Kelly is from heaven. Or at least that's what the MC for the B99.3 air guitar contest said. On to the stage stepped a full blown flower of womanhood. If today's average size 12 woman is a daisy, Kelly can only be a hydrangea. More than Rubenesque, but she moves with an easy grace, rolling her hips and shaking her breasts as she curried favor from the crowd, confident that she'd win the $99 at stake. And she did, although I'm not sure it was because her performance was so outstanding, the others were so awful or her brother was one of the judges.  

When they called her back on stage, she took the roll of 99 singles and shoved it between her mountainous breasts. Someone yelled for her to take off her shirt as a few of the male contestants had done, but instead she shimmied around the stage, gyrating and pulsing to the forgotten rhythms of the excesses of 80s glam rock.  

From my vantage point, I was unable to determine Kelly's exact shape. My impressions of her was that she was large--much larger than me, and I thought, good for her that she's confident enough in her skin and comfortable enough with herself to be up there on stage, letting it all hang out. Good for the people in the crowd who appeared to enjoy her antics, shredding--at least momentarily--conventional judgment about weight. 

As the night rambled on and the daisies, roses, and magnolia blossoms continued to dance, beginning to wilt, Kelly made her way back to the stage. Apparently it was an extra special day for her. Not only had she won $99, it was her birthday. In the banter with the lead singer, it was revealed that the hydrangea had engaged in several instances of naked swimming with the band. 

From a slightly different angle, I began to get an idea of just how large the hydrangea was. I'm bad about judging sizes so I can't say really give an idea of in terms of she was a 20...or a 32...or a 40, but her expansive belly hung low over her natural waist, obliterating any semblance of curves, pushing out against her black short-sleeved shirt with pink lace trim, coming to rest on the bulging flesh of her upper things, completely obscuring her genitals. When prompted to turn around and "shake that ass," the picture became even clearer. 

She was wearing what looked like black gauchos, intending to be loose and flowing but not quite succeeding. The back of her body was a wide vista, with plateaus carved out of the sides of her hips. Sharp angles creating divots were dimples should have been. Her ass was flat, lacking the rounded curves of health, the material bunching in the folds of her body.

One of my companions turned to me and asked if Kelly realized they were all making fun of her. As my pleasant alcoholic haze lifted, I looked around, trying to determine if they-the band, the bar--were in fact making fun of her. Ridiculing her for her size. Snickering at her for believing she had a right to be on that stage, her sexuality as celebrated as that of the skinniest sorority girls making out with the most readily available boy.

I don't know if I misjudged the patrons’ reaction to her initially or if the full effect of alcohol hadn't yet kicked in. Maybe for her first appearance on the stage, the crowd was at that level of consumption that follows the initial rush, making everything pleasant, and precedes the belligerent and juvenile phase. Or maybe the band really does love her; it's just the rest of the world contained in Rick's American Cafe that are assholes.

While I believe that men are not as shallow as the media would like them to be, it is hard to deny the bombardment of images, attempting to force-feed the population an image of what an attractive woman should be. The slender frame, with the big boobs, slightly bubbled butt, blindingly white teeth, tanned skin, and long blonde hair. Considering the growing obesity rate in the United States, we know that particular image does not match reality. Companies like Dove have started the Real Woman campaign, but somehow, I can't imagine the hydrangea planted among her less substantial cousins in the pages of a magazine or on our television screen. We're not ready yet for a woman so real, which means Kelly is what? Unreal? Fake? Nonexistent?

By "we", I must include myself in that collective. After having read Mellin's The Solution, I have been conscious of my own judgments and prejudices when it comes to the burdens some of us carry around. Acceptance of others becomes integral to my acceptance of myself, and as I have become more magnolia-ish than rosy, I don't truly want to face that fact that it could be just as easily as it is Kelly.

My belly is rounded, my breasts, strain against my shirts, my thighs are large. I am, I think, comfortable with my body. My own nakedness does not bother me as much as my body in clothing does. When out, I have been known to stride confidently onto a stage and work it for al it's worth. I am unashamed and not embarrassed, even though increasingly I am aware of a desire for a change, stemming from a concern about health. If at my size I'm willing to accept who I am, why am I unwilling to grant the same to others? If I can accept that my friends and acquaintances are wiling to accept me as I am, extra pounds and all, why is it so difficult for me to trust that Kelly's circle of influence feels the same way about her? Confidence is, they say, what is really attractive, and I have read enough about the great seductress were often not also great beauties. Life is not so easily categorized and it is not quite cut and dry. 

Maybe Kelly really is from heaven and that place doesn't really care much about taut stomachs and high breasts. Maybe in the heaven where the hydrangea lives, it really doesn't matter. Maybe. 

