
a zine

neworldtheatre.com



Why we use the word “Fat” 

And what’s particularly interesting to me, is that even if we believe that
fat people should be exercising and going outside, or that they should
have access to nourishing foods or adequate and comfortable housing,
or higher education, business casual clothing, and even employment
opportunities, we don’t make it easy for them have those things.

What does it mean when someone says “I feel fat”? What are they
usually referring to?

When we hear someone say ‘I feel fat’, they are usually trying to
describe a negative feeling – such as feeling bloated, lazy, exhausted,
unworthy, unattractive, disgusting, or uncomfortable.

Many of the negative feelings we associate with being or feeling fat are
actually reflections of accessibility barriers. For example, in courtrooms,
office board rooms, drop-in centres, waiting rooms, and public transit,
larger bodies have often been left out of their design.

We don’t often look at this lack of consideration for fat peoples’ needs
and comfort from the perspective that such inequalities are wrong.
Rather, we tend to see these accessibility barriers as the consequences
of fat peoples’ choices – we believe it is their fault and therefore they
should be punished accordingly until they manage to achieve a smaller,
more normative body.

When you pair the lack of comfortable
seating, with a lack of appropriate clothing,
with the reality that just leaving your house
as a fat person makes you vulnerable to
harassment and violence from the people
around you, we can see how just trying to
exist in the world as a fat person can be very
exhausting, and sometimes impossible.

By Layla Cameron

It may even be making you uncomfortable
that we are using the word fat so
nonchalantly, or frequently. We do this for
two reasons:



1. Fat is an adjective that I use to describe myself, just as I would also say that I
am tall and have brown hair. For myself and many others, the word ‘fat’ is a
neutral descriptor.

I encourage you to use the word fat in relation
to your own identity if that feels appropriate to
you. However, the ongoing influence of fat
stigma means that it is important to allow other
folks to self-identify as fat, rather than
identifying them as fat yourself.

2. As someone invested in fat liberation, I also use the
word ‘fat’ intentionally and strategically. While it is just a
neutral descriptor, for me, it is also a political identity,
similar to my identity as a queer person. Queer was also a
slur weaponized against people who were told they
didn’t belong, or they weren’t normal, but it has since
been reclaimed as a valid orientation as well as political
identity.

My identification with, and use of the word fat, similarly intends to strip the word of its
harshness and redefine what it means to be fat, while also aligning myself and my work
with communities that hold similar values.

I often refer to the language within the fat spectrum to categorize and acknowledge
differences within fat communities. As you can see in this chart (found on the next
page), made by Ash of The Fat Lip Podcast, these terms range from small fat, to mid fat,
superfat, and infinifat.

While an imperfect way to differentiate between these categories (as you can see,
clothing size is roughly used to draw the boundaries between these groups), this
spectrum is really useful in terms of applying a more intersectional analysis to how fat
people experience fat stigma in significantly different ways; for example, I can usually
find clothing that fits me at plus-size stores, and while uncomfortable, I can likely find a
chair in a classroom or on the bus to sit on.







What Body Sovereignty Means To Me
An Indigenous Perspective by: 

Shilo George (she/they)

I have a sovereign
right to my body, to

my sacred
responsibility to it, to
my connection and
to all choices about

my body. 

Body sovereignty is timeless, healing, 
sacred and action.

Body sovereignty is my survivance and exists
outside colonial understanding and imagining. 

My body is sacred. 
No arguments. No caveats. No opinions. 

My body is a gift
from Creator and

thousands of prayers
of my ancestors. My
ancestors are my life

collaborators and
fully support my

healing. 

Three generations of
my Cheyenne
grandmothers:

Buffalo Woman,
Bonhist Medicine

Woman, Mary 

Love & healing across
generations

www.shilogeorge.com





Accepting myself is a life-long process that comes
easier on some days and almost impossible on others. 

I used to be so angry with my body. I used to pray and imagine
myself smaller, prettier, healthier, acceptable and even

desirable. If only my body would comply, my mouth would be
satisfied with less food and my mind would have more will

power. If only I could win and be successful in that rat-trap of
hell scape called dieting. If only I could be a winner and cross
that finish line where everything was perfect, I was completely

loved, everyone cheered for me and we all celebrated my
victory over my unruly body. 

My body yelled “I LOVE YOU!” the other day. It rang through my
mind as if a child had run into my mind, yelled and then skipped

back out of the room. Full of innocent adoration, giggles and
contagious sincerity. 

I’ll never forget it
. 

www.shilogeorge.com

I don’t blame myself. 

But that’s the dream of colonization.
That’s the force of capitalism. 

i love you









I recently had a conversation with my students about our
relationship to movement and how we feel when our bodies are in
motion. There was so much vulnerability and openness, and in
short we discovered that this shit is complicated! In a world that
puts a premium on thinness, the desire to move in certain ways
usually has more to do with what we've been conditioned to want,
as opposed to what we actually want.

