book is so refreshing. The prose is crisp, fresh and funny, and devoid of pretension and judgment. The encouraging and funny tone is a welcome counterpoint to similar guides that may leave us feeling failure rather than realizing our own strengths.”

			—John Wenz, science journalist and author of The Lost Planets

			“What diet trend has piqued your curiosity? Workout fad? However you want to tame your waistline—fasting, CrossFit, fat freezing—Andy’s tried it. This book opened my eyes to the cultural, scientific, and economic underpinnings behind why we eat the (generally crappy) way we do—and how all of us can pivot toward a healthier future.”

			— Alex Richards, Pulitzer Prize finalist and assistant professor of journalism at Syracuse University
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			To Maddie and Alex, 
may you forever know you’re loved

		

	
		
			
				You are going to be short. You are going to be bald. You don’t have to be fat.

				—Dwight D. Eisenhower’s dad (allegedly)

				Eat food. Not too much. Mostly plants.

				—Michael Pollan

				I’ll eat that if you’re done.

				—Me
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			Introduction

			
			It was the middle of my first half marathon when I realized I was about to die.

			People around me had started to drop like boulders amid the blistering Chicago summer heat. People who were in much better shape than me. People who actually looked like runners.

			I had decided to run the Chicago Half Marathon—and do so much more—in order to learn extra about my body. In particular, I wanted to know how I had once gotten so fat. And why it was so hard to not be fat.

			We should probably back up a little bit.

			I used to be quite fat.

			I mean, I still am, but I used to be, too. I’m just way less so now.

			This is something I hear a lot from folks who weigh less than they used to: They always consider themselves overweight. These are people who run marathons, have washboard abs, and climb mountains for fun, and yet they still think of themselves as fat.

			People who have achieved fitness feats most of us just dream about still look in a mirror and think something’s wrong with them. Glad to know I’m in similar company with Olympians.

			Years ago, I somehow managed to lose a lot of weight. (Depending on how you’re counting, somewhere between eighty and one hundred pounds.) How I did it was nothing new: I watched what I ate. Exercise and my health became a regular part of my life.

			I got rid of unhealthy habits, developed healthier ones, and changed my lifestyle around.

			But at no point did I ever stop to wonder why: Why did I get so fat in the first place?

			Why was I able to lose the weight—and keep the vast majority of it off—while many are not? Why is losing weight so hard? Why is fitness so hard?

			Why is it so damn hard to get in shape?

			This book is an attempt to look into the world of being, and trying not to be, overweight. Or, perhaps, what it means to be “in shape.”

			As a journalist, I have always strived to ask why about everything. And how. How come we, as a nation and a species, have gotten more overweight in the last hundred years? How come we’re spending more money every year to combat obesity but not seeing any progress?

			More than a third of Americans are considered obese. Another third are overweight. The statistics worldwide are about the same. It wasn’t always like this, so what’s different about now? Why is it so hard to get in better shape? What are we doing wrong when it comes to weight loss and health? What are we doing right?

			I spent more than a year looking into these issues and writing about them. I experimented on my own body and tried different weight-loss plans, exercise routines, and diets. I met with doctors, weight lifters, and people of all shapes and sizes.

			I discovered what it means to be in shape—from a scientific level as well as a personal one. Most important, I discovered, to some extent, why our brains are wired the way they are when it comes to fitness, food, and how we view our bodies.

			You may be wondering, “Andy, what qualifies such a handsome person with an incredibly lush beard to write a book about fitness?” Great question, and thank you for the compliment, dear reader. You’re right: I’m no “qualified” expert. What I am is a former fat person who somehow managed to figure things out for myself.

			I would include before and after photos of myself, but through the magic of your mind, just imagine the one on the left is a person who is much rounder than the guy you see in my author photo. Or to picture it more clearly, imagine me in a Coors Light shirt. I look kinda-almost pregnant, and my male-pattern baldness is quite apparent.

			Guy on the right? Short buzz cut. Beefy arms. My belly is much smaller. I’ve got more of a V shape, and my striped shirt accentuates my skinniness.

