


[image: ]








[image: ]


things no one will tell fat girls













[image: ]















Things No One Will Tell Fat Girls


Copyright © 2015 Jes M. Baker


Seal Press


A Member of the Perseus Books Group


1700 Fourth Street


Berkeley, California


sealpress.com


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the Publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embedded in critical articles and reviews, and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


Baker, Jes.


Things no one will tell fat girls / by Jes Baker.


pages cm


ISBN 978-1-58005-583-3


1. Overweight women--Psychological aspects. 2. Body image in women. 3. Self-esteem in women. 4. Self-care, Health. I. Title.


RC628.B28 2015


613’.04244--dc23


2015019704


10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1


Cover design by Faceout Studios, Kara Davison


Interior design by Domini Dragoone


Printed in the United States of America


Distributed by Publishers Group West









For all the fat girls


who have no idea that


they are absolutely perfect

















[image: ]


introductionintroduction


I was really hoping that by the end of the writing process, my editor would have suggested some really clever way to open this book since I’m at a complete loss as to how to do this myself. But alas, no cigar. So you’re stuck with me, and this is what I came up with: Hey there! I’m Jes Baker and if you’ve heard of me, I’m really glad you’re here. And if you haven’t heard of me? That’s cool, too. Given that you just picked up a book with the words “fat” and “unapologetic” (two of my favorites), there’s a good chance that this could be the start of a beautiful new friendship.


Yep. That’s all I got.


After that informationless opening you might be wondering if this book is for you, and I want to save you time, so lemme break it down for ya: if you are a person who has spent your entire life feeling horrible about your body and you think that self-hatred kinda sucks, this book is for you. If you’re interested in this totally bizarre concept called body love that you keep hearing about on Upworthy and BuzzFeed and you wanna know what it’s all about, this book is for you. If you’re intimidated by academic texts but still want to have a conversation about body acceptance, this book is for you. If you feel the need to hold something that says you’re a valuable person (just as you are, right now) and reading websites just doesn’t cut it, this book is for you. If you need a refresher course on why loving your body is not only possible, but critical, this book is for you. If you’re a “fat” chick (who might be scared of that word) and you’re convinced that your body is bad and holding you back from living an amazing life, this book is for you. If you’re looking for a book that might offend your sensitivities at some point and has more italicized and capitalized words than you know what to do with . . . this book is SO for you.


If you are a person with a body who is tired of being shamed and told to shape up, slim down, camouflage, alter against your will, or make apologies for your body . . . THIS BOOK IS FOR YOU.


If you’re still here, welcome. I’ve got a lot of important shit to share with you. But first, a few things about me, because we’ve established that we’re about to become friends, after all.


Things you can find if you Google me:


  1.  I write a blog called The Militant Baker, and it’s about body image, feminism, “fatshion,” and mental health.


  2.  I wore badass saddle shoes when I was six.


  3.  I did a really famous photo campaign and challenged Abercrombie & Fitch’s CEO to do a shirtless photo shoot with a fat chick. (Yep, I did that. He never responded, but he expressed that he was sorry he said rude things about fat girls, and to now make up for it the company will take your money if you want them to. See Chapter 10 for more dirty details.)


  4.  I have three cats and I love them more than almost anything.


  5.  I swear. A LOT.


  6.  I founded a conference once, for body love discussions to happen IRL (in real life).


  7.  I’m fat.


Things that actually matter here and now:


  7.  I’m fat.


No really, that’s the most important thing.


Yes, I am also intelligent, snarky, kind, radical, compassionate, self-starting, outgoing, funny, opinionated, cheerful, loud, and a million other things. But here and now, I want to talk about the thing that strangers see first, the thing that I’m judged on the most. The reason I’m here writing this book right now: I’m pretty damn fat.


I know what you’re thinking. But Jes, don’t call yourself fat! You’re just chubby. Fluffy. Curvy. Chunky. Plus-size. (Insert additional euphemisms here.)


Naw girl, I’m Fat.


