My Life As a Morbidly Obese Person:  
How God and Gastric Bypass Surgery Changed My Life

By Robin Lash

Most of my life I was overweight and eventually I became morbidly obese, which caused me to have many health issues.  I had a hard time just functioning from day to day because I couldn’t breathe comfortably, and had a hard time getting around.  Food was my sole focus in life and I ate when I was sad, happy, angry, depressed, anxious or bored.  I lived to eat and I would eat every chance I got because it made me feel better.    I actually wasn’t heavy in my younger years, but after I got married and had my first baby, the weight started to pile on.  My first and second babies were only 16 months apart so I never lost the baby weight before I got pregnant again.   After my second child was born he had serious medical issues and eventually required a liver transplant at the age of 15 months.  At this point, I wasn’t happy in my marriage and this drove me to eat even more.  I was also diagnosed with clinical depression and it was a struggle to get through every day.   My only thought was to eat because it made me feel better and gave me comfort.  I still hadn’t lost the baby weight from my first two pregnancies and 3½ years later my third child was born.  I had a harder time with this pregnancy and my blood pressure was high towards the end.  After the baby was born, I had a hard time being able to do things with the kids and keeping the house in order.  I was still really depressed and extremely overweight.  True to my nature, my addiction to food hadn’t changed and I kept putting on the weight.  After a while I did go on a diet plan and joined a gym; the result was a weight loss of about 70 pounds.  However, it was very short-lived because my depression was still with me, and food became my comfort again.

At different points in my life I tried different diet plans and they worked for a short time, but then I would just eat again when I couldn’t handle something.  I went on for years feeling miserable and having no self-esteem, but I just couldn’t give up my “food”.  I was totally addicted to food and especially sugar.  I would sit down and eat a bag of chips, an 8-ounce candy bar and drink a bottle of soda and not think anything of it.  At one point I was eating out and buying prepared meals almost every night!  I hated myself and didn’t want to look in the mirror because I considered myself hideous!  I wondered how anyone could love me and how embarrassed my family must be to even be around me.  I was always embarrassed to be with other people because I would stick out like a sore thumb.  I couldn’t find clothes that looked good on me and I didn’t want to be seen in public.  I became a homebody and lay on the couch all day watching TV.  I felt bad that I wasn’t a better mother for my children, but my food addiction had taken over my life.  I was so miserable, but I was caught in a vicious cycle of depression and overeating.  

When I finally made the decision to get divorced, that didn’t help my self esteem and, feeling alone, I turned to food again.  At this time I felt I would probably never get married again because I was so fat and nobody would want to be seen with me.  However, to my great astonishment, I found someone who really did love me for who I was and not for how I looked.   We got married and even though I was happy to be married to a wonderful person, my food addiction still had a strong hold on me.  During this period I also tried different diet plans but they really didn’t solve my problems and I just gained the weight back.  I managed to get through every day, but I wasn’t happy with myself and I didn’t feel good.  This went on for years and I was on medications for blood pressure and high cholesterol.   At one point, my triglycerides were over 300 and my bad and good cholesterol levels weren’t good, either.  Even with the risks that I had, it was still way more important for me to eat.  I think at this point it still hadn’t registered that I was a food addict and that I should be seeking help.

My health continued to decline, and in 2005 I had my varicose veins removed in my right leg because they were really bad.  Things went well with the surgery but I was obese and didn’t move around like I should have been doing.  I got a blood clot behind my knee, which I had no idea that I had, and it traveled to my lungs.   I got multiple blood clots in my lungs and was in the hospital for 9 days.  They put me on Coumadin (a blood thinner) for almost 6 years.  

When talking to a specialist about my ordeal, he told me I was more at risk for getting blood clots from being morbidly obese.  You would think that I would want to get the weight off as quickly as I could but not even that would stop me from eating.  For the next three years I kept feeding my food addiction and I continued to feel miserable physically and emotionally.   My food addiction was too powerful for me to overcome, and I continued to gain the weight.

