










[image: ]




[image: ]


Copyright © 2024 Kat Savage

Cover design: Kat Savage

Internal Design: Central Avenue Marketing

Cover Artwork: Shutterstock

Interior Artwork: Kali Pelfrey

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

Published by Central Avenue Poetry, an imprint of Central Avenue Marketing Ltd.

www.centralavenuepublishing.com

FAT GIRL MAGIC

978-1-77168-362-3 (pbk)

978-1-77168-363-0 (ebk)

Published in Canada

1. POETRY / Women Authors 2. POETRY / Subject & Themes - General

1 3 5 7 9 1 8 6 4 2

Keep up with Central Avenue

[image: ]



For my mother,
who told me I could be anything I wanted.
I did it, Mama.




TRIGGER WARNING

Some of the poems contained in this collection mention
body image and diet culture, and allude to eating
disorders and negative viewpoints of fatness, though
this is only intended to paint an accurate picture
of what is experienced living in a fat body. Some of
the poems contained in this collection also contain
terminology associated with witchcraft and spellwork.
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A SPELL FOR THE HURT
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add precisely fourteen insults you were given
before you turned eighteen into a bowl,
and break your hand mixing them into
something that resembles snake oil

add to this mixture one pound of flesh
because everyone wants a piece of you
and you don’t know how to say no

when it reaches a syrup-like consistency,
add lavender

always add lavender
to everything,
the good and bad

if you have any broken promises
lying around, chop them up and
add a few pinches or a whole bowl,
whatever feels right

light a blood-red candle at your altar

repeat three times:
this is what I deserve,
I know no other way than this

drink it up like it’s your only option
but don’t be alarmed if it tastes like sweat
or piss or worse: regret—you’ll get used to it

we all get used to it

welcome to the coven




what is this hold the mirror has on me?

why do I let it make me cry?

is it too late to cover them all up

and pretend I don’t know what I look like?

is it too late to stop hating myself for existing?





THE LOSS OF WEIGHT AND OTHER THINGS

This year, coupled with the one before it, has made me fat. Or rather, fatter. I stand in front of one of those cruel full-length mirrors and pinch at rolls I didn’t have a few years ago. I grimace. I don’t understand how men touch me, let alone fuck me.

I don’t eat anything after two p.m. Over the whole day, I only eat four things. Not four meals. Four individual things. And that’s two more than I wanted to eat. I know what’s happening. It always goes like this. I start to hate my body again and it knows. I lose my appetite without realizing it.

My body begins to shrink faster than it should. I don’t notice until one day my clothes are sagging and I get to rip into my bottom drawer. The one filled with all my skinny clothes.

I touch my body again in front of the mirror and I know it’s smaller, but I can’t see it. I’m still too big. Always too big. So I eat less. Until one day, I try on the pair of jeans held on to for the past five years with a desperate need to be able to wear them again.

They fit.
And I’m happy.
My eyes and cheeks are sunken in, but I’m smiling.

What a shame.
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TINDER MOMENTS #1

you told me you prefer
your women more petite
and told me to have a good day

then you blocked me
before I could respond

I didn’t even get to tell you
to have a good day too



ACCORDING TO THE CHURCH

for Trish from California

they’ll never say it out loud,
it’ll never be more than what you can
read between the lines as they whisper it
over the offering plate

and even then, they’ve never been better
at playing a game of denial as you take
communion and slip on your purity ring

cleanliness is not the thing next to godliness,
unless you mean your bedpost

prettiness, thinness, obedience—
those are the marks of a godly woman
in the eyes of an institution
I had to say goodbye to
just to survive



FUNNY FAT FRIEND

(insert comic relief) because I know the title makes you shift in your seat, a discomfort similar to wool fabric against the skin

(insert self-deprecating joke) because it’s easier to point at myself and laugh than wait for you and your group of friends to beat me to the punch

(insert comic relief) from just outside the frame, spotlight to the left of me, everyone happy, smiling, in love while I stand in the shadows and wait for the next place I can interject something about myself to laugh at

(insert another self-deprecating joke) because I don’t know who I am without them, because I’m not the leading lady and if I list out the reasons why I can’t be, like they’re something to laugh at, it won’t hurt as much



CONTROL THE CURVE

for Samantha from California

not fair, not fair, not fair

the girl to your right eyes your body,
grows green with jealousy, chants

not fair, not fair, not fair

tells you a white girl shouldn’t have a big butt,
like you pulled it from a department store rack,
like you paid extra for it

she laughs to mask her hatred for your body,
that her body isn’t like your body

not fair, not fair, not fair

there are two victims here,
two girls learning
their flesh will be judged

the chanter goes on,
forgets, laughs it off,
no big deal

but you hold on to this moment,
let it cling to you like a wild animal
grips its mother,
feel it each time you look at
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