Here’s why I use the “f-word” ALL THE TIME: the word “fat” is not inherently bad. It’s an adjective. It’s a benign descriptor of size. As Marianne Kirby explains, “‘Fat’ means adipose tissue. ‘Fat’ means ‘having a lot of adipose tissue.’ There are no other words that mean precisely those things in precisely those ways.”1 Saying “I’m fat” is (and should be) the same as saying my shoes are black, the clouds are fluffy, and Bob Saget is tall. It’s not good, it’s not bad, it just is. The only negativity that this word carries is that which has been socially constructed around it; our aversion is completely learned. It’s our association that is disparaging, and this is what we must change. We don’t need to stop using the word “fat,” we need to stop the hatred that our world connects with the word “fat.” So I use it (often—you’ll read it over 370 times in this book), because I have decided that it’s my word now. And the more I use it positively, the more stigma I smash.


Now, I don’t ever walk up to strangers and say “Hey Fatty!” Because, we haven’t found a way to normalize it in the mainstream, there is a really good chance that the word is still offensive to them. But me calling myself fat? Ain’t no thang. I even find the word empowering. Someone tries to insult me by calling me “fat”? I just say, “Yep. And?”


I have a fat body, and I think it’s quite lovely.


But because our society still thinks that fat bodies are especially vile, I’m automatically put into several kinds of “boxes.” Boxes with darling labels like cultural deviant—a freak of physical nature. Or embarrassment to society—when strangers or extended family moan and groan about the horrific obesity crisis in America? Yeah, they are talking about me. I’m also your worst nightmare. I’m the reason you diet. I’m the reason you go to the gym. I’m your “thinspiration” . . . because, god knows, you do not want to end up like me.


If you’re fat too, you probably know what I’m talking about.


A few years ago I decided I would no longer accept these negative labels. After a breakup for which my body was blamed, I found myself at a critical impasse, a metaphorical fork in the road. I knew that I needed to carefully choose, right then and there, which path I was going to take: continue to hate my body, or learn to love my body.


It really was that black and white. I wasn’t (and still am not) going to lose 110 pounds overnight and suddenly be “okay.” So I made the best decision of my life: I decided to love my body. And then I decided to write about it online. These decisions instigated a transformation for me and (as a result) for the millions of people that have read the ridiculous shit I post. Since then, I’ve become completely enveloped in the world of body activism, and, as it turns out . . . that world is one I very much need.


The Militant Baker was not my first attempt at blogging. A year before that, I was posting weekly under a page titled The Kitschen. A small, vintage-inspired “lifestyle blog,” nothing special, nothing new, one in a sea of similar concepts. This trite blog may have been insignificant in terms of its content, but it led me into the world of blogging, and eventually, to a discovery that changed everything.


Long before making the radical decision to love my body, I often spent nights tirelessly blog hopping, following one sidebar recommendation after another, enjoying the polished images and content that reminded me of magazines, only way cooler. I will never forget the night that I stumbled across The Nearsighted Owl, written by Rachele. This blog baffled me. It had all the components I loved—recipes, owls, polka dots, and purple beehives—but with one difference. Rachele was fat. She was not only fat: She was fat, confident, and happy. How. The. Fuck. Does. That. Happen? Scrolling through her posts, my mind was momentarily broken, trying to wrap itself around the fact that there was a woman in the world who looked nothing like the “ideal,” but who was living a full and joyous life. No shame, no apologies, only confident posts about her favorite books, her art projects, her marriage (this is where I discovered that fat people get married too!), and her heroes. I continued to visit the page out of genuine curiosity, and soon I was hit with the most revolutionary thought: Maybe I don’t have to loathe myself for the rest of my life.


Maybe I don’t have to loathe myself for the rest of my life!


Maybe I can even sort of . . . like myself! Could it be true?!? Well, if Rachele can do it, perhaps . . . yeah. Maybe I can too! It’s astounding to me that I hadn’t realized this before. But, fuck. I’m glad that I did at age 26. Better late than never, right?


After discovering Rachele, I dove headfirst into the body positive community. I sought out photos of all kinds of women, I followed progressive Tumblr accounts, and I read every fat acceptance book I could get my chubby hands on. I read all the body love blogs I could find, researched the history of body image, and started to talk about all of this with people around me.


As I learned more about body love, I started to notice something interesting: The way I perceived the world shifted considerably. I quickly became less judgmental, not only of others, but also of myself! I was reformatting my reality. I was rewiring my belief in beauty. I was teaching myself the truth.


