
I think anyone who knows me, has seen me, or has heard of me in any capacity 
probably is well aware that I’ve never exactly been the pinnacle of health. I’ve been 
overweight literally my entire life, starting as a toddler, if not before. I haven’t spent a 
single day of my life being a “normal” weight, or really close to it. I don’t know that I’ve 
ever believed it was possible.  
 
This isn’t to say I’ve never tried. I’ve spent a large amount of time trying more diets than 
anyone can count. I’ve had personal trainers and gone to the gym consistently for large 
stretches of time throughout my life. I’ve counted calories, cut carbs, and most 
everything imaginable. It was successful in getting me from where I was for a portion of 
my life at over 400 pounds to below 300, but it’s been a total plateau for a decade or so 
since. 
 
I wanted that to change this year. 
 
I came into the year right around 300 lbs. I had been working hard to get a lot of my 
health numbers into a good space, even if my weight didn’t cooperate, and had done a 
pretty good job of that. My stress levels were lower, I was eating less and healthier, I 
was moving more, and I was actually seeing results. My general health numbers 
continued to improve to a good spot. My weight was going down. I decided to be 
proactive and make sure the other big piece of the puzzle was also looking good and 
scheduled to have just about every heart exam you could have done. 
 
I went into my last exam at just under 270 pounds. To put things into perspective, I 
couldn’t remember ever seeing a number that low in my entire life. I think the last time 
that was even possible would have been before high school and the lowest I ever saw 
in my plateau was right around 280. It finally felt like this was possible and I was on the 
right path to health. 
 
Unfortunately, the heart exam results weren’t what I hoped for. While initial reports all 
seemed to be pretty good, my cardiologist said he shared them with an expert colleague 
who saw something that looked concerning. A couple tests later and it was deemed that 
I was going to need to have surgery on my heart. 
 
My surgery is scheduled for next week. It’s a very major surgery that involves stopping 
my heart. They tell me the odds of survival are 99%, but as a professional gambler for 
decades, every 1% bad beat of course has been running through my head these past 
several weeks. 
 



That being said, I think I’m pretty optimistic. Assuming everything goes well, I’ll spend 
about a week in the hospital and about 2 months of recovery. I’m definitely sad and 
nervous, but my odds of living much longer vs having not found this early are 
exponentially higher. I also don’t know what it’s like to have a fully functioning heart and 
I’ve never known that. My quality of everyday life and just performing various exercises, 
which I always assumed were hard because I was out of shape my entire life, might be 
much improved.  
 
I’ve been super excited and planning out my 2 month long Vegas WSOP trip since last 
July. I skipped the Main Event last year, despite feeling good, after recovering from 
COVID because I was still testing positive and didn’t want to put anyone at risk. It was 
hard, but I always knew there would be next year. I’ve canceled my trip, and it feels bad. 
There’s always a chance, if everything goes really well and I’m feeling great, that I make 
it out for the Main Event this year, but I'm going to have to just wait and see at this point.  
 
So that’s what’s going on with my life and my health. I’ll be offline for a period of time 
while getting everything done, but hopefully I’ll be back soon and better than ever. I’m 
very grateful to have hopefully gotten in front of this and for the amazing family and best 
partner anyone could hope for to help get through this. I also truly appreciate having so 
many of you “in my life”, in some capacity or another, and wishing everyone the best. 
Please take care of yourselves. Much love. 