In 2007 I finally had enough and I thought I was ready to get the weight off for good!  By this time I weighed over 300 pounds and I was tired of feeling miserable, so I decided to go on a strict diet.  I actually was very committed, and I did quite well.  I joined a gym and went 6 days a week while working and going to college.  I started the diet in August 2007 and by June 2008 I had lost 100 pounds.  I lost 107 pounds total and I felt so good!  I was able to get off my blood pressure medicine as well as my other meds.  I couldn’t believe that I could wear normal clothes and I actually felt good about myself for once in my life.  I went from wearing a size 26 to a size 4-6.  People couldn’t believe how good I looked and I was constantly telling everyone that I was going to keep the weight off because I didn’t want to go back to being obese again.  I continued to keep the weight off through June and July, but by August 2008 the stress of working, going to college, and going to the gym 6 days a week took their toll.  I became sick and I stopped going to the gym, which was a major mistake!  I decided I didn’t really like exercising and since the diet I was on kept me from eating my favorite foods, I succumbed to my food addiction yet again.  I started eating all of the foods I couldn’t have on the diet, especially the sweets and the junk food.  I was addicted to sugar again and I started to pig out on everything I could get my hands on.  This started my downhill slide into the bad habits of my food addiction and the never-ending cycle of eating and then hating myself for giving in to the addiction again.  After I got sick and started eating everything, the weight started coming back on with a vengeance, and by December 2008 I had gained over 30 pounds.  I figured I might as well just keep eating and enjoy my love of food.  I let my food addiction take over again and probably by the Spring of 2009 I had gained all of the 107 pounds back that I had lost plus another 26 pounds!  My health declined rapidly and I was back on blood pressure and cholesterol medicine, as well as prednisone because my arthritis was so bad.  I was also told that I had mild sleep apnea and had to use a C-PAP machine at night.  It was amazing that having to go back on medication and having to use a C-PAP machine, I still didn’t want to give up eating.  My food addiction was so strong that I would rather endure being miserable and unhealthy rather than give up food.  I could hardly walk because my knees hurt so badly and I was in constant pain with my back and hips.   They also put me on heavy-duty medications for my arthritis, which wasn’t particularly good for my body.

During this time period I was working in a school system as an educational assistant.  I loved working with the children, but my health was so bad that it was very difficult to do things.  I was still taking college courses and it was sheer torture trying to walk up the hills and stairs to get to my classes.  At one point I had to ask my doctor to contact the college I was attending and have them give me a special pass so I could park my car close to my classes.  I also had a hard time fitting into the chairs and sitting at the desks; I was so embarrassed to have people see me.  I continued to eat my way through life another three years.  

In 2011 my mother had complications from surgery and was in the hospital in Las Vegas, Nevada.  I was able to fly out to be with her but that was an ordeal in itself!  I could hardly fit in the plane seat and I had to ask for a seatbelt extender.  It was so embarrassing to have to ask for one and I felt like everyone was looking at me and thinking, “how disgusting!!”  

My mom was having a hard time recovering from the complications and I spent 6 weeks with her in the hospital.  I was in seventh heaven because I was eating out and enjoying all kinds of different foods.  My favorite activity was going to buffets and pigging out and then having my dessert afterwards.  However, eating out every day and eating cafeteria food was taking a horrible toll on my health.  I was so out of breath when I walked that it took me a long time just to walk anywhere and I was always so tired because I didn’t have any energy.  I couldn’t even take a shower without being completely wiped out and out of breath.  

While in the hospital with my mother, I had a frightening experience.  I was still taking Coumadin because of my previous blood clots, and one day I woke up with a massive bleed in my right breast and under my right armpit.  I had a massive hematoma the size of an orange under my armpit.  It really scared me and I finally realized that I could have died and being obese wasn’t helping matters.  

My mother passed away in July 2011, which was very devastating for me, and I still used food as my way to cope and be comforted.  

After returning home, I went to a specialist to find out if I should continue taking Coumadin because of the incident I had experienced at the hospital in Nevada.  He told me that I had only needed to take the Coumadin for 3-4 months, not almost 6 years!  He told me that I was more at risk for getting blood clots because I was obese, and not because of the surgery I had on my leg.  After hearing that, I was determined to get the weight off for good this time.  