I also started to realize perfection isn’t always what it seems in other areas of life, either. In a pivotal article I read in Bitch Magazine, called “Better Homes and Bloggers,” Holly Hilgenberg calls out lifestyle blogs and how they tend to gloss over domestic life, often portraying a perfected world that’s very different from reality.2 Seeing depictions of this unrealistic world in a medium like blogging—that we tend to consider more realistic than other media—Hilgenberg notes, is damaging to readers who see these perfect families, homes, and art projects and think, “Jesus H. Christ, why isn’t my life like that?” Hilgenberg compares these websites to photoshopped images in magazines and asks how helpful and different from magazines and television these blogs really are. When I read that, I thought . . . well, fuck. I’m gonna create something representational of real life.


And then I did.


I transitioned The Kitschen to The Militant Baker, which debuted as an honest (and poorly written) look at my life. It was “amateur hour” for at least a year when I started that blog, but I stuck to my guns and portrayed my real life. While other bloggers were publishing “a-photo-an-hour” posts and displaying pictures of their kitschy mug of coffee next to their cat bathing in the sun snuggled against their new cross-stitch projects, I was posting pictures of my sink full of dirty dishes and my shampoo mohawk creations in the shower. I wrote about tough topics like self-care, nighttime depression, emotional “first aid kits,” and why leaving the house without makeup was radical. I made a point to write about the things that were raw and relevant in my very imperfect life.


To be clear: There’s nothing wrong with writing about Samsonite luggage and vinyl records, but the obvious contrast between my blog posts and others’ made me feel like I was saying what needed to be said while also getting away with something. And I loved it. The ability to be down-and-dirty honest in the digital world of sparkling houses and perfect “Friendsgivings” was intoxicating. I loved the thrill of reckless transparency. Fortunately, that thrill has never faded.


As I explored the concept of body acceptance, it started to overtake my thoughts, actions, and consequently, my blog. I started participating in body love challenges, posting full-body pictures with my dress size showing loud and proud on the images. I started writing about painful memories in posts like “Mental Souvenirs from the Life of a Fat Girl.” I started to reclaim the word “fat,” using it with carefree abandon and reveling in the fact that I was getting away with loving myself just as I was. My journey toward loving all of me (appearance included) started to take over, and I was thrilled to have such liberating content to share. The Militant Baker quickly became the body positive blog it’s known as today.


As I continued to read, write, and research over the last few years, I began to realize that my entire life up until that point had been spent listening to do’s and do not’s created by selfish, money-lovin’ companies and reinforced by people who believed them. They created and then sold the concept that conforming and constantly trying to change your body to become “better” was an applaudable life goal. It seems ridiculous to me now, but we’ve all believed those same companies and people at some point in our lives. It took me a while, but eventually I found the nerve to say NO MORE, MOTHERFUCKERS!, and I started to actually live life according to a new rule I made up, which basically went like this: RULES ARE FOR CHUMPS AND I’M GONNA DO WHATEVER THE FUCK I WANT. That non-rule “rule” led to so many epiphanies and revelations that a blog started to seem insufficient, and I realized I needed a book to contain them all. This is that book.


So, why is the fact that I’m fat the most important thing for you to know about me? Well, because as far as body shapes go, it’s the most reviled in our society. Because my journey toward learning to love a body that I have been told is unworthy has been life changing. Because learning to love my body as it is has convinced me that not only is it possible, but it’s necessary to living a truly happy and fulfilling life. Because I want you to have the opportunity to hear these revelations too. Because being fat and learning how to accept it has defined my mission as a body activist.


So, WELCOME.


You may think this is just another self-help book penned by another smart-aleck chick with another inspirational message (and you’d be right), but it’s more than that.


This is also a compilation of the shit no one talks about. A collection of the hardest lessons I’ve ever learned. A literary homage to my triumph over shame, self-harm, depression, guilt, and self-sabotage. This is what the sound of the “Hallelujah Chorus” would look like if we were forced to see it through little letters on a page. This is a book about things that I wish I knew earlier. Things I’ve learned in real life. Things people really need to talk about more. This is a book full of things no one will ever tell fat girls . . . but shit. I will.


So hold onto your knickers, y’all. Because if you play your cards right, this book could change your goddamn life.
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what in the world is body love, and why does it matter?what in the world is body love, and why does it matter?


[ CHAPTER ONE ][ CHAPTER ONE ]


If you’re wondering why the hell I would take the time to write an entire book about things no one will tell people about their bodies, you’re not the only one. And if you’re skeptical about the fact that I place so much focus on something as seemingly vapid as our appearance, you’re not alone.