			This mental exercise proves I am good at both gaining and losing weight. That makes me some kind of expert. Or at least so I’ve decided. (I also learned that if you’re balding, buzz your hair and/or wear hats.)

			Most of the health and fitness books I see on the shelves are written by people who were always athletic, always made great food choices, and never seemed to struggle with their weight. They never experienced the frustration of being unable to find jeans at most stores. Or the sadness that comes when a stranger calls you fat on the street. Or the shame you feel after someone rolls their eyes or mumbles under their breath simply for the space your body takes up on a packed train or elevator.

			Many of those authors never experienced not knowing where or how to start or the pain that comes with attempting something new that you feel utterly clueless at.

			And then these people have the audacity to say, “I’ve never suffered like you, but just DO EXACTLY WHAT I SAY, AND IT’LL WORK FOR YOU.”

			Oh okay, dude.

			I have felt the same pain the majority of overweight Americans have felt, mental and physical. I mean, I was the kind of fat where I regularly got told that I looked like every new famous fat, bearded person. That means I’m empathetic to their plight, and I want to help them in the same way I was able to help myself.

			I hadn’t ever seen a book written by someone who used to be huge—one that also deals with science, has funny personal anecdotes, and tries to keep a positive tone throughout—so I decided to write the book I wanted to exist when I was first figuring out my health and fitness.

			On top of that, I’m a journalist. I’ve worked at newspapers and media outlets for more than a decade. My work has run in magazines. I even said “bare breast” on CNN Headline News one time. My mom was really proud of that.

			I wanted to take that same journalistic lens and turn it inward. And then outward. And then inward again some more, just for good measure.

			This book isn’t a traditional how-to book when it comes to health and fitness. It’s more of a how-come, with some helpful hints strewn about, especially at the end. I’ve peppered it with some stories in between all the science and research, just to keep things interesting.

			I did all the extra sweating, injected myself with legal things (yup), attempted to freeze my fat off (also yup), and more so that perhaps you can learn a thing or two. I also made a lot of mistakes. (And managed to gain some weight back. And then lose it. And then gain it back. And then lose it. What fun!)

			So yeah. I’m just a journalist on a journey toward becoming a better version of myself. And I want others to learn from my success, and from my failures, on my journey toward looking better in a T-shirt and learning to love my body.

		

	
		
			Standard Warning

			If you’re suffering from any major medical ailments—mental, physical, anything—you should talk with a doctor before making any drastic changes to your lifestyle.

			While I’ve tried to explain any inherent dangers in this book, know that changing your diet and adding exercise can be stressful on your body. Make sure your doctor gives you the go-ahead.

			Another note: Unless your doctor has a practice that focuses on weight loss and fitness, maybe don’t listen to their advice on how you should go about getting in shape.
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			Andy Got Fat

			A STORY ABOUT MY UNDERWEAR

			The most important day of my life involves my underwear.

			The fateful day happened in the tail end of 2013. I was working for the Chicago Tribune, which is a thing called a newspaper. If you’ve never been inside a newsroom, let me describe it to you. Imagine an insurance office, except with shorter cubicle walls and sad people everywhere. Now imagine that everyone makes less money and is sadder.

			There—you now know how every newsroom looks.

			If you want to know your pecking order at a major American newspaper, the desk location they give you is a great indicator. If you’re placed near windows with a view of the city, you’re adored. If you’re slammed into a windowless space with faulty air-conditioning, you’re probably not well-liked. As for me, I was placed directly next to the men’s restroom. Day in and day out, grumpy newspapermen would open the door three feet from me and do their business, with me basically guarding the door, like a member of the Night’s Watch, except instead of defending the Wall, I was defending farts.

			So now you know what my professional world was like.

			Personally, I was in even worse shape. Literally. I was overweight, which is the nice way of saying I was fat. I know it may be hard to comprehend that, because you’ve looked at my author photo and you’re thinking how gorgeous I am. For those of you trying to do the math and figure out whether I’m a 7 or an 8, I’m actually a 7.5. (Which, technically, rounds up to an 8.)

