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Dedication

This book is dedicated to the Team Tiger Ohana. The Team Tiger Ohana is a family. It consists of everybody who has helped me continue and go forward with my journey. From all the experts at our camps, the volunteers, the campers, Coach Z and his family, and of course my family. Zack, Kaila, Michael, my mom, my dad, all of my uncles and aunts and grandmas and grandpas. All of the people listed here have given me so much support not only at the start of my journey, but to pursue it into what it is today. Thank you so much everyone. I love you all so much for your support and encouragement.

Ohana forever …
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PART 1

My Journey

When you look up journey in the dictionary, you find this definition: “the act of traveling from one place to another.” Between December 8, 2009, and now, I’ve traveled pretty far from where I started. I guess you could say I’ve traveled from sickness to health, shyness to self-confidence, follower to leader. I also lost a lot of weight, which is cool, but what’s even cooler is that, by taking this journey, I found out who I am.

I wrote this book to help you get started on your journey. You can take that first step anytime you want. But before you go, you need to know where you’re starting from and where you want to go. To see the path I traveled, turn the page …
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Let’s do this!


CHAPTER 1

Tunnel Vision

It’s a cool Saturday morning in April, but they say it’s always sunny and seventy in the Georgia Dome, and that’s where I am: in the tunnel with NFL great Marcus Stroud and five other NFL players—Brian Finneran and Mike Peterson of the Falcons, Drayton Florence of the Buffalo Bills, Byron Leftwich of the Pittsburgh Steelers, and Brian Kozlowski, a former Falcon and Redskin.

I’ve dreamed about this moment for so many years. About sitting in this exact tunnel with my Falcons jersey on, waiting for my name to be announced so I can take the field for my first NFL game. Well, here I am, waiting for my name to be announced. But I’m thirteen and instead of a Falcons jersey, I’m wearing a Team Tiger Sacking Obesity T-shirt.

Okay, so the moment isn’t exactly the way I dreamed it. But I couldn’t feel any prouder. In a few minutes, almost three hundred overweight kids and their families will begin the journey I started a little over a year ago.

Back then, I was a two-hundred-fifty-pound kid eating his way through life. No self-confidence. No clear destination. Today, I’m fifty pounds lighter. I actually enjoy wearing nice clothes. I’m off all the medications I had to take for the health issues my weight had caused. I can run laps at football practice. And I just don’t think about food the way I used to. I’m a kid with a mission: to help big kids all over the world turn their health and their lives around. That mission was all I lived for. It put me in this tunnel.

LOL. I have tunnel vision!

It’s funny, but true. I was totally focused on changing my life and on that mission. My every waking moment was about turning my dream into a reality. Nothing was gonna stop me. Not how bad my knees hurt after those first few runs with Mom. Not those first days of eating healthy—I didn’t think I’d survive on such small portions. But that tunnel vision pushed me across the finish line of my first 5K, and then my first 10K. Dad waited for me at the end with tears in his eyes (and on his cheeks, and on his shirt—basically, he was a blubbering mess).
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#66 The Green Machine

What a difference a year makes.

I look out over the field. Onstage at midfield, our master of ceremonies tests the sound system. My coach and friend Andrew Zumwalt—Coach Z to the hundreds of kids he’s helped, including me—runs around like a crazy man, helping volunteers set up the stations. All over the field, the doctors and nutritionists I’ve met, who are here to teach and show the kids and their families how to make healthy changes, set up chairs.

But I won’t give you or any of the kids who come to my camps any boring lectures about childhood obesity. Been there, done that, got the T-shirt to prove it. When you go on a journey, the trip should be fun and the food should be good. So in the end zone closest to me, Shane Thompson, my friend and founder of Shane’s Rib Shack, and his group get things ready for lunch. (Healthy food from the best barbecue place in Atlanta—talk about a dream come true!)

Lines of boys and girls go out for passes thrown by our volunteers. Some make awesome catches and break out their best touchdown routines. They might be a little achy tonight, but I’m betting they’ll feel more happy than sore. Today, they’ll learn stuff about themselves they didn’t know. Do things they didn’t think they could do. Come to believe that they can do anything they set their minds to.

As they go long, the kids pass right in front of the tunnel. Some see me, and our eyes meet. There’s something in their eyes; I know that look. It’s that little spark of hope that this—this doctor, this diet, this workout routine—might change your life. But you’re afraid to trust that spark. Afraid that, like so many times before, nothing will change. And instead of igniting passion and change, that spark will just kind of smolder.