People ask me all the time, “Why are you so superficial, Jes’ca?!? Why isn’t your focus on inner beauty? Why aren’t we talking about what we contribute to the world? Why aren’t we discussing how marvelous our souls are?”


My personal conclusion goes something like this: We are more likely to be told by the world that we are good people than anything else. Funny, creative, intelligent, communicative, generous, maybe even extraordinary. What we are not told is that our bodies are perfect just the way they are. Like, ever. We are taught that our outsides are flawed, and not only that, but the majority of our worth lies in our physical appearance, which, of course is never “good enough” according to our society. They love to show us examples of unattainable physical perfection while demanding that we become the impossible, and because of this our bodies and our relationship to our bodies affect everything else in our lives on a monumental level.


We become too embarrassed to meet up with the friend we haven’t seen in years because we might have gained weight. We sabotage relationships by thinking we’re unworthy of physical affection. We hide our face when we have breakouts. We opt out of the dance class because we’re worried we’ll look ridiculous. We miss out on sex positions because we’re afraid we’ll crush our partner with our weight. We dread family holidays because someone might say something about how we look. We don’t approach potential friends or lovers because we assume they will immediately judge our appearance negatively. We try to shrink when walking in public spaces in order to take up as little room as possible. We build our lives around the belief that we are undeserving of attention, love, and amazing opportunities, when in reality this couldn’t be further from the truth.


Our bodies are installation art that we curate publicly. Our bodies are the first message those around us receive. Our bodies are our physical bookmarks that hold space for us in the world. Our bodies are magnificent houses for everything else that we are. Our bodies are a part of us, just as our kindness, talents, and passion are a part of us. Yes, we are so much more than our outer shells, but our outer shells are an integral part of our being, too. This is why I focus on them. The way we view our bodies impacts the way we participate in the world . . . and wouldn’t it be wonderful if we could lose the bullshit we’re taught and love our bodies for the perfect things that they are?


I just read a really great article in Bitch Magazine called “Pretty Unnecessary” where Lindsay King-Miller rightfully questions the focus on the importance of beauty within the body positive movement. She says, “While I’m in favor of encouraging women to feel confident and happy, I worry that today’s body positivity focuses too much on affirming beauty and not enough on deconstructing its necessity.” She goes on to share an experience she had on Facebook: A friend published a post that said, “I’m not pretty and I’m fine with that.” What of course followed was a barrage of comments from “misguided” though well-meaning friends who insisted she was being “ridiculous” and of course she was pretty. Lindsay describes her discomfort with and defensiveness about this type of forceful response: “Here was a woman moving away from an oppressive and harmful hierarchy, and with the best of intentions, her friends were trying to drag her back in.”1













THE


FAT


PEOPLE:


do all the things!


CHALLENGE
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Look for these challenges throughout the book, drawn from my satirical blog post series, “25 Things Fat People Shouldn’t Do.” All the items on this list come from ridiculous corners of the Internet where apparent “experts” have decided what fat people should and should not do. They range from the absurd to the profoundly shameful, from ridiculous things like doing a cannonball to making art. To this I said: “Fuck that noise! I’m doing them anyway.” I “broke” every single one. But know this: If your size makes you feel too uncomfortable to do some of these challenges, that’s okay! You do not need to actually do them to know that you’re allowed to live a full life just like everyone else. However, if you want to give the middle finger to the part of society that says fat bodies aren’t allowed to participate in certain activities, you’re more than welcome to. All of this is your choice. That’s the point here: You can and deserve to do whatever makes you happy. Including: live.














Now, let me explain how I break this down in my world. The words “beautiful” and “pretty” mean two different things to me. Beauty is something that is everywhere. The sunset is beautiful. Human connection is beautiful. Kindness is beautiful. Bodies are beautiful—all of them. Beauty is ubiquitous, inherent, and found in all of us: on the outside and the inside.


The word “pretty,” however, when used to describe a woman’s physical appearance, signifies to me a physical ideal that’s fabricated by companies to make you believe that you’ll never be enough until you reach it. Pretty is what they want you to believe in. Pretty is what causes women to battle each other. Pretty has been created to always be exclusive. Pretty is a made-up lie created to line the pockets of money-hungry assholes. SO. FUCK. PRETTY.