			But back in 2013 I weighed 310 pounds, about 80 more than I do as of this writing. It was like I had a golden retriever shoved under my shirt. Except it couldn’t play fetch, nobody wanted to pet it, and it was a bit hairier.

			I was constantly sick. It seemed like every month I caught some new cold or developed bronchitis, and one time I had walking pneumonia, which led to a hazy trip to a nearby health clinic. I inquired why it was called walking pneumonia, and because our health care system in America is so great, the doctor shrugged, gave me a pamphlet, and told me to go to bed.

			To recap: I was working in a depressing office. I was 300-plus pounds. I was sick all the time. And on this particular day, I was forced to sit in a meeting that was a waste of everyone’s time. For those who have worked in an office, you know that a meeting is where productivity goes to die. And if you’ve read the Old Testament, you know that the first meeting of all time was in the Garden of Eden between Eve and the Serpent. So, meetings were literally created by the devil.

			Whatever this meeting was about has been lost to the ages. But at some point during this work gathering, I crossed my legs underneath the conference room table. And somehow, because of the laws of physics and fabric, I did the most un-office-like thing ever.

			I split my pants.

			All I knew was I had moved my legs, and suddenly the world behind me had become quite drafty. I don’t know if you’ve ever split your pants during a meeting at the Chicago Tribune, but it’s hard to concentrate on anything afterward. All you’re thinking is, “Oh crap, I split my pants, and I work at the Chicago Tribune, a place that gives me health insurance.”

			I reviewed my options. My first instinct was damage control. I couldn’t let anyone know I ripped a hole in my britches. People at newspapers love to gossip. I would never be able to live that down. Knowing my odds, it would end up in the company-wide newsletter. Next, I had to figure out how to solve my pants problem. Perhaps I could run down the street to Target to pick up a new pair. (And if I did that, I’d end up buying twenty-seven more things.)

			But I would need an excuse for why I had to leave work to shop at a store that’s the height of Midwestern luxury. I imagined how that exchange would go with my manager.

			“Boss, I gotta head out for a minute,” I would say.

			“How come?” he would ask.

			“I split my pants, and my underwear is showing.”

			If you heard that, would you give me a raise?

			At the end of the meeting, everyone got up to leave. And I stayed in my seat. The conference room was tiny, and the table in the middle took up 90 percent of the space. People were forced to awkwardly walk behind me, scrunched between my chair and the wall. Their faces showed their displeasure.

			As he was leaving the cramped room, my boss finally said, “You, uh, okay, dude?”

			He was a cool boss and called me “dude” sometimes.

			And I answered, much too fast, “Oh yes I am fine, I just need to make a phone call, just a quick phone call, gotta go make a phone call, everything is fine, phone call, gotta make one.”

			My boss responded, “Uh, sure, dude.” And he left. See? There’s that “dude” again. Real cool guy, that boss.

			I was now alone to contemplate my place in the universe, or at the very least, whether I would go through the rest of the day with my undies showing. It was time for me to strategize. I didn’t know what to do, so looking to the wisdom of crowds, or at least a crowd of one, I texted a good friend of mine. It went like this:

			“Ryan, let’s say you have a friend, and your friend splits his pants at work. What should your friend do?”

			Moments later, he texted back: “Is this friend yoooouuuuu?”

			I texted him the sunglasses-wearing emoji for plausible deniability. Then I texted, “This isn’t a time for jokes, Ryan. This is a time for answers and action.”

			He responded with a sentence that would change my life, a piece of advice that has stuck with me, and is at the same time the worst and the best advice I have ever received. He texted: “‘Your Friend’ should go across the street and buy some duct tape at Walgreens.”

			This is where our story takes a new turn. Because that’s exactly what I decided to do. I managed to sneak out of the conference room and head straight toward the elevator, which was about thirty feet away. En route, I had to walk past the dozens of golden plaques for the Pulitzer Prizes the Tribune has won over the years. These awards are arguably the highest you can win in journalism. It felt like the eyes of history were upon my britches as I walked past them.

