Dave Ogden cycles his way back to fitness
By Tim Tillman, edmondHEALTH

  This story is about a guy named Dave. Dave is, at first glance, a very ordinary guy living a very ordinary life. This is not the case, and it would make for a rather dull read, so let’s have a closer look at our subject. 
  Dave’s real name is David Ogden, and he is married to the amazing Jill Ogden. Together, they own Cork and Bottle Wine and Spirits, a lovely home on a quiet neighborhood street, 1.5 cars, a dog named Chewie and a cat that allows himself to be referred to as Clapton.
 Dave and Jill are graduates of Oklahoma State University with backgrounds in hotel and restaurant administration. Dave has played bass guitar professionally, managed restaurants and worked briefly in telecommunications before devoting his full attention to co-owning a small business. Dave is also a bit of a Star Wars fan, hence the dog named “Chewie.”

 Dave also shares a deep and abiding love of fine dining, gourmet cooking and pairing wines and high-end beers with different courses (one of the many reasons why I love Dave!). 
  Everything sounded fine until that last sentence, and like many of us, that passion for food has led to trouble. You see, Dave was quite the thin man on campus, and he mistakenly assumed that the trusty age 20 metabolism would keep right on shedding the pounds as he matured.
 Rule One: Never trust your metabolism, for it will betray you every time. By the time Dave stated pushing 30, the once-svelte waistline had gradually expanded to the unhappy place. As if the extra poundage wasn’t enough, Dave’s father was an insulin-dependent diabetic, his brother was obese and his own health was beginning to fail at a very early age. 
  Dave is a worrier. Always has been, probably always will be. This time, the worry was justified, and Dave decided to take matters into his own hands and make a difference in his life.
 So, he did some research, read every bit of literature available, scanned the Web incessantly and, in short, spent the next few months sitting at his computer reading about getting fit!
 One day, some friends were visiting at the Ogden home, and Dave mentioned his newfound commitment to losing weight. These friends happened to be cycling enthusiasts, so naturally they prescribed cycling as the ideal way to get in shape. The Ogdens promptly located a pair of used hybrids for a reasonable price, and then resigned the poor things to a dark corner of the garage.
  A few weeks passed. The friend asked Dave about the bikes, to which he began to avoid eye contact and mumble while sidling away. Deciding mutually that commitment seemed to be the missing ingredient, they agreed to meet at the unholy hour of 6 AM on a date two weeks hence and go for a “training” ride. 
  Fast forward to the day of two-wheeled reckoning. At the crack of 6, Dave opens the door with a very sleepy Jill hot on his heels. We mount our trusty steeds and for the next hour or so we rode, talked, laughed and stopped for coffee. Needless to say, this became a habit for the four of us (yes, my beloved bride joined in this silliness) and eventually evolved into many pleasant hours spent riding together.

  Something I may not have mentioned about Dave is his tendency to overindulge in things that he finds pleasurable. The next thing I know, he has a garage stuffed to the rafters with bikes, bike parts, bike accessories, trainers, clothing and just about any cycling-related item you can think of. He and Jill are logging an hour a day on the bikes together in addition to hiking, walking the 6.5 miles to work once in a while and paying careful attention to diet! But wait, there’s more! Now the lunatic has taken up running again! 
  Now, we all know someone who gets excited, buys the gear, then gives up six weeks later. In fact, they hit the gym in January and you will see a whole herd of them.
 Not our boy Dave. No sir, this took place about five years ago, and he has since shed 75 pounds from his 6-foot-2 frame, lowered his resting heart rate into the 60’s and carved a set of legs that scare small children and some dogs.
 Oh, and the icing on the cake: Dave’s brother found his own brand of motivation, took up skipping rope and has lost well more than 100 pounds himself! Further fueled by sibling rivalry, Dave has taken his fitness routine to a whole new level, and now the two brothers keep tabs on each other (in a healthy, non-competitive way, of course!).

 I would be horribly remiss in my duties if I failed to mention Dave’s lovely wife Jill. As I pointed out earlier, it can be difficult to describe Jill without using as superlative as a modifier. Since she is a shy, retiring type, I’ll leave you with this; Jill’s idea of a good time is taking a month off to hike the Appalachian Trail with her mom. Seriously. She did that. I love Jill! 

  Every story has a moral, a point to be taken away. Dave’s moral is this: fitness is easy if you already are fit. Skinny little tofu-heads who bang out a half marathon before breakfast don’t get it. The true heroes are the people who suck it up, suffer through the aches and pains, the plateaus and the setbacks and make the lifestyle change a permanent part of themselves. Dave, you are my hero. 