Reclaim beauty.


Now, there’s nothing wrong with wanting to feel attractive, and part of learning to love your body usually includes learning how to feel good about your appearance, defining your romantic and sexual identity, redefining what attractive means to you, and yes, maybe even feeling “pretty.” Many women find the body positive world while chasing their need to feel “pretty” and there is nothing wrong with this! I’m cool with whatever it takes to bring us all into this magical realm of body lovin’! But at the end of the day, body acceptance and positivity are about so much more. I think Lindsay has a point in that allowing our quest for feeling attractive to be our only defining factor or goal doesn’t get us far enough towards our end destination.


You feel?


So regardless of why you may have started (or want to start) your body love journey and what you’d like to get out of it, it’s important to also see the bigger picture: Body love is critical to the health (mental, emotional, and physical) of our whole world on a big scale. Learning to love your body is ridiculously complex, and it affects more than just ourselves and those immediately nearby. It affects the entire globe and all of its venerable systemic issues; a world that starts to invest in body love has the capability to shift to a more equal, compassionate, and kind place.


Sonya Renee Taylor, founder of The Body Is Not An Apology, addresses this notion in the comment section under “Pretty Unnecessary”:


[The Body Is Not An Apology is] not invested in whether people find themselves “pretty” or “attractive.” [It is] is an international movement committed to cultivating global Radical Self Love and Body Empowerment. We believe that discrimination, social inequality, and injustice are manifestations of our inability to make peace with the body, our own and others. Through information dissemination, personal and social transformation projects and community building, The Body Is Not An Apology fosters global, radical, unapologetic self-love which translates to radical human love and action in service toward a more just, equitable and compassionate world. We are most concerned with how our relationship with ourselves serves as the foundation for interrupting body based oppression. We indeed believe in the inherent “beauty” of all humans but as Lindsay shared, not from a lens that is about aesthetics but about inherent value and worth.2


To which I say: YES.


HOLY YES, SONYA.


Sonya perfectly encapsulates why body love is so important: When we foster appreciation for and love ourselves, we start to contribute to the world in a way that allows equality, inclusivity, and all forms of kindness.


Part of my job includes speaking to all kinds of college groups, and I often circle back to this exact concept: Loving your body can change the world. Not just your world (which is super important and reason enough), but the entire world.


It sounds farfetched, I know, but I’m sayin’ this with a straight face.


In my lecture, “Change the World, Love Your Body: The Social Impact of Body Love,” I always begin by asking how many people in the room would feel comfortable looking me in the eye and calling themselves beautiful. Beautiful/handsome/attractive, whatever the word of choice is for them. Consistently, a small percentage shyly raise their hands. I’m always thrilled to see the hands, but never surprised by those who don’t feel confident enough to join in. This group is most certainly not alone in their insecurities. Globally, the statistic of women that would call themselves beautiful is 4 percent.3 Four.


Holy shit, y’all. You following this?


Now, the study uses the word “beautiful” to mean “pretty,” and, as we know, “pretty” is a social construct. But we’re going to meet the world where it’s at and go with the terminology they use. The purpose behind this question is to ask who feels physically valid. Confident in their bodies. “Enough.” With that in mind, 4 percent makes me incredibly sad.


But wait. There’s more! We also see devastating statistics around this issue and the fear we have about being the opposite of “pretty,” which is most often associated with thin.


Here’s the state of our world’s body image issues in five bullet points:


  •   81 percent of ten-year-olds are afraid of being fat.


  •   These ten-year-olds are more afraid of becoming fat than they are of cancer, war, or losing both of their parents.4


  •   In a survey of girls nine and ten years old, 40 percent have tried to lose weight.5


  •   91 percent of women are unhappy with their bodies and resort to dieting.6


  •   And 5 percent of women naturally possess the body type often portrayed by Americans in the media.7


So essentially, we have the majority of our fourth and fifth graders terrified of a body type that we’ve told them is wrong, and they’re more afraid of becoming this shape than of most anything else. They’re also dieting to avoid a vilified body before their body has even had a chance to develop. That doesn’t go away, as the vast majority of grown-ass women don’t like their bodies and actively try to change them by dieting. But most of this emotional pain and distress is for naught, because only 5 percent of women have a body type that could ever give them the chance to look like the model we’re all striving to emulate. Which (by the power of very simple math) means we can safely assume that 95 percent of women’s bodies will naturally refuse to become that which we see portrayed by the media as desirable, no matter what they do. Which leaves almost all ladies stuck in a cycle of trying and failing and trying and failing to become something they physically can’t.