One Sunday at church I was talking to a friend who told me that she had gone in for the gastric bypass surgery a couple of years before.  She suggested that I go to one of the classes they have where they talk about the different options available for weight loss.  

When I mentioned it to my husband he wasn’t really thrilled with me having such an invasive surgery, but he agreed to go to the class with me.  In January 2012 we went to the orientation class together and listened to people who had already had the surgery and others who were waiting to have the surgery.  They also had a doctor explain the different surgical options as well as a behavioral track option that was available.  While sitting in the class that night I knew that I needed to have the surgery if I was going to be able to keep the weight off forever.  After the class my husband expressed to me that he would give me his full support, which was a great comfort for me.  After that class I knew my journey to becoming a healthier person was starting and I was so excited!

My journey began in February 2012 as I started going to doctors, a psychologist, and a nutritionist.  At this point, I also put my life into God’s hands and prayed constantly that he would help me with this journey.  I was determined to have this surgery and make it work so I could have a better life.  I told God that I couldn’t live like this anymore and I didn’t want to lose the weight and then gain it all back again.  I couldn’t do it again and I wouldn’t do it again because I didn’t want to be in a wheel chair having to use oxygen.  This time I was totally committed to going to the classes and losing weight before I had the surgery because I didn’t want the insurance company to tell me I couldn’t have it because I hadn’t lost some weight before the surgery.  I started cutting down my portions and I stopped eating sugar, as well as cutting out all junk food.  I joined a gym and started exercising three times a week and I drank A LOT of water!  I knew that this time was going to work because I was totally committed emotionally and mentally and I had put my life in God’s hands as well.  As the weeks went by I saw the weight coming off, which made me feel good, but it was different because I was going through withdrawal from the sugar, which caused me a lot of discomfort.  When I went to the doctor and the psychologist they were amazed at how well I was doing.   They kept telling me that most people tend to gain weight or lose only a couple of pounds before they have the surgery.  

The weight continued to come off and I was getting anxious to have the surgery done.  I was hoping to have the surgery done in June or July of 2012 so I could go back to work as a substitute teacher in September of 2012.  I found out later that I wouldn’t be able to go back to work until much later because of the issues I would have with the food after the surgery.  

I was ecstatic when I received the call that everything was all set for me to have the surgery on July 9, 2012.  When I went to the psychologist for the last time before the surgery, she was amazed that I had been able to lose 35 pounds and that I had been off sugar since February.  I knew that things were falling into place because God was giving me the strength and help I needed to accomplish this goal that I had set.  I completed all of the classes and had done everything the doctors asked me to do, so I had the “ok” from the doctors and the insurance company to have the bypass surgery.

July 9, 2012 was the day I went to the hospital to have my surgery.  My surgery started around 9 am and lasted a couple of hours.  My husband was in my room waiting for me when I came back from the recovery room.  The doctor told us that the surgery went well but little did I know that my journey was just beginning.  I had the surgery on a Monday and they told me I could go home on Wednesday.  During those 3 days I was having a hard time drinking my protein drinks.  Previous to having the surgery, I had picked out my favorite protein drinks to have after the surgery, but I found that the surgery rendered me unable to drink them.  This was the beginning of a learning experience that would be quite enlightening.  I was also having a difficult time tolerating water, but I limped along and they let me go home on Wednesday as planned, and I continued to have problems at home.  After the surgery I had a hard time swallowing pills but I had to take my Zantac, which was really important, because it helped with the acid in my stomach.  I was miserable and I was nauseated most of the time for about 5 weeks.  I found that I just couldn’t drink the protein drinks because they made me sick.  It got to the point that I couldn’t even drink water without getting nauseated.  