I used to move solely for the purpose of shrinking my body. No
matter how strong or flexible I got, no matter the mental and
physical benefits, if the number on the scale wasn't moving, it all
meant nothing. And after years of approaching myself and my
body in that way, I was ready for a change. What I didn’t expect
was how hard it would be to walk away. Turns out that hating our
bodies is a great bonding exercise for women and it was a
favourite pastime of mine, so leaving it felt incredibly strange. It
was lonely, if I'm honest. It also felt like giving up. 

If my life was an ocean, I had just jumped off of the lifeboat that I
had been clinging to for decades. And desperate to find something
else to hold onto, I found myself swimming like crazy, looking for
the next right choice, the next community, the next lifeboat. But all
I could see was a vast expanse of nothing. In my most
uncomfortable moments, I tried to go back to the familiar, but it no
longer felt comfortable or safe. I knew too much. So with nothing
left to do, I reluctantly let myself float. And you know what? After
years of swimming, kicking, hanging on, trying and failing, hating
myself and trying again, the gift of letting it all go and simply
drifting out to sea was at once the most terrifying and best thing I
could have done. Before I could move in a new direction, I needed
the space to release the old one.

I'm not someone that does terribly well with the unknown, but I
have come to appreciate the spaces in between and the moments
of silence that come with them. And drifting in that space brought
so much quiet. I wasn’t loving myself, but I wasn’t hating myself
either.

Fa
t Joy with  Helen Camis
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Finding joy and pleasure in movement where
there hasn't been any for a long time, means
letting go of your lifeboat and floating for a
while. If you've only known what it is to push
and punish, try complete rest or slow gentle
movement. If you don't enjoy the activities
you're doing, leave them behind and try
something new. If the number on the scale
means everything, throw the scale out. You are
so much more than a meaningless number.

Lots of fat+happy love,
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Give yourself the space to float, to release and to
enjoy the silence in between. And only when you’re
ready, meet yourself again and ask yourself and
your body what feels right for you. Trust your gut
and see where it takes you. 

You can be fat and happy. You can find joy,
pleasure, play, confidence and peace in movement.
I wish you all the joy and freedom that I have found
by simply giving myself permission to let go of the
things that would not allow me to embrace and
celebrate myself every day.

Helen
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Fat Sizes

for

Fat people

by Joanne

Tsung
I have some more shit to get off my 44H’s.
You know how all fat people are extremely
good at math? Since we constantly have to
be doing math? You know the bullshit I
speak of? Portion size for who? A toddler?
You gotta do multiplication! You have to
learn division!

This is especially frustrating for a stupid and fat woman like me
where I am a size 16 at the Gap, a size 10 at Old Navy, an extra
small at Costco and I am banned from going into Aritzia and if I
even try to go to Lululemon, they call the coast guard to come
“remove the whale from our store”. What were they thinking?!
The retail gods really thought they were the ones to fill in the
education gap? They thought, “we also have to help the fats be
good at math by NOT communicating or following any rules
when it comes to sizing”.

Shopping as a fat woman is absolutely maniacal. Straight up
bonkers. Whomst ever it was, it was definitely someone with an
unsound mind who never got hugged long enough for oxytocin
to kick in. The majority of stores don’t carry past size 14 or 16 even
though the MAJORITY of our population is Between sizes 14-20. If
they do, it is often, if not always sold ONLY online which 1.
Deprives us fat people with an in store shopping experience and
more importantly, 2. The opportunity to steal. Even if they carry it
in store, it’s often ugly fucking tents! I will never understand why
it’s not the exact same as the skinny clothes but just bigger. Give
me fast fat fashion! Fat people have money! I’ll pay!... probably.

All I am saying is, make cute clothes for fat people 
and don’t put security tags on them!



Give the info before anyone asks!
List it on your website, make social media posts & include
accessibility info in tandem with general event or program info
Be sure to include: 
         Seating info
         Wayfinding & venue layout
               distance from parking lot or transit
               proximity to accessible washrooms 
               stairs or elevator access? 

FATNESS & ACCESSIBILITY
Accessibility is complex! When working to create

accessible spaces, Fat Bodies are often left out of
the conversation. Here are some actionable steps

& things to consider when making space to support
ALL bodies. Use this knowledge for creating

community spaces & events or for advocating for
fat bodies in existing spaces! 

Easy Information

Consider seat width & depth & height [minimum 20 inches width is ideal]
Does the seating have armrests and/or backrest?
Is seating free-standing or in a bank?
What is the seating weight limit? [minimum 400lbs is ideal!]
How would someone request a more accessible seating option? 

Fat Friendly Seating



FATNESS & ACCESSIBILITY

Engage with Fat People!
Be sure to do so in an authentic way &

accept that not every fat person will be
willing to take on the labour. Lucky for

you, there is lots of great Fat Liberation
content available online! 

STILL Unsure How to Accommodate?

Prioritize Non-Stigmatized
Fat Representation

Show fat bodies enjoying your venue/event/programming!
Ensure your social media has body diversity - this signals

that Fat Folx are welcome & will be accomodated

NO Diet Talk or Fatphobia!
This kind of discourse is often unescapable to Fat Folx -
consider creating spaces free of this conversation and
handle instances of fatphobia seriously when they come
to your attention.
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