
Being fat is like being the beloved main character in an incredible book that 

too few people have read. It's being invisible and too visible all at once. It's 

being a punch line when you make a much better storyline.  

It's being intelligent, educated, compassionate, creative, considerate, 

charming, and funny, and knowing that far too many people in the world 

would only care to know that if it came wrapped in a package they found 

acceptable.  

It’s being the best audition and knowing the skinny girl will get the 

part. It’s being the best candidate and knowing the skinny guy will get the 

job. It’s being the mascot in your high school clique. It’s being left out of all the 

cliques.  

It’s scary fad diets that could kill you and only take off four pounds. It’s 

deadly surgery. It's eating healthy and being active and having people 

assume you don't. It's eating an ice cream cone in public once in awhile and 

feeling the heat of disapproving stares on your back, on your neck, on your 

fat belly and thighs.  

It's secret flirtations and sly requests for phone numbers from men who 

would love to take you for a spin but are too afraid to want you out loud. It's 

dubious expressions when you tell people you're a vegetarian. It's waitresses 

setting your friend's dessert in front of you and your salad in front of her. It's 

waitresses setting your dessert in front of your date and his salad in front of 

you. It's waitresses asking if your thin date is your brother, or asking if your 

fat brother is your husband.  

It's shopping in special stores with higher prices. It's diet advice from 

random strangers. It's diet advice from friends and family members. It’s diet 

advice from dermatologists and opthomologists and podiatrists.  



It’s knowing your body is public property, to be criticized, objectified, 

vilified, exemplified, dehumanized. It's never passing a single day without 

being told in some subtle or not so subtle way that, despite your college 

degree, successful career, happy marriage, active spiritual life, and fulfilling 

hobbies, your weight is the single most important thing about you and 

discounts all the rest to the point that you will never be acceptable to others, 

never a full member of society, until you can fit in the seat next to a thin 

person on the subway without some part of you touching them.  

It’s knowing that day will probably never come, no matter how little 

you eat. 

  

Being fat is also like being another face in the crowd. It's eating fruit and 

vegetables and cheese and donuts. It's taking yoga classes and dance classes 

and riding bikes or hiking.  

It's paying bills and setting the alarm clock and hating Mondays and 

loving Fridays. It's watching Grey's Anatomy and wanting to reach in and 

slap Meredith for being so wishy washy.  

It's making birthday party plans with your best friend, and going out 

for drinks with coworkers. It's paying too much for gas, and car insurance, 

and your cell phone. It's getting your oil changed 5,000 miles later than you 

should, getting a pedicure you really can't afford, paying the minimum 

payment on your VISA even though you know better.  

It's smiling at random strangers when you're in a good mood and being 

too grumpy with the salesgirl when you're not. It's loving and laughing and 

crying and hoping and dreaming and sharing and giving. It's also petty and 

greedy and foolish and selfish sometimes. It's knowing you only have eighty 



or ninety years to make a mark on the world and coming to terms with your 

insignificance at a cosmic level.  

It's family and friends and pets and children and boyfriends and 

girlfriends and marriage and divorce and sex and laughter and settling for 

less and holding out for more. 

  

Being fat is just like being thin, from the inside. I am you and you are me and 

we are all living subtle variations of the same life. Mine is only different from 

yours in the places that you draw the lines. When you draw the line at size 

sixteen in your stores, then I am different. When you draw the line at 175 lbs 

for health insurance, then I am different. When you see me and believe me 

different than you, then I am different. I am not intrinsically different. I 

know that is the part that scares you, that makes you angry, that makes you 

lash out with meanness like jokes about sinking boats and lofty rhetoric about 

caloric intake that we all know to be false by now.  

I don't know which part scares you more, however; that you might end 

up like me, or that you might find out that your moral superiority is a sham. 

I don't know whether you worry more that my fat might infect you or that 

my happiness might. I wish you could see it through my eyes. But you would 

have to see me first, and I don’t think you can. 

  

Being fat is knowing that you’re invisible, and learning to live as if you 

weren’t. 

 

-DesertPoet 

 


