














[PEN & PAPER] 

FROM FAIR AND LOVELY TO YOGA OBSESSION, DOES 
THE BATTLE TO BE PERFECT EVER END? ANAM MANSUR! 
CHARTS OUT THE EVOLUTION OF EXPECTATION FROM 
HER BODY OVER THEYEARS. 

BY ANAM MANSURI • 

here are times when I really need to feel good 

about myself, and 'Filmazia' is nowhere to be 

found on my television. My cable provider can 

be really annoying. On days like these I often 

take a deep breath and try to play the Lolly­

wood music channel's dance sequences in my 

mind. I picture the actress Sana in a midriff, 

her gigantic breasts spilling out of her cholli as she launches 

into series of bust thrusts when Shaan grabs on to her rolls of 

stomach fat and stares at her longingly. I burst out into giggles. 

It is jarring to see, or even imagine, a woman that big, unabash­

edly showing off her body. And, on top of this, all of that being 

attractive to a man half her size. Because fat is just not nice 

right? I could just as well be amused by the overly contrived 

sexual expressions Sana makes that switch with every beat of 

the song or Shaan's statuesque side profile in every shot. While 

all of these features definitely add to the amusement they are 

not even close to the star of the show. It is mostly the fat that 

makes this scenario so comical. For some time now though I 

have begun to wonder why. 

I have never been the average South Asian body type. Ever since 

I can remember I have been bony and athletic. It worked really 

well for me for about 10 years. I loved outdoor sports, and was 

always invited to play with the boys at lunch break, even when 

it was cool to dislike the female kind. I was fast and fearless 

and wore my gazillion scars like shiny medals. All of this often 

made me the cool one in class - the girl that seamlessly defied 

the gender barriers that were so distinct in those early years. I 

didn't realise then how badly the tables were soon going to tum. 
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When we hit eleven, all the girls' breasts started to grow. Ap­

parently mine did not get the memo. At twelve, my best friend, 

the annoying one who always chose to sit out PE period, be­

came the object of every boy's adoration. She had come of age 

before every other girl, and apparently years before I was ever 

going to get there. At this point I was still wiry, taller than the 

rest of the girls and flat as a board. I insisted on getting a sports 

bra when all the other girls did, and then a regular bra a year 

later. My mother's pleas to "just wait a little while longer" met 

with streams of tears and banging of doors loudly. 

Where I was thinner than the average girl my age, my sister, 

one year older, was heavier than the average girl her age. At 

family dinners and social events aunties would always glance 

down at us and point out to my parents in fascination and often 

amusement, how both of us were such different sizes: "One 

soo patli, and one quite healthy Mashallah!" It was around 

this time both of us had discovered, that the meanest and most 

hard-hitting insults that we could possibly give each other 

when we fought, were ones that focused on our bodily inse­

curities. "Moti bhains" was my weapon of choice while ''patli 

chipkali" was hers. As I became more comfortable with being 

less curvy than the average Pakistani girl, my sister grew big­

ger and my insults had greater impact. It was then she discov­

ered the greatest manufactured Pakistani female insecurity of 

all time. Colour. I was darker than her, and now she had all the 

ammunition she needed for a while. 
