			As I waited for the elevator, with my back to the wall, I saw four people approach me. Two of them were gigantic and in suits, wearing earpieces, obviously some sort of security. The third I knew worked for the newspaper’s opinion section. You could tell because he was white and old.

			The fourth person was also in a suit, was also white and old, and had this extra-pointless air about him, so I assumed he was a politician. He probably came to talk to the newspaper about important things, like a new tax cut for his rich friends, or yet another way to be sneakily racist.

			But here I was, standing with my back facing the elevator doors, with a huge tear in my pants, like I was guarding the entrance. They all stared at me. Nobody said anything. All I could do was smile and pretend this wasn’t happening.

			When the elevator came, I quickly waddled in—backward, of course. And during my backpedaling I definitely made eye contact with everyone. The security entourage gave me a quizzical look, and knew I wasn’t going to be a threat unless there were cookies to steal. The politician didn’t notice, probably because he was too busy thinking about what was best for women’s bodies.

			Eventually, we made it to the bottom floor, and I followed behind them, still trying to walk in a way that kept my bottom toward a wall at all times, lest anyone see my posterior shame.

			Outside the building, I had to cross Michigan Avenue, one of the busiest streets in America. Hundreds of people were walking past, most with their phones out, ready to make a viral video. I leaned against the facade of the Tribune Tower, waited for the light to change in my favor, then sprinted across the street toward the Walgreens.

			When I was just steps in front of the door, I tripped, falling in front of a gaggle of tourists who were watching a magician do close-up magic. I could only imagine what they saw: me, a giant man in a loud plaid shirt, facedown on the ground, my pants featuring a foot-long rip on the backside, my Fruit of the Loom undies flapping in the wind, as the nearby illusionist asked, “Is this your card?”

			And then the card would appear stitched into the left cheek of my underwear, and people would lose their freaking minds.

			Anywho, back in reality, I contemplated staying on the ground and never getting up. What if I lived in front of the Walgreens now? This could make a suitable home. Me and the magician could become close friends and go on adventures together. Instead, I gathered myself up and sauntered inside.

			I was deeply exasperated and out of breath following my jog of maybe thirty feet. A cashier gave me an awkward glance, and then I asked simply, “Duct tape?” She pointed toward the back, I did the weird sideways walk, keeping my exterior pointed always toward a wall, away from anyone’s eyeballs. I found the duct tape, purchased it, and did the same sprint back toward the Tribune Tower. Thankfully, this time, I did not fall.

			I took the stairs up to the newsroom, knowing it would give me little chance of standing in an elevator with a famous person, having to explain why they could see my drawers. I exited and walked toward a less frequented men’s restroom, a second one away from my desk. I hoped hitting up the least busy bathroom would mean I wouldn’t run into anyone.

			I was wrong.

			As if fate were smiling upon me, an older reporter walked toward the bathroom at the same time as I did. As I was standing outside the door, trying to plan my escape from the man, he glanced at me. Then he looked at the duct tape in my hand.

			He cocked his head and asked, “What are you doing going into the bathroom with duct tape?”

			One of the most valuable lessons I’ve learned in life is that if you don’t want to continue having a conversation, there’s one phrase that always works, which is exactly what I said. I stared the man in the eyes and said, with utmost seriousness, “There’s a situation.”

			And then, to give it added effect, I shook the duct tape in his general direction, like it was an emergency tambourine.

			The reporter put his hands up and slowly sauntered away, not taking his eyes off me, realizing I must be, in fact, dealing with a situation. I snuck into the bathroom and found a stall. I immediately began fixing my situation.

			You know that sound duct tape makes? That unmistakable duct tape sound? There’s no other sound it could possibly be? Well, I was ripping off pieces of duct tape in this large bathroom when I heard a voice in the stall next to mine.

			It boomed: “Is that . . . duct tape?”

			I froze. I stopped breathing. I didn’t want to answer, because then this person would hear my voice, be able to identify me in a voice lineup, and I’d have to explain to someone important why I had duct tape in the men’s bathroom of the eighth-largest newspaper in America.