Now if that above paragraph isn’t fucked up, I don’t know what is. And I just might have more fucked-up-ness for you. What do we see happen to people’s lives because of those five statistics I shared above?


We develop low self-esteem. People have really terrible, horrible, no good, very bad days . . . just because of their perception of their bodies.


As a result, we suffer employment losses. Those who have low self-esteem make considerably less money than their confident counterparts. They also take fewer risks, and I would imagine with that magnitude of insecurity they are far less successful in reaching their goals.


We put our lives on hold. How many of us have waited to do something until we’ve lost weight? I’ll buy jeans AFTER I lose ten pounds. I’ll do family photos AFTER I . . . I’ll start dating AFTER I . . . We painfully stunt our lives because we have decided that our bodies are simply not good enough to work with now. The progress that’s lost because of this? Tragic.


We establish poor relationship skills. When we dislike our bodies, we tend to feel unlovable and undeserving. Feeling this way can affect our relationships in a lot of ways, from not approaching those we’re interested in to staying in abusive relationships much longer than we should.


We can create or trigger mental illness. Extremely low self-esteem and self-hatred can often trigger larger mental issues, and perhaps even cause a mental disorder to develop that is significant enough to smother happiness and growth. Although many mental disorders (including but not limited to bipolar disorder, schizophrenia, anxiety, and yes, depression) are the result of biological imbalances, we’re capable of escalating such imbalances and impeding our emotional and mental growth. Eating disorders included.


We commit suicide. And sadly, there is case after case of this: people who would rather die than live in the body the world has told them is inferior.


All this is certainly cataclysmic, but let’s take a moment to think about the flip side of each of these issues . . . if people LOVED their bodies, they might have higher self-esteem. They could grab life by the horns and go after their goals right now. They could feel lovable and have healthy intimate relationships. They might feel more confident at work and take more career leaps. They might be able to temper or even eliminate a self-triggered mental disorder (even though disorders won’t ever go away entirely, those triggered by self-loathing would surely be fewer!), and ideally, they would celebrate life instead of ending it, because they would truly believe they are good enough just the way they are now.


Now, that’s all great, but imagine if not only one person, but everyone started doing these things. Living, loving, taking risks, investing in themselves and others . . . billions of people doing this together would most certainly shift the face of the world we live in. This is what Sonya Renee Taylor was talking about in her comment. Body love really can contribute to the elimination of hate, competition, inequality, oppression, invisibility . . . creating opportunity and space for all.


Believe it.


So, my goal in life as an advocate is not to necessarily make you feel “pretty” (though if you need permission to go ahead and feel pretty, it’s yours!) but rather to inform, educate, and empower so you can make decisions about your body that are comfortable and right for you specifically. THIS IS WHAT BODY LOVE IS. When people feel in complete control of their bodies, minds, and worth, body love has truly come to stay. When we find total body autonomy for every individual, those magical things mentioned above really can happen. And that magic will ripple out until it affects everyone in a positive sense. It’s that big of a deal. I’ll say it again: Body love has the capacity to change the world.


Hopefully this book can be a game changer for you, but it is by no means the be-all and end-all of body image exploration; far from it. It’s not even the ultimate book of empowering things for fat chicks. The body activism world is multifaceted, and there is a lot of information out there that I suggest you find and ponder. This particular book is a collection of my realizations, epiphanies, and aha! moments interspersed with facts and thoughts that I wish I’d known and had earlier. I want to share these things with you because after embracing body love I have found considerably more fulfillment, purpose, love, and sense of worthiness.


Listen up, because this is important: You deserve to have these things, too. Your size is irrelevant to your ability to find fulfillment, purpose, love, a sense of worthiness, and the ovaries to not give a fuck.


I deserve it and you deserve it . . . so read on, my friend. Read on.

















[image: ]


start now, GODDAMNIT: waiting doesn’t workstart now, GODDAMNIT: waiting doesn’t work


[ CHAPTER TWO ][ CHAPTER TWO ]


Sorry I yelled.


It’s just REALLY that important.