Some kids smile as they run back down the field, and I smile and nod to let them know I get it, I get them, that’s why they’re here. I’m gonna ignite that spark. Together with the NFL guys, Coach Z, and the doctors and nutritionists who are here to support Team Tiger, I’ll turn excuses into opportunities, fear into knowledge, and the mistakes of the past into better choices in the future. We’ll start their journeys together. Today.

The kids head across the dome to the tunnel on the other side, where the visiting teams take the field against the Falcons. They form a long line that disappears into the tunnel.

Oh yeah. Dad and I planned this part of the camp just this morning. They’re about to make their entrance—to take the field for real.

The emcee announces the first kid, his voice swooping across the field. A girl, maybe ten years old, charges out of the tunnel, high-fiving the line of cheering volunteers and parents. At the end, she does her best “take the field” dance. I can see her grin from sixty yards away.

I watch them all take the field, past that cheering crowd, one by one, all 287 of them. My name will be called last. I’m used to it. Until a year ago, I was always picked last in playground games. No one wanted the big kid on their team. But today, being last is a great thing. It means these kids are first. Maybe for the first time ever, they get to take center stage.

The Jumbotron, which had been showing our sponsors’ video loop, goes black. The kids gather around the stage, and the volunteers set up two lines from my tunnel to midfield. Then the huge screen bursts into light—photos of Marcus and me from Team Tiger’s flyer. Then, blazing on the screen, my motto, “Yes We Can—Follow Me,” with my name underneath. My name, on the Georgia Dome Jumbotron. Yeah, baby!

The emcee calls our station leaders to the stage. My heart pounds. That old dream comes back: I’m about to take the field.

The voice of my very proud dad echoes through the silence of the dome: “Your hosts for the day: Tiger Greene and Marcus Stroud!”

Marcus turns to me and gives me a high five. “Here we go, li’l man,” he says. He’s the only person who’s ever called me little, but compared to his six-foot-seven stature and three hundred pounds of pure muscle, I guess I am.
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My sidekick, Zack, and me.

We run onto the field and through a wall of outstretched hands. I high-five as many as I can. We’re at the thirty-yard line on the way to the stage at midfield. Something drags me down.

What’s that? For some reason, I think of those fifty extra pounds I used to carry.

I look down and grin: it’s my little brother, Zack, wrapped around my knees. He looks up at me, his eyes filled with pride. He’s the smartest seven-year-old I know. While most kids his age used to point and make comments about my size, he always loved me—I know that. And today, he wants everyone to know I’m his big brother, running my own sports and wellness camp for other kids. Pretty awesome.

I drag Zack through the crowd and find my little sister, Kaila, who sits in front of the stage. Zack joins the family, and I step onstage with Marcus to welcome our guests.

It’s game time. Time to show big kids everywhere what my motto really means.

Welcome to the Tiger Dome!

My name is Tiger Greene, I live in Alpharetta, Georgia, and as you probably know by now, I love football. From the end of July until at least Thanksgiving, my family and I are all football, all the time. I play, my dad coaches my team, Kaila is one of our cheerleaders, my mom helps as team mom, and my big brother, Mike, takes pictures and sometimes helps dad coach. Zack has started playing, and I help coach his team. So what does any of this have to do with writing a book?

I’ve always been the big kid. When I was six, because of my weight, I played with the eight- and nine-year-olds. That was okay—for a while. Football was the first time in my life I really felt proud, and instead of being just the big kid, I was the big, strong kid everyone wanted on their team. Other coaches would comment on how good I was.

But as I got older, my weight started to, well, really weigh on me. By the end of my eleven-year-old season of football—I’d just turned twelve—I weighed two hundred fifty pounds. I have always been lucky that I had really good friends and never felt alone, and I was rarely bullied to my face. But on one memorable night in 2009, my weight was no longer okay. I vowed to change my life.

With a lot of help and support from family, friends, and community, I did change my life. I call this process of getting fitter and healthier my journey, and I wrote this book to help you start yours. (Check out the photos above. Some journey, right?)
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July 2009: A whole lotta Tiger to love! Here I am at the Breast Friends Golf Tournament hosted by Atlanta Falcon and friend Brian Finneran.

July 2010: Loud and proud! Right before my first 10K, the Peachtree Road Race.