			Eventually, the man washed his hands and left. I fixed my pants, duct-taping them on the inside, because while I may have been a slob, I at least knew to put the duct tape where people couldn’t see it. My mom raised me well.

			As I checked myself out in the mirror, examining the work I had done, a thought hit me hard. I hadn’t looked at myself in a mirror like that in a long time, examining my entire body. I had gotten huge. Years of bad food, no exercise, and a lack of upkeep had taken their toll. And now I didn’t like who I saw in the mirror. I barely recognized what I had become: an ever-fattening meat sack.

			I knew I had to do something about the man I no longer recognized staring back at me. What I didn’t know was how I would do it, but at least I had finally decided: This has got to stop.

			I vowed I would never need to fix my pants with duct tape again.

			Fun fact: Dear reader, I haven’t used duct tape to fix an article of clothing since. I did use duct tape to fix a cat toy, which led to my cat getting duct tape stuck to him. Technically, that would make him a duct cat. Try saying that five times fast.

			HOW DID I GET SO FAT? (AND THEN HOW DID I SLIM DOWN?)

			Growing up, I heard the same thing from people about my weight: You’re so smart! Why did you let yourself get so fat?

			These were people who loved me, who felt the need to inform me that I was:

			
					
					Fat

				

					
					smart; but

				

					
					still stupid because I got fat.

				

			

			Super helpful.

			Let’s walk through a brief history of my life.

			I was born in Sioux City, Iowa, because my hometown in Nebraska didn’t have a hospital. (Still doesn’t!) Thanks, Mom and Dad, for making me officially an Iowan until the day I die.

			The small town I grew up in wasn’t made for walking. If you wanted to go anywhere or do anything, you drove. (When I got older and could ride a bike, I did that whenever I couldn’t trick my parents or older sister into driving me places.)

			For breakfast, I had cereal—usually something sugary, Honeycomb being a particular favorite—and toast. For lunch, I ate whatever the school gave me (more on that later). For dinner, I usually ate with my family, but because both my parents worked, that occasionally meant fast food.

			(This is not me blaming you, dear Mom and Dad; this is just me stating a fact. See, I am trying to show that this behavior is normal. It’s all about setting a scene and making me relatable, Mom! Let me spin a narrative adventure here, okay?)

			Exercise came in the form of running around the neighborhood, until my mom got AOL on our computer. Then all normal young-kid exercise stopped, and I sat on the internet from age ten until forever. Later, I would play sports but half-heartedly. I wanted to be on the internet, or reading a book, or doing something that didn’t involve other human beings.

			I was an artsy kid: band, choir, theater. On the side, I played in a bunch of terrible punk and/or ska and/or metal bands. I drove everywhere.

			College happened, which mostly meant beer and excessive dining-hall food. Still, barely any exercise.

			Graduation happened. A low-paying newspaper reporter job happened. More drinking because I was paid poorly and I had to live in Florida happened.

			By the time I ended up in Chicago, in my late twenties, I was more than three hundred pounds. Most meals were fast food. Most liquids were soda. I walked more because I no longer had a car, sure, but I was still a hefty chunk of man meat.

			Everything I’ve told you is the standard story of the modern human. Let’s break it down.

			Youth: They start with breakfast cereal, getting you addicted to sugar at a young age. After being pumped with commercials while watching cartoons, I craved whatever was the coolest new carbohydrate-enriched breakfast treat.

			School: For, like, three straight years, my school lunch was from the “candy corner,” which is where you could eat if you didn’t want the “hot meal.” I got a 3 Musketeers along with some nacho cheese and chips.

			In high school, my lunch was usually some mass-manufactured burger or a slice of pizza. Sometimes milk.

			In college, it was all-you-can-eat buffet style.

			Exercise: Not much. I drove everywhere. I quit sports as soon as I got to high school. As I got older, I’d make plans in my head to exercise, but I was “too busy,” which is millennial slang for “stayed at home and watched Netflix instead.”

			Alcohol: Oh yeah, I drank. Tons of calories. Then I’d get the alco-hungries afterward. (You’re a smart reader, and therefore I’m going to let you figure out that portmanteau yourself.)

