LOSING WEIGHT AS A BROKE GIRL
So early this year, sometime in March, I was rudely informed by the security guard at my workplace that I might be overweight. I use the term ‘workplace’ loosely because as an eighteen year-old, I was really just an assistant to everybody in exchange for some change.
Anyway, a comment like this wasn’t new to me; I had been receiving them since I was maybe ten or eleven so all I did was give the security guard a bombastic side-eye and ignore him, but his words kept ringing in my ears all through my walk home. I have never been a slim girl; I have always been threading the line between fat and very fat, and for a long time, I was ashamed of the way I look. I had just recently started to accept that everybody cannot look the same way, and it doesn’t matter what body type you have so long as you are healthy. Hearing those words from him, it felt like all my motivational speeches to myself were a waste and that I’ve been delusional all these while.
Before I began to spiral, I decided that I was going to confirm if I was really overweight. I mean, how can I trust the judgment of a security guard when it comes to sensitive topics such as weight? It’s not like he’s a doctor or something. Encouraging myself with this, I even remembered that I had been to the doctor’s in August of 2022. He had diagnosed me with arthritis, but reassured me that my weight had nothing to do with why I had arthritis at seventeen. If I’m to be honest with myself, his answer will probably not be the same considering I had gained five kilograms since I last went to the doctor, but there’s no harm in a little white lie is there?
More encouraged by this memory, I hurried home, eager to get on the internet and find ways to confirm whether I was really overweight or not. Immediately I got home, without even taking off my clothes or taking a shower, I started to scroll through Google, looking for how to know whether you’re overweight or not. Long story short, I was asked to calculate my BMI. In case you don’t know, BMI is Body Mass Index and it is your weight in kilograms divided by the square of your height in meters. If your BMI is less than 18.5, it means you’re underweight, if it is 18.5 to 24.9, then you have a healthy weight, if it is 25.0 to 29.9, you’re overweight and if it is 30.0 or higher, you are obese.
I calculated my BMI, and well, let’s just say if it didn’t also rudely inform me that I am overweight, I wouldn’t be writing this story. As of February 2023, I was weighing eighty-four kilograms (I wrote it in words so it wouldn’t overwhelm you), and measuring 168cm in heights. Sadly, my BMI came out as 29.8! Imagine how I felt learning that not only was I overweight, I was barely out of the obese range. Rather than being sad, I was angry at myself, and I want to sincerely apologize to all my siblings for how I might have transferred my aggression to them that night. I was going through a lot.
After sleeping on my feelings, I woke up the next day with a clear head; well, as clear a head as my over-thinking brain will let me have. I decided that instead of feeling bad about myself and beating myself up, I was going to take my life into my own hands and try to control my weight. My first action was walking to and from work instead of taking okada as I had been doing. In reality, my workplace wasn’t that far from my house, and it was just laziness and nonchalance that had been making me take okada all these while.
While at work, it seemed like the forces that be were against me, or just trying to remind me of my emotional ordeal the last night because I got about twenty comments (pardon the slight exaggeration) about how I only seem to be getting fatter even though I was working very hard as everybody’s assistant. Nigerians really need to learn to be more polite. It probably didn’t help that I was working at the secondary school I graduated from; older people never seem to think they owe you any respect, especially those who have known you for a long time.
Anyway, while drinking a bottle of fanta with gala for lunch, and thinking of whether I should eat pizza or shawarma for dinner, I had a revelation. Taking a at most fifteen minutes walk to and from work was not going to really have any impact on my weight or make me healthier. I needed to be more strategic and intentional about losing weight and becoming healthy.
You know, March of this year wasn’t the first time I was thinking about losing weight. Since when I was thirteen, I have gone through various phases of wanting to lose weight, but I’ve never been bothered enough to actually put my thoughts into actions. Even when I managed to actually get myself to take action, I lost momentum after two weeks max. 
The goal was to convince myself to take action, and then to actually follow through with it. Mission discovered, I began to think of the steps and actions I could take to actually lose weight and become healthier. Like I said before, I have gone through so many thought and action processes just to lose weight in past years, but never actually stuck with any of them enough for them to work.
One I clearly remember is my mum trying to help me lose weight when I was maybe eleven or twelve. She had decided that I was going to jog around the compound everyday for ten minutes during my long holiday so I could lose weight. Spoiler alert; I didn’t lose a gram because I didn’t last for one week.
That aside, I started to think of methods I could try to lose weight. My first priority was to find a method that was very cheap. As we all know, keeping fit can be quite expensive, and expensive is not an option for a broke girl. Now, I don’t want to believe there’s anybody that doesn’t know what a broke girl means because that just makes me seem so pathetic, but just in case there’s that lucky person reading this story, being a broke girl means thinking two, three, four or even five times before spending any money because you don’t have much of it. Logically, spending money on fitness is not something a broke girl like me should be considering; my data and Netflix subscriptions are almost too much for me, but I’m trying to be healthy so consider it I must.
The first free method I thought of that would guarantee my losing weight was starving myself. I remember when I was in SS3 and trying to lose my belly fat so I could look banging in my prom dress. I was in boarding school at that time so it was really easy to skip meals so I could lose weight. I realize now that wasn’t healthy, but I was only a desperate teenager at the time and that was the method I could afford. 
Starving myself was the first thing I crossed off my list. While it would be great to have a flat belly and banging body, the goal here was to be healthy and starving myself did not just sound healthy at all.
Next on the list was home workout. Now, this sounds like an easy, affordable option for me, but there’s just one thing spoiling it. Or two things actually. One is that I have never been able to commit to working out every day at home. My elder sister is a fitness enthusiast, and she does all these workouts at home because she’s a broke girl like me and can’t afford a gym membership, and she has tried many times to make me work out with her. I have yielded many times and tried working out with her. If I had been committed and it had worked, I wouldn’t be here right now. Let’s just say I have commitment issues when it comes to working out.
