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Lipstick on a Pig

Rachel Held

My stomach is always full of dread
Envy is all | can feel.

| look at girls who are pretty,

And | think, why not me?

Maybe it's my curly hair that is frizzy
Or my arms that jiggle.

Maybe it's my thin lips

And my annoying voice.

| try to put on makeup,

but | can’t hide it.

It's all | see and feel.

The one day | felt decent, | heard it.
Lipstick on a Pig.

I'd never heard that one before,

but | instantly knew what they meant.

Maybe if | don't eat
Maybe if | get new clothes
Maybe if | get different makeup
Maybe if | hide how | feel, no one will notice
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Maybe one day | will be able to look at myself in the mirror.
I've been on a diet since | was ten years old
I've tried different clothes and styles
I've gotten different makeup
I've hidden how | feel
I'm still me.

All | feel is hunger.

All | want is to be pretty.
All I need is to be loved.
But who can love a pig?

I've tried everything.

I learned how to change myself.

| learned how to act like someone I'm not.
| did what | was told.

| put lipstick on a-pig me.
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