Shortly after I began my journey, I started the Team Tiger Foundation. Its mission is to give big kids the education and—most of all—the support they need to help them begin their own journeys to a healthier, more active lifestyle. And because I’m a walk-the-walk type of kid, in this book, I don’t ask you to eat anything or do anything that I don’t do myself. So when you read about eating broccoli, just remember, it’s on my plate too! This book is all about choices, changes, and how I got healthy. Most of all, it’s about learning what you can do once you decide to do it, and then putting it all on the line.



Marcus and Me: The Story of the First Team Tiger Camp

Not long after I appeared on The Dr. Oz Show, a friend of a friend came by the Team Tiger office and told Dad and me that she was handling publicity for a gala for Marcus Stroud, then with the Buffalo Bills. She’d seen me on the show and was very touched—her child was also fighting obesity—so she invited us to the gala to meet him.

Marcus’s gala was a big ol’ fancy Mardi Gras party at an Atlanta nightclub to benefit a local children’s hospital. He was this monster of a man—when we shook hands, mine disappeared in his. But I felt comfortable with him right away.

On the way home, Dad and I talked about putting together an event like Marcus’s to raise money for Team Tiger so we could hold a camp to help kids learn all the things I learned on my journey. During the summer of 2010, I spent most of my time writing about my journey and thinking of ways to teach kids what I learned. Near the end of that summer, one of Marcus’s event coordinators, Kristie, called—she was in town and wanted to meet with us. She came to the office and asked us if we would be interested in partnering with Marcus for his next gala. In other words, Marcus would host the gala for Team Tiger.

“What would you do with your part of the funds?” she asked.

“I want to hold camps for big kids—kind of like the Super Bowl of sports camps,” I said. “They’d be doing physical stuff—all the drills and exercises that Coach Z helped me do—but they’d move at their own pace. They’d have fun, because everything I do has to be fun. I’d inspire them, give them hope. And I’d get all the experts who helped me together in one place so they can help the kids like they helped me.”

“It looks like we have a partnership!” my dad said.

“I have a better idea,” I said. “Instead of raising money for the camp, why not just go ahead and have the camp?”

Dad and Kristie lit up. Now we were cooking with gas (no, not that kind of gas)!

The first thing we needed was a place to hold our camp. We narrowed it down to two options—the Georgia Dome or Georgia Tech’s Bobby Dodd Stadium—and ultimately chose the dome. But the cost to rent it was more than we could swing. Dad called a friend from my youth football league, John Priore, the owner of Priority Payment Systems, a big supporter of Team Tiger.

John asked Dad how he could help, and when Dad said we needed a sponsor for the dome and the camp, he said, “You got it.” It’s amazing how he understood what I was trying to do, and his company went above and beyond to help me achieve my vision.
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2010: The first time I met Marcus. This is why I drink milk.

After that, Coach Z and I took over planning and putting together activity stations, Dad worked with me on the educational stations, and all our Team Tiger experts and volunteers just kept stepping up.

Originally, Marcus just wanted Team Tiger to be the recipient of the proceeds from his gala. But because I wanted to have the camp, Marcus and I agreed on a two-day event, the gala on Friday night and the camp the next morning. It wasn’t long before Marcus chimed in again (he’s a man of few words, but when he speaks, you listen) and said that the only thing NFL guys like as much as an awesome party is a golf tournament. So now we had a three-day extravaganza!

In the months before the camp, Marcus flew me to Buffalo to see him play, and the structure for the Team Tiger gala/camp/tournament started to develop. During that stay, I went to his house and kicked his butt in Madden NFL. (Sorry, Marcus, but the truth must be told!)

As I write this, Dad and I have taken the game plan from that first camp and this book, and we will be doing full camps and mini versions at schools and in NFL cities over the next couple years. I hope to see you at one of my camps.
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Game on!



Be the Biggest Winner

Probably the question I get asked most often is: What made you finally decide to make this change in your life? To me, though, the real question is: Why didn’t I start my journey years ago?

I didn’t start sooner because I never felt a connection with any of the so-called experts—doctors on TV and in my community, nutritionists, coaches—who kept telling me how I felt about my weight and what I should do about it. You know that Native American saying about walking a mile in my moccasins? I wish some of these experts could have walked in mine (or jogged twenty yards in my cleats).

I’m not saying they weren’t good people. They just didn’t know what it was like to be six or eight or ten years old and feel like I did. I always felt that, no matter how many people were around, I was alone and trapped in this giant body. Sometimes I was sad, but I wasn’t sure why. I was afraid to get excited about things other kids take for granted—like, I’d worry about taking a piggyback ride from Dad because maybe I would hurt his back. I was afraid to hug or cuddle with Mom, Kaila, or Zack because maybe I’d smother them.

