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“My life was a circus and a comedy show by the age of three months: I was already the size of a
one-year-old! I was hairy with big cheeks, big legs, feet akin to tamales and hands like an over-
stuffed pita bread,” writes twenty-year-old Alberto Hidalgo-Robert in this fascinating memoir
about his lifelong struggle with obesity.The first grandchild born into his family in El Salvador,
Alberto is showered with attention and gifts. Soon, though, he is known as “El Gordito,” or the
little fat boy. By the age of seven, he weighed a whopping 120 pounds and his pediatrician had
started him on a diet. By the time he was nine he had tried ten different diets. His life became a
vicious cycle of eating to excess, sneaking food and lying to himself and his parents; he was the
butt of practical jokes and teased by peers and strangers, ultimately turning into a recluse,
addicted to food and television.From the low point of his descent into obesity hell, Hidalgo-
Robert chronicles how he was able to take hold of his life, reinvent himself and become a model
for other teenagers who are battling weight issues. A spirited tale of a young man who lost his
way, this book offers a roadmap for living a healthy life and regaining self-respect and social
acceptance. Each chapter contains “battling” tools, examples of both good and bad behavior
and typical self-deceptions in the war to conquer oneself and live a healthier life. He even
includes easy-to-make recipes for delicious foods that will appeal to any teenager.An absorbing
account of one young person’s attempts to deal with obesity, this cautionary tale is for anyone
interested in this country’s leading health issue.PRAISE FOR THE BOOK:“In this touching and
often humorous memoir, a young Latino man from Texas recalls his childhood as the obese
center of his extended family. Teenagers, and perhaps especially Latino readers, will relate to his
struggles with family expectations and sabotage.” — VOYA

About the AuthorALBERTO HIDALGO-ROBERT studies biochemistry at Notre Dame de Namur
University in Belmont, California. He is also the founder of an online anti-obesity campaign,
Healthy Bert: No Child Left with a Big Behind Foundation. He lives with his family in Redwood
City, California. --This text refers to the paperback edition.Review"In this touching and often
humorous memoir, a young Latino man from Texas recalls his childhood as the obese center of
his extended family. Teenagers, and perhaps especially Latino readers, will relate to his
struggles with family expectations and sabotage." --VOYA"A timely account of a teen's success
in losing weight and improving his health. Hidalgo-Robert describes in a conversational style
how he became so heavy. An honest, emotional, and realistic personal narrative. A good choice
for self-help reading or as a discussion book, this is a worthy motivational resource." --School
Library Journal --This text refers to the paperback edition.From the Back Cover"My life was a
circus and a comedy show by the age of three months: I was already the size of a one-year-old! I
was hairy with big cheeks, big legs, feet akin to tamales and hands like an over-stuffed pita



bread," writes twenty-year-old Alberto Hidalgo-Robert in this fascinating memoir about his
lifelong struggle with obesity.The first grandchild born into his family in El Salvador, Alberto is
showered with attention and gifts. Soon, though, he is known as "El Gordito," or the little fat boy.
By the age of seven, he weighed 120 pounds and his pediatrician had started him on a diet. By
the time he was nine he had tried ten different diets. His life became a vicious cycle of eating to
excess, sneaking food and lying to himself and his parents; he was the butt of practical jokes
and teased by peers and strangers, ultimately turning into a recluse, addicted to food and
television.From the low point of his descent into obesity hell, Hidalgo-Robert chronicles how he
was able to take hold of his life, reinvent himself and become a model for other teenagers who
are battling weight issues. A spirited tale of a young man who lost his way, this book offers a
roadmap for living a healthy life and regaining self-respect and social acceptance. Each chapter
contains "battling" tools, examples of both good and bad behavior and typical self-deceptions in
the war to conquer oneself and live a healthier life. He even includes easy-to-make recipes for
delicious foods that will appeal to any teenager.An absorbing account of one young person's
attempts to deal with obesity, this cautionary tale is for anyone interested in this country's
leading health issue.--This text refers to the paperback edition.Read more
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ForewordObesity’s ChestnutWhat is this? Who am I? Why in the world did I write this book?My
story starts with a five-year-old kid holding a large chocolate milkshake and an extra-large order
of french fries. What’s wrong with this picture?Well, first thing, it looked like the milkshake
weighed more than the kid holding it. He almost dropped the cup as soon as it was placed in his
tiny hands.Let’s be realistic! We live in the twenty-first century in the most “supersized” country
of them all. So let’s face reality here. Let’s not lie to ourselves—because you, your mom and dad,
your brothers and sisters, your dogs, your cat and your canary know that, nowadays, a ten-
pound milkshake is considered “normal.”But realistically, what is normal when it comes to food?
Two plus two equals four; that’s normal. Going to school is normal. Breathing is normal. Eating is
normal. But E.T. (remember him?) is not normal, and the day I saw that child was just like an E.T.
experience for me. A five-year-old kid about to drink a milkshake he could barely hold up is crazy
—it’s out of this world!What is wrong with us?Did I mention that the milkshake was bigger than
the kid’s head? Tip: Anything bigger than your head should not be eaten by anyone—not by and
especially not by a five-year-old child. When someone who weighs barely fifty pounds is about to
drink—from one glass—something that weighs up to five percent of his weight, that is not
normal.And really, did he need the extra-large fries? Does a fifty-pound child need an extra-large
serving of anything?All this begs the question: Where were the parents? By buying that food for
him, they were giving their approval to unhealthy food choices. They didn’t need their voice
boxes to do so. They were letting their child fall prey to something called manipulation, and also
something that they might consider to be unconditional love.In the first chapter of this book,
you’ll discover how those two factors can affect a child from the day he is born through the rest