One of the traps we fall into as humans (flawed creatures that we are) is the one I mentioned in the last chapter, the one where we decide we’re going to (fill in the blank with important life activity) AFTER we lose x number of pounds. Or maybe instead of losing pounds, it’s building muscle. Or burning fat. Whatever it is, the issue is that we limit our lives because we refuse to do something good, great, or needed until we change our bodies.


There are a lot of fucked-up things about this situation, y’all.


I did a phone interview for a confidence website written by teens, and after a chat about the basics of body love, the young interviewer shared her personal story with me. One of the things that resonated with me real hard (and will for many others, I’m sure) was when she said, “I kept telling myself I would do this and that after I lose weight, and I just got so tired . . . so tired of making myself promises that I knew I could never keep.”


OMG I KNOW THAT EXHAUSTION. The skyrocketing hope that lasts for sixty seconds because this time you’re gonna become a better version of you and THEN everything will be okay. And then comes the exhaustion after trying so hard yet still feeling inadequate, which only reminds you how much you truly hate yourself.


It’s a really sad thing.
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Real talk: Your life is not going to become more amazing, happier, or more successful after you lose those 10 pounds. Or 20 pounds. Or 50 pounds.
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The saddest part is we do this to ourselves over and over again. Things I hear often: I’ll take those family photos once I lose 10 pounds: I’ll look better then. I’ll start dating again once I lose 10 pounds: More people will reply to my profile. I’ll join the gym, but only after I lose 10 pounds on my own first: I don’t want to be embarrassed. I’ll buy this dress, but only after I lose 10 pounds: I can’t bring myself to buy something that big.


Real talk: Your life is not going to become happier, more amazing, or more successful after you lose those 10 pounds. Or 20 pounds. Or 50 pounds. Because the pounds aren’t really the issue. Your state of mind is.


Here. Allow me to illustrate with a super-duper personal story. Because that’s what I do best.


While searching for some old college essays a little bit ago, I stumbled upon a forgotten online photo album that held forty-eight pages of memories from my last ten years. I was thrilled to find this photographic treasure chest and eagerly clicked through, reliving every moment I had captured. It’s so strange, the things old photos can evoke. I could somehow remember the smell of my dorm room, the dust in the abandoned apartments upstairs, that particular monsoon season, those nights smoking cloves in a hoodie, that visit to a park in Baltimore, those tears shed on top of a parking garage, that drive to nowhere, those feelings of hopelessness, that moment of ecstatic joy, that trip to the museum for the Renoir exhibit, that afternoon spent listening to Jenny Watson and drinking High Life in the backyard, that week spent on the circus train, and that cup of espresso in Venice. The evolution of me becoming who I am today was laid out in front of me: my many faces and multiple facets. It all came back to me with such force, it nearly knocked the breath out of me. It was unexpectedly powerful.


Then I noticed how beautiful I was in all these old pictures—and I immediately connected this with how much thinner I used to be. I wasn’t skinny, but I wasn’t fat, and this shocked my nervous system in a way I can’t explain. I became hyperaware of how uncomfortable I felt sitting in my current body, and how I didn’t see that body reflected in any of the photos on my screen. I was instantly attacked by those cruel teachings of society that I’ve internalized my entire life. I wasn’t necessarily fat back then—maybe just bigger than some. So why did I remember always feeling like I was twice the size that I was? How was my body dysmorphia (exaggerated or imagined perception of one’s physical flaws) so extreme that I felt like I was an embarrassment to those around me? Why did I hate myself so much when I looked that great? How could I not see how beautiful I was back then? Maybe I’m even more of a failure now than I was then, and maybe I should lose weight to become like Old Me again. Maybe I would meet more people if I looked like Old Me. Maybe I would succeed more if I looked like Old Me. Maybe I would be happier if I looked like Old Me. Maybe Old Me was better.


And then I caught myself.


I realized that Old Me hated everything about herself. I can see the beauty so clearly now, but she had no idea. She loathed every part of her body and wished she could trade it in for anything else. Anything. Her self-esteem was nonexistent, though she pretended this wasn’t the case. Old Me wanted to die instead of live in that body, and I wish I could have hugged her and told her how exquisite she was.


And then I started to sob.