I was even afraid to sit on Santa’s lap. I remember being at the mall with my family and some friends around Christmastime—I must have been ten years old. There was Santa, sitting in that big chair with a long line of kids waiting to sit on his lap. I watched as kids my age hopped on without a thought. I wanted to, but I didn’t dare. At that point, I weighed two hundred pounds. What if I hurt Santa? What if I rolled off his lap because it wasn’t big enough to hold me? (And this is Santa’s lap we’re talking about!) That was tough. I don’t remember crying about it. I just pushed my hurt deep inside. And as usual, I just joked, “Since I’m half Jewish I’d only get to sit on one leg, and that’s not big enough.”

Watching The Biggest Loser wasn’t my idea of motivation. (You’ll read more about that in the next chapter.) Seriously? This show is supposed to help me? Besides, it’s not even for kids.

I needed a role model: a formerly overweight kid talking about how he decided to change his life, someone who could show me that if he could lose weight, I could too. Although I love my parents, family, and friends with all my heart, I needed that kid—guy or girl—who’d walked in my moccasins and felt the same sadness and frustration I did.

Another reason I didn’t start my journey much earlier was because, hello, I was a kid. If you’re an adult, being overweight is usually a direct result of the choices you’ve made. But mostly, kids get heavy as the result of choices others make—choices about what gets put on the breakfast table, their school lunch tray, their dinner plate. Choices about where to go to dinner, what gets put in the refrigerator, the freezer, and the pantry. Adults make those choices, even if we kids fuss and argue about them.
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Cruise control.

Am I blaming my parents, or any other adult, for my weight? No way. In fact, I spent most of my life blaming myself. It took a while, but I came to realize that pointing fingers doesn’t solve anything or help anyone. For me, change happened when I decided that my future was in my own hands. Even at twelve years old, I could decide to change my life—I didn’t have to wait on anyone to decide for me. I had to choose, on my own, to take the next step, make the next right choice, and help everyone around me do the same.

What I really want you to know is that I’ve been where you are right now. That’s why I wrote this book and why I work so hard at Team Tiger. I didn’t have a kid to look up to who could tell me how to change. I decided to be that kid.



Find the Tiger in You!

T Totally change your life.

I Inspire those like you and around you.

G Get moving.

E Encourage your family and friends.

R Remember and repeat what you learn in this book.

If you do these things, you’ll reap awesome rewards. You’ll feel better, physically and mentally. You’ll be lighter and faster on your feet, whether you play sports, tag, or ball on the playground; cheerlead; or do dance or gymnastics. You’ll be able to wear the clothes you’ve always wanted to wear. Most of all, you’ll have a feeling of pride in yourself.



“Be the Tree” (What?!)

Did you ever have a moment in your life when everything became really clear? When you suddenly understood something that you didn’t before? I did—on April 15, 2011, at around six P.M.

It was Friday evening, and Dad, Coach Z, and I were driving to the Ritz-Carlton Hotel in Atlanta, which was hosting a huge party to kick off the camp the next day. It was crazy in that car.

Well, my dad and I were going nuts. Coach Z was totally mellow while Dad was blasting someone on his phone and I was returning emails. This party was a huge deal, and there were tons of last-minute details to take care of. All the way to the Ritz, our phones were blowing up—as soon as we hung up from one call, another would come in.

Earlier that day, we’d planned to get to the hotel early and relax before the party. Well, that didn’t work out. The party was starting at six thirty—in thirty minutes!—and we still had all these issues to deal with. Things were getting a little tense in that car.

Then, out of nowhere, Coach Z said something pretty weird: “Be the tree.”

That kind of brought us back to earth. My dad gave him a look like, Are you nuts? But as soon as Coach Z said it, I totally got it. Then my dad got it too.

As we were flying down the highway, Coach Z explained, this one tree—so small it was almost a bush—caught his eye. It was growing right out of the concrete along the highway. That tree made Coach Z think of me and about the obstacles I faced when I was first starting my journey.

“Who would have thought this tree could make it?” he said. But there it was, pushing up right out of concrete, reaching for the sun. It wasn’t an impressive-looking tree. But it was thriving.

Never mind the tree. Who would have thought I would have made it to this night—a pretty big moment in the life of a thirteen-year-old?

So when Coach Z said, “Be the tree,” he meant, “No matter what obstacles you face, keep growing.”