of his days.But how does this E.T. episode relate to my memoir?Fourteen years ago, I was that
kid with the large chocolate milkshake in one hand and the extra-large order of french fries in the
other. How did I end up? Like a limping dog—in pain, deprived of self-esteem and self-
confidence, with an enormous lack of self-respect, completely alienated from self-love. You’ll
see.Just as an appetizer, let me tell you a fact about me and my journey: I ended up weighing as
much as a newborn baby elephant! And if that kid I saw holding the overgrown milkshake keeps
eating that way—if the kid’s parents let him keep eating that way—then he’ll end up on the route I
was traveling on. I’m not talking about the road less traveled, folks, but rather the one that a good
60 percent of our nation is now traveling.My name is Alberto Hidalgo-Robert or—as my friends
Rukshana, Megan and Miriam call me—Bert, for short. And because I’m your friend now, and
because you became part of this crazy, circus-like ride the moment you picked up this book, you
are welcome to call me that too!I was born in the tiniest country in Central America, little bean-
shaped El Salvador, on September 12, 1991. I was the first son, grandson, nephew and great-
grandson of a tiny family: ten people maximum. In November 2002, my parents and I immigrated
to Redwood City, California, where we now reside—and where we remain a tiny family.By trade,
I’m a college student at Notre Dame de Namur University, where I study biochemistry. I’m also
the founder of an online anti-obesity campaign, Healthy Bert: No Child Left with a Big Behind
Foundation. You might have read one of my blogs, or you may have seen one of my YouTube
videos, or you might follow me on Twitter . . . or maybe, just maybe, you’ve cooked one of my
healthy recipes.For those who don’t know me, I want to welcome you to my zany journey and life.
Hello, friend I haven’t met yet! No matter what you already know about me, what you do not
know about me is what I want to share with you in the following pages.Have you noticed how the
problem of obesity has grown nonstop in this country in the past few years? I used to be part of
that cadre of obese Americans. Not long ago, my life was about to crumble down . . . and it would
have, if it hadn’t been for the Lucile Packard Weight Control Program, the healthy “tools” I was
presented with and my parents (keep reading, and you’ll understand how everything came into
play).Being so close to losing that battle was the worst feeling I’ve ever experienced. It was as if I
were signing my life over to the devil. I felt like I was trying to fight a battle unarmed, without a
scintilla of self-love. Self-love is described by the World English Dictionary as “the instinct or
tendency to seek one’s own well-being or to further one’s own interests.” The container where
my self-love was supposed to be was unoccupied. Vacant. Empty. I had zero, nil, nada.What I
didn’t have in self-respect, I had in weight: more than sixty pounds of excess weight and about to
cross into the Diabetic Zone. I went that far! I almost ended up giving up my life, dreams and
hopes, handing them over to Obesity. I don’t want you to go through what I went through. I’d
rather make my life an obese example not to follow. I’d rather let my story be known than hear
that the statistics of kids dying due to the effects of obesity are increasing by the hour. I’d rather
you laugh at my crazy experiences and episodes, and learn something from them. I’d rather
share my Tools, in every single chapter, than see you heading for the thin ice. I’d rather help you
than waste the knowledge I’ve learned. Becoming your health template would be more