I sobbed for the girl who was so beautiful on both the inside and the outside but couldn’t see it. I sobbed for the girl who spent years missing out on magical parts of life because her perspective was poisoned. I sobbed for the girl who repeatedly punished herself for not being good enough. And I sobbed for every other girl out there who believes the same lies that she did. I sobbed because these lies destroy lives.


And then my answer came. Retrieving the body of Old Me wouldn’t change a thing. I’m fatter than I have ever been yet somehow happier than I have ever been. I have a career and a mission in life. I have more fulfilling relationships. I am solid in my beliefs. I have more positive attention. I have people who love me, a lover who wants me, and goals that I’m achieving.


I am the happiest I have ever been, and this simply proves that happiness is not a size. Happiness is a state of being. Happiness is about finding what you love about yourself and sharing it. Happiness is about taking what you hate about yourself and learning to love it. Happiness is an internal sanctuary where you are enough just as you are, right now.


A webcomic site called Toothpaste for Dinner has one comic that shows a fat man who says, “I hate myself.” The next frame shows him as a skinny man saying, “Nope, that wasn’t it.”1 Every time I read it I smile at that profound truth. All too often we decide that we’ll love ourselves “just the way we are” . . . but only after we change. The reality is our dissatisfaction with our bodies isn’t a physical issue; it’s a mental barrier, and until we address that root problem we will find ourselves looking in the mirror with a frown on our face no matter our size. Complete and total body acceptance is the key to changing our perspective on life, and it starts on the inside.


We can’t treat our minds and bodies well until we learn to love them. Nothing good comes out of finding the flaws and harboring resentment towards ourselves. I was conventionally stunning and hated everything about my body, hurting it repeatedly on purpose. I am unconventionally beautiful now, and I find myself with more good days than bad. I’m loving myself. Just the way I am. Right now. And I am happy.


And isn’t that what it’s all about?


Well, it is for me.


Transformative moment number 587 (out of a kajillion) on my body love journey happened the day I stopped looking for a model in the mirror. I never realized that up until that point, I was expecting to see “pretty” in my reflection. This delusional expectation only served to reinforce everything that I thought I wasn’t. Instead of unique beauty, what I focused on was my double chin, thunder thighs, pronounced belly, imperfect arms . . . all of them shockingly disappointing as I looked for a thinner, photoshopped version of myself. And guess what? I never saw her.


I wish I could tell you the magic moment when my thinking changed, but all I know is eventually I allowed myself to see my body for what it truly was . . . and that was when I started to develop an appreciation for what I have. I now look for myself in the mirror, and I’m never disappointed. I see my body in all its atypical glory, and most days it just feels oh so right! Nothing was altered except my expectation; to everyone else I looked exactly the same. But to me, that shift changed everything. Internal power, y’all. We gotz it.


I’m painfully aware of the fact that I have apologized for my body for over two decades. Verbally—excusing myself for taking up so much space. Making jokes about what I was eating. Turning down compliments because I didn’t feel deserving. And physically—wearing black, long-sleeved shirts in the Arizona summer. Shying away from anything loud, flashy, or sparkly. Basically doing anything I could to minimize the presence of my body. What a way to live, huh? And sadly, I think we can all relate on some level. I look back on those years of my life now and shake my head. It’s as if I thought I was keeping the fact that I was fat a secret by attempting to disguise it. As if those who saw me in black would then see me in bright colors and gasp, “HOLY SHIT! UNTIL NOW, I HAD NO IDEA SHE WAS FAT!” Illogical. Our bodies cannot truly be hidden, no matter how many black outfits we wear. No matter how many pairs of Spanx we own. No matter how much we suck it in. Doesn’t it seem like a better use of our time to just accept the fact that our bodies are our bodies and live our lives like there is no tomorrow? I’m pretty sure the answer is yes.













THE


FAT


PEOPLE:


do all the things!


CHALLENGE
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#1 CANNONBALL


       If anything, you would think fat people would be THE BEST at cannonballing. It’s pure science, isn’t it? More surface area = bigger splash. I can only assume fat people are not supposed to cannonball for fear of flooding the entire town they live in, but I don’t believe it. So, I very selfishly put the safety of a million people at risk while I tested this theory. And guess what? Fat people can safely cannonball! No need to pull out the emergency kits and rafts just yet. I jumped ten more times just for the hell of it. Still no flood, just more fun. Though I do need to work on my cannonball face . . . it’s far too serious.
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