Do you get it? You’re the tree. I’m the tree. In a way, we’re all the tree. And no matter what happens in our lives, we can be that tree. We can be strong, overcome whatever life throws our way, stay focused and positive, and succeed, no matter where we start from.

Some trees start out in perfect conditions—lots of sun, great soil—and have an easy time growing and thriving. Some trees don’t make it. And some, like the one Coach Z saw, overcome every obstacle—including concrete—to not just survive but also to thrive.

That’s my goal: to thrive. To be the best and healthiest me I can be. I hope by the time you finish this book, you see that you too can be the tree.

By the way, that party was over a year ago. I pass that tree a few times a week. It’s still there, and it’s still growing.
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And you think you have it tough!

Your Secret Weapons: Heart and Soul

The first secret weapon is your family. From the moment I decided I would begin this journey (and it was my decision—no one can make it for you!), my family was right there, cheering me on. My family and friends are my soul; they are who I am.
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Gang Greene—the original Team Tiger.

Really, you have two families—your own and the Team Tiger family. At Team Tiger we use the term Ohana, which is Hawaiian for “family.” Coach Z has a house in Hawaii and goes there often (he even has a tattoo of the islands on his leg) and we all love the tropical outdoor life Hawaii brings to mind.

In fact, family is such an important part of success on this journey you’re on, I wrote Chapter 3—with a lot of help from Mom, Dad, Kaila, and Zack—just for your family. Sit with them as they read it, and talk about what they can do to make your journey easier and more fun. I think your parents, brothers, and sisters—and any other people who are part of your family, whether they are actually related to you by blood or not—will find a lot of ways to support you, as my family and friends have supported me. (In my family, that made Dad an athletic supporter—sorry, that just came out.)

What can your family do? The same simple things my family did to help me. We started eating healthier as a family at home and at restaurants so I didn’t feel singled out. My dad stopped making our time together about food. My mom got me running in the mornings, and we entered road races together. My brothers and sisters started asking if everything they were about to eat or drink was Team Tiger–approved, and if it wasn’t, they chose a healthier snack or drink. Speaking of drinks—my entire family started drinking water instead of soda. When the journey gets tough, as it sometimes will, it’s awesome to have many sets of shoulders to lean on. Your family, and the Team Tiger Ohana, can all “be the tree” for each other.

Your other secret weapon? Coaches call it grit or determination. I call it heart. Heart is your commitment to yourself to always work your hardest, to do your best, to never quit.

One of the best demonstrations of heart I have ever seen was at the dome. There was this little girl (okay, not so little), maybe eight years old, who was first in line at one of our activity stations. When we started the drill, she took off like a shot. But her footwork hadn’t quite caught up to her determination, and as she hit one of the obstacles, she did a total face-plant. Before we could react, she hopped up, her face smeared with turf, and finished the drill with a smile. The crowd went nuts. That’s heart!

Bottom line: when times get tough, you need to reach deep inside yourself to give 110 percent. The awesome thing about heart is that you’ve already got it! That’s why you’re reading this book. And you don’t have to take this journey alone. I’ve taken it too, and I’m still on it—with you.



The Team Tiger Cheer

My whole life, my dad has coached my football team. The team’s name is the Green Eagles, but everyone knows us as the Green(e) Machine. Before and after every practice and every game, Dad leads us in a cheer—actually kind of a call-and-respond chant. It goes like this. (Dad calls the lines in the first part; our team shouts out the responses.)

“How many plays do we play?” Every play!

“How many quarters do we play?” Four quarters!

“We play as a …” Team!

“We play with …” Heart!

To me, this is more than a football chant. It applies to every part of my life, especially to Team Tiger.

Every play is every day I wake up and continue my journey.

Playing four quarters means seeing things through to the end and never giving up, being able to finish what you start and knowing that you fight till you achieve your goals in life. I give my best effort, always. I never give up.

You and me, we’re the team.

And everything is possible when you have heart.

So, want to join the team? I’ll give you the resources, but only you can add your heart. Once you do … welcome to Team Tiger!

The Cheesesteak Story (or: How We Got Our Team Chant)

At age seven, I didn’t really play football. I’d play some plays and not others, be tired by halftime, and just kind of deal with the second half. I didn’t yet have that drive to win or support my team.

Anyway, we were in a play-off game that year. It was fourth down, and all we needed to do to win was stop the other team. My dad got





















A Peek Inside Your Playbook












Yes You Can—Follow Me!
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