
 

 

I didn’t want to join Farrell’s.  I didn’t need it.  I was physically active at work and sure, I had packed on a 

little weight but I still looked alright.  My wife Vicky thought otherwise.  She had joined, she was loving 

it, and she knew I needed it too.  Despite her pleading, I refused to sign up for the next session.  One 

morning Vicky came home from Farrell’s and told me that she had signed me up for Spring 2016. 

I wasn’t nervous at orientation but as I started testing in, a little ashamed.  I was tall so I could hide my 

extra weight if I stood up straight.  I was “skinny fat” and was sporting the latest trend, the “dad bod.”  It 

only got worse when my push-up and sit-up numbers were bad.  I had no idea how weak I had become. 

Enjoy the rest of the weekend Davey boy, Monday’s going to be something else. 

I had the benefit of starting my 10 weeks with Vicky by my side, helping me with wraps, double 

wrapping which foot?  It was a completely new way of working out.  After a few hiccups I started getting 

the hang of it even though there were times on the bag where I wasn’t quite following the right 

sequence.  I figured as long as I was hitting and kicking with everything I had, I would be alright. 

The 10 weeks flew by in an instant.  I felt good, I felt confident, and my plans of leaving Farrell’s after the 

10 week program had evaporated; I was hooked.  The 10 week celebration party took place at a golf 

course where I used to ride around in cart, drinking beer, and looking for a little white ball.  It was a 

familiar place but I was no longer the same.  I was proud when I was called up for the top five, ecstatic 

when I was handed to check as the winner. 

Through the entire process there was always talk of the “Farrell’s Family.”  I thought, yeah, sure, 

whatever.  My cynicism had been replaced with the truth; it WAS family.  The owners and instructors 

always knew my name, were always welcoming and helpful.  This place had a vibe that I’d never felt in 

any other gym.  I wanted to give back to my new Farrell’s Family. 

Since my 10 week session I’ve coached a few sessions and that has been a most satisfying way to give 

back.  I’ve coached a few into the top five and have had the great privilege of coaching two 10 week 

winners.  By the way, coaching the committed is easy. Even when I’m not officially coaching, helping out 

members new and old has to be one of my favorite things.  Convincing my high school friend Mark to 

join up, complete the 10 weeks, then convince him to stay on with FIT, and now seeing the Farrell’s 

fanatic that he’s become brings me the most satisfaction.  His transformation is already incredible. 

The National Challenge has been a challenge.  Knowing when to participate in a second class one day 

versus taking a day off.  Dialing in the nutrition to preserve hard fought for muscle while trying to lose 

just a bit more body fat. When my final test out day arrived, I was happy. I had set some lofty goals and 

had missed most of them and still felt wonderful.  I felt good, I thought I looked good, and knew that I 

was where I belonged. 

Since completing my year long quest, I’ve continued my fitness journey with the all the ups and downs 

associated with it.  My wife Vicky has saved my life in so many ways and Farrell’s has been one of the 

biggest.  I’ve become a Farrell’s evangelist and want everyone I know to give it a shot.   