			I knew everything I was doing was bad for me. I’m sure you feel the same way whenever you buy some candy or decide to eat something that’s so processed it can’t even be called “food”; they’ve got to give it some name like “milk treat” instead of “ice cream.”

			This is normal.

			This is what has happened in our food system. It’s become the fat-industrial complex. Almost everything in our country exists to make you fatter.

			And because I live in this complex, I fell victim to it, just like millions (actually, billions) of other people. Maybe just like you!

			I was able to turn it around. It wasn’t easy. It still isn’t easy. But I don’t think the story of how I got so large is any different from most people’s.

			HOW I GOT LESS FAT

			My story isn’t unique. I was surrounded by unhealthy food, never developed healthy habits, and didn’t know how to get out of the cycle of eat more, get fatter, feel sad, eat more, get fatter, feel sad . . .

			Until one day, I did.

			I think it all started when I decided to take a month off from drinking. The month prior I had the underwear incident you read about. I had also stepped on a scale, and the number was alarming.

			I told myself, “I’m going to make two small changes: no drinking and only vegetarian food for a month.” Now, to you, those may seem like gigantic changes. But in my head, I was like, “Okay, we’re switching one thing off (alcohol), and moving other parts around (vegetarianism).”

			After two days of being a vegetarian, I was starving. Then I googled “vegetarian hard what else,” and pescetarianism popped up. Basically, a vegetarian who also eats fish. Seemed easier to follow.

			That first month I had the best sleep and the most productivity—and I just felt better about myself. My self-esteem was up. My mood had improved. I didn’t feel as regularly bitter as I wanted to be about everything.

			At the end of the month, instead of going out for a steak and some Scotch, I decided to test myself: How long can I keep these healthy habits up?

			A few months later, my clothes were fitting better. I stepped on a scale and was amazed I had lost weight. Next came more changes.

			No more diet soda. I had long before stopped drinking regular pop—at least then I knew the disastrous effects of each can’s monstrous amount of sugar. I took it out of my diet completely and switched to water and coffee.

			I walked more. I had always enjoyed walking around wherever I lived, but now I set a goal. I’d try for a mile during my lunch break. I’d try for two miles after work. On the weekend, I would go for a two-hour urban hike in a new neighborhood.

			Next, I cut out fast food for breakfast. (I know, shocking that this all worked, right?) Then I did some research and found healthier options for lunch near my office. For dinner, I found some easy meals I could make myself.

			Did I always make my own breakfast and dinner? I did not. But was I more aware of the consequences of my food intake? You betcha.

			But one huge thing happened more than anything else.

			I liked myself again.

			This may seem like a weird concept, especially for those who haven’t dealt with their weight all their lives. The constant shame of being in a larger body can be debilitating. (See the chapter 8 section on weight bias.)

			I often told myself, “What’s the point of making any positive changes? You’re always going to be fat. No one is going to like you. Why even try?”

			Once I started to actually like myself—and like who I saw in the mirror—it became a lot easier to make more positive lifestyle changes, to modify my behavior in a way that led to more success.

			That’s got to start with you. Nobody can make you like yourself.

			This is, of course, the easy answer of how I got fat and then less so. The harder answer? Well, we should probably start with a bit of history about being fat.

			
				SELF-PRESERVATION AND MOTIVATION

				My whole life is now a series of scheduled events meant to trick me into being less fat. If my brain had its way, I would sit on my couch, eat pizza topped with Cheez-Its and Cool Ranch Doritos, and never move.
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			How America—and the World—Got Fat

			FAT USED TO BE COOL

			For about four hundred years, until around 1900, being fat was pretty rad.1

			The more you weighed, the more girth you had, the higher your status and the more beautiful you were perceived to be. Just look at all those paintings from that time period.

			Are the most beautiful women of the ages depicted as being rail thin? Nope! Those gals got curves. Same goes for the powerful men of the era—the bigger the better.

			Some of this change had to do with changing values in the predominant religion of the time, Christianity. (Maybe you’ve heard of it?) During the Middle Ages, the church was preaching how unimportant the flesh was. The less you had, the better you were. It meant you were living a pious life.