My second issue with home workouts is that it just turns out to be a bit too much for me because of my arthritis. Now I know it is arthritis; before I used to think I was just very unfit (not that I’m not) and that was why I would have body pain for days unending while doing workouts. Living with arthritis means there are good days and extremely bad days, but every day is a bad day when it comes to the pain. Anyway, home workout was also crossed out because of my commitment issues and my arthritis.
By this time, I was left with only two options on my list. Sadly, I had managed to cross out the two affordable options and left myself with gym workouts and dieting. What’s the difference between gym workouts and home workouts you say? Major difference is maybe if I’m paying money for it, my commitment issues regarding working out would disappear. Broke girl that I am, money is well, I won’t say the most important, but it is very important to me. I’m certainly not going to let myself waste my hard-earned money.
So the idea was that if I do my work out in a gym instead of at home, I would have more motivation to keep up with it, I would be able to get the assistance of a personal trainer so maybe the exercises wouldn’t be as hard on me, and also maybe seeing other people work out would encourage me (I later decided that seeing all those gym rats work out would only make me feel inferior).
Now onto dieting; I did realize that I had to change my eating lifestyle at least a little bit if I wanted to actually become healthy. All that sugar, pizza and shawarma can’t be recommended for good health. It’s just that trying to eat healthy can end up costing a lot. My other problems were trying to determine if dieting actually works when it comes to losing weight, and most importantly if it would work for me. After much thinking, I decided that if starving worked for me, then dieting should also work. Don’t ask me how I came to that conclusion, I just did.
I started weighing the pros and cons of each choice, and most importantly, how much they would cost each. The price for a new monthly membership at iFitness is almost forty thousand naira, I’m not sure if a personal trainer is included or not. I would still have to buy proper workout clothes, and since the nearest iFitness to my house is still about twenty minutes away by bus, I would also have to include transport money. When would I even have the time to work out when I have to go to work every day so I can get the money for the gym membership? 
There was also the fact that working out and eating unhealthily is just a waste of time and money; but unfortunately I did not have the money to work out and also diet. All these things considered, it seemed like dieting was looking like the best option for this broke girl. If I really needed exercise, the walking to and from work should make up for it.
Decision made, I went on YouTube and began a search for healthy food for weight loss. I don’t know if you’ve ever tried searching for something on YouTube, but it can be very tricky if you don’t already know what you’re looking for, which I didn’t. It took me almost a week to filter through all the crazy stuff and eventually come up with a meal plan I was comfortable with. I created a shopping list and convinced my dad to drive me and my siblings to Shoprite so I could get the things I needed to start this dieting journey.
I was actually quite excited to be going through some changes in my life and I had hope that this dieting journey would actually work. Let me tell you about an embarrassing moment at Shoprite; my card failed. Imagine how many beats my heart skipped when the cashier told me the card didn’t work; I was afraid that there wasn’t enough money in my account, but turns out Wema Bank just felt like rebooting their system at a crucial point in my life. Anyway, dad saved the day and all was fine, but I still remember that moment.
Not long after I did my shopping, April 1st came and it was time for me to finally start my dieting journey. Truth be told, I was actually quite skeptical I could do this; I’ve always been known as the sugar girl in my family (that’s because I used to eat too much sugar and not whatever you’re thinking!) and suddenly switching to little or no sugar and little portions of food seemed like a lot. Oh! I hated, no absolutely loathed vegetables. I never used to eat fried rice because of all the stuff that was inside. 
Anyway, my first diet meal was carrot-flavored overnight oats (if you don’t know what overnight oats is, Google it; I’m not your teacher!) and it was awful! The unsweetened yogurt seemed like a punishment from the pits of hell, the grated carrots were mushy and I never imagined I would hate the taste of cinnamon but I absolutely gagged at it. I only managed to eat two spoonfuls before rushing off to work.
My meals for the rest of the day didn’t go as bad as the breakfast, but the next morning saw a similar experience to the last. I eventually scrapped breakfast because that yogurt was just too bitter, but I was able to continue with the rest of the meals. There was a lot to change about myself, but it didn’t seem that difficult because I had my siblings to hype me over every little change I made; like when they saw me drinking my Lipton with only milk and no sugar. My mum also seemed to be proud of me, so I had the motivation to keep going.
About two weeks in, I lost an inch from my waistline. That might not seem like a lot to you, but it was like God’s face was shining directly on me when I noticed that. Let me give you a tip if you’re trying to lose weight; look at your body measurements and not your weight on the scale, it’s more encouraging.
By the end of April, the things I bought for my dieting finally finished and being a broke girl, I couldn’t afford to restock. I had already incurred debt to myself from the first buying I did, so unfortunately, my meal plans had to be cast aside. I tried my best to maintain the new lifestyle of little to no sugar and portion control.
In August, I had a doctor’s appointment. I was eager and afraid for this appointment because I knew I would have to weigh myself. What I was most afraid of was having added weight after all my efforts. Thankfully, I was just as I was back in February.
Being the same weight I was in February was a big win to me because from August last year to February this year, I gained 5kg. That’s a period of six months. If from February to August this year I gained 0kg that meant my dieting and change of lifestyle actually worked. And I also lost two inches from my waistline.
Seems like a happy ending right? Not really. As I’m writing this story now, I can’t be sure I’m the same weight as I was early August. I need to find a sustainable method of losing weight or at least staying the same weight. 
I heard intermittent fasting is cheap and effective, maybe I should try it. What do you think? 