rewarding than keeping this knowledge to myself and seeing you deteriorate, bit by bit. I’d rather
use that knowledge to help you save your life or help you help others save their lives.Oh yeah! I
forgot to tell you. Once you finish this book, you will have many weapons to counteract obesity
and build a healthier life—and I don’t want you to waste those weapons. I want this to be a
domino effect. I’ll give you information, you give information to someone else and they pass it
along and so on. Why waste useful weapons and let our lives go to waste? So this book is not
only about you learning; it is about you learning and then becoming the teacher. You’ll be like a
health guru!Last-minute words:I know I am not the greatest philosopher or novelist of all time,
but I’m a young adult who has taken the responsibility to help others save their own lives and
other people’s lives. I’m a young adult who has taken the responsibility to promote a healthy
lifestyle. I have taken the responsibility to protect others from Obesity.My writing is probably not
the best; sometimes I won’t make sense. I know that if I’ve made a thousand grammar mistakes
or have used the wrong wording too often, I might lose you. But if, because of my journey, you
absorb at least one new healthy habit—either an eating or an exercising habit—I will know my
hard work is paying off and your new life has become a work in progress.Revolutionizing your life
and turning it into a healthier life takes time. You might get frustrated, tired, annoyed or mad, but
let me tell you something: Do not give up! Also, remember that now you have a new friend, me,
who will take you by the hand. You can take my crazy, hilarious stories with you wherever you
want, and I’ll be right next to you. With this book, you can let me lead you to a healthier lifestyle,
by sharing my journey. I’ll be here 24/7.Pretend my “fable,” if you want to call it that, is like a lunch
menu. First of all, you will have to sit and relax; breathe in, breathe out.Then we will start with an
appetizer—which, in this case, will be the stories behind my bulging fat, the history of my limping
life and stretch marks. After finishing my appetizer, we will dive right into the main dish, which will
contain all the secrets behind how I won the battle. You’ll learn the truth behind the pounds I lost.
In other words, the main dish will be like the juicy, delicious, grilled patty in a hamburger—the
best part!At last, we will get to the dessert (the second-best part!) In this memoir, the dessert will
represent the end of my struggle against my demon and the beginning of my new life. It will
include the beginning of my self-love, the beginning of my ability to walk down the street without
looking straight down at the gray cement, afraid of what others are saying about my bulging lump
of a body.The end of my story is a break from my obese past, which I chose not to continue, and
the beginning of the present and future that I chose! Moreover, during this third part of my
memoir, I will share some decadent and delicious personal recipes—some I’ve come up with
and others that I’ve modified—which might help you to begin your new lifestyle.We will have to
go slowly, because otherwise the message is lost and your head might just explode. I didn’t want
our memoir (Yes! It is already yours, too!) to be just another diet book or another weight-loss
book hanging out on the shelf. You know those books . . . the ones that tell us what to do until we
discover that those regimens don’t even work? Yeah, those! I wanted our memoir, and my
laughable experiences, to be remarkable—but most of all, useful!I will stop yapping now, which I
will do a lot in this book, so that you can start.To begin, we will have to travel close to nineteen



years back into the past. So turn the page and let’s begin.

Chapter 1A Baby Buddha Was BornSeptember 12, 1991-1997Boy, he’ll be a great football player
—so big and tall for his age. . . . Being overweight runs in our family; there’s nothing to be
done. . . . It’s a problem with his metabolism. . . . Look at the chubby baby, those fat little legs—
isn’t he cute?My life was a circus and a comedy show by the age of three months: I was already
the size of a one-year-old! I was hairy with big cheeks, big legs, feet akin to tamales and hands
like over-stuffed, gone-wrong pita breads. Soon, everyone in the family started visiting me. I was
the first boy, nephew, grandson, great-grandson of the family; and to top it all off, I was the first
child within my parents’ group of friends. Oh yeah! I was a total Super Star. In a way, I was like
the Dalai Lama—everyone was coming to see me. And of course, they brought gifts! Being the
first at everything—from the first at baby-farting and baby-burping to the first wearing Pampers—
made the whole situation more of a spectacle.One of the first few visits was from a friend of my
parents—Elena (whom I later called Aunt Elena; we became that close!). My parents, Cecilia
and Hugo, said that