			But during the Renaissance, things changed.2 Being thin meant you were broke or sick. It also meant you weren’t a partier, so to speak. This was a period of mental enlightenment as well as physical.

			To be larger meant you were more down with whatever, in the parlance of our times.

			Even in one medical textbook, it was said that carrying twenty to fifty pounds of “excess” flesh was healthy and a key part of vitality through any extended illness.3

			This started to change during the early 1900s. The reasons are varied, but one was that insurance companies started to notice that obesity was linked with an earlier death. Then in the 1930s, the medical community started to change its tune: Excess fat was considered a health problem.

			Fatness had also become associated with laziness. People started to act disgusted toward those who were perceived as obese, because it was viewed (and still is by many people) as some sort of moral failure.

			For men and women, another thing happened: Corsets were going out of style.4 This meant people’s true sizes became known, and people were becoming more aware of their bodies.

			Add to that the changes in media—film and television, as well as color photos in newspapers and magazines—which could quickly show idealized versions of the “perfect” male and female body.

			And now we’re where we are currently: Thinner is better, so the saying goes.

			TECHNOLOGY AND THE CHANGING TIMES

			If you want one big thing that’s pushed us to be fatter, it’s technology. Or rather, the way technology has changed our behaviors in the past hundred years.

			Go outside for a minute. If you live in the country, this may be hard to do, but if you live in any sort of city environment, just go outside to the street. Turn your head left and then right.

			How many cars did you see?

			Probably a handful. And odds are, a few automobiles drove past you.

			People walk a lot less than they used to. Some of this is because of the increase in suburbs and decrease in people living in larger cities, where you can use public transportation and walk to work or school or for fun.

			But some of this is also because of the lack of easy access to places. Where I grew up in northeastern Nebraska, you more or less had to take a car to get anywhere. Sure, I could ride my bike to some places, but there wasn’t any convenient public transit. My default mind-set was to hop in a car instead of walk.

			Now that I live in the greatest city in the world (Chicago), I walk almost everywhere. I haven’t owned a car in seven years. Do I take public transit? Sometimes. Do I rely a bit too much on ride-sharing apps? I do.

			But I definitely walk a lot more than friends who’ve moved to the suburbs.

			Our jobs

			In 1970, almost a third of America’s jobs were blue-collar, where people worked in manufacturing, mining, or construction.5 Jobs where you were on your feet a lot, moved regularly, and had to use your arms and legs to get work done.

			These kinds of jobs meant that people were burning a lot more calories throughout their day. Their daily caloric expenditure was much more than, say, someone who sits at his computer all day writing books about health and fitness.

			But by 2016, the number of people who worked blue-collar jobs dropped to 13.6 percent of total employees. A lot of this is because of a drop in U.S. manufacturing jobs—many of those jobs have gone overseas, to countries where labor is cheaper and companies can make more money.

			The number of people working in farming has also substantially declined. While agriculture never made up a giant portion of the American workforce, in 1950 almost 10 million people were family farmers or hired help.6

			In 2000, those numbers fell to almost 2.2 million. In part, new technologies have resulted in fewer people being needed to farm larger amounts of land. And also, advances in produce and livestock have meant that we have larger yields than we used to.

			White-collar jobs have grown steadily, too. During the twentieth century, this type of labor went from 18 to 60 percent of the American workforce. Most of these jobs are in the service industry, and many are in offices.7

			This means our workforce went from moving regularly to make stuff to sitting regularly to click and type stuff. And that means we expend fewer calories just to do our work as a nation.

			I’m not here to discuss the merits of globalization and trade, but I am telling you this to point out one big thing: It means that we, as a country, move a lot less than we used to.

			Exercise and movement burn calories. We have fewer jobs that require us to exercise and move. Just another factor that’s led to all of us being bigger.

			GREATER EASE IN BEING LAZY

			Take the phone out of your pocket. No, actually do it. (Hopefully this book is still relevant in ten years, when phones are implanted in our skulls and we all walk around as iHeads.)

			How many apps do you
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