I suffered Wednesday through Sunday morning and I finally told my husband that I need to go to the ER because I was dehydrated.  We went to the hospital Sunday afternoon and they had to give me 3 big bags of fluid because I was so dehydrated.  They finally decided to admit me and this started another part of my journey of being in the hospital for 9 days.  I still couldn’t drink the protein drinks, let alone much of anything else.  I was, however, able to tolerate the hospital’s cream of chicken soup and their chicken broth, which was weird.  Since I wasn’t eating, they eventually had to put in a PIC line so they could give me a fluid that had protein and nutrients in it so I wouldn’t get sick.  It was hard being in the hospital again and I was still struggling because I couldn’t eat much of anything.  I finally was able to go home after the 9 days and they told me to try and eat different things to see if I could tolerate them.  I don’t think the doctors really knew what to do for me because they hadn’t dealt with very many people who had the issues I did with food.  I had suddenly become very sensitive to anything with soy, whey, or egg, which eliminated all the options the doctors usually recommended.  

The next part of my journey would not be easy and I had to figure out how to keep myself alive.  I would try different kinds of food and if it made me sick, I crossed it off the list.  I finally found a brand of bottled water that I could tolerate so I was at least able to drink water.  My intolerance to soy, whey, and eggs made things extremely difficult because some form of those, especially soy, is in almost everything you eat.  There was a period of 5-6 weeks where I could only tolerate eating fresh trout and fortunately one of the grocery stores carried it for the time period I needed to eat trout.  I know that I was blessed because God was the one that was carrying me through this part of my journey.  After 6 weeks of eating trout, I was able to start eating other things, but I was still very limited in what I could tolerate.  The only thing that I could do was try something and see how I tolerated it and if it made me sick then I knew I couldn’t eat that particular food.  This part of my journey was trial and error and I had to learn how to read every ingredients label of anything I wanted to try.  At times it was very frustrating because soy is in everything including vitamins and other supplements!  

There were a couple of times when I ate something and it got stuck in one of the connections they made during the surgery, and it was extremely painful.  I would just have to work through it and hope it didn’t last very long.  As time went on those episodes became few and far between and things started to become easier.  

When I go places now I just bring my lunch box with the foods that I can eat, and it has become second nature for me now.  I still have the mind games that I have to deal with at times about food but I think it will get better as time goes on.  It’s still hard to see food, at times, that I really like and know that I can’t eat any, but I just tell myself that I’m better off now and I want to stay that way.  I have always considered my food issues as a blessing because I would be gaining the weight back if I could eat everything.

During my journey, as well as before my journey, I prayed daily to have God help me accomplish my goal of losing weight and keeping it off.  I was totally committed to losing the weight but I knew that I needed His help.  I thank Him every day for helping me get through this journey and to help me continue keeping the weight off.  I know that I couldn’t have done it without His help and support.  I also couldn’t have made it through this journey without the love and support of my husband and my family near and far.  I’m also thankful for my friends who stood by me and helped me when I needed encouragement and support.  It has been a hard road to travel, but I have learned many things and I would travel the road again to be the person I am now.  Even with all of the food issues and limitations that I have, it was worth every minute of pain and hardship to reach my ultimate goal of losing weight.

For those people who are obese and feeling hopeless, I would recommend seriously thinking about gastric bypass surgery.  If you have tried every diet in the book and been unsuccessful, this option could be a ray of hope for you.  I do caution, however, that you must be totally committed emotionally and mentally.  The surgery is not an easy way out for losing weight because a person has to work really hard every day and want to be a healthier person and live a better lifestyle.  Before I ever had the surgery I stopped eating sugar and I exercised and drank lots of water.  After I had the surgery I continued exercising, when the doctor said it was ok, and I continued to work hard at changing my behavior towards food.  I knew that I couldn’t live a life of feeling miserable every day and I didn’t want to have to be in a wheel chair on oxygen.  

I am so thankful that I made the commitment to break my addiction to food and to become a healthier person.  I give thanks to God because without His help I would have never accomplished my goal.  It’s a lot of hard work and commitment but it’s worth it!  As of May 30, 2014 I have lost 177 pounds and it will be two years on July 9, 2014 since I had the surgery.  (Update: As of August 2014, I’ve lost additional weight-a total of 185 lbs, since I updated this I have gained 7 lbs so I’ve lost 178 lbs now.)
This was definitely one of the best decisions of my life, after marrying my husband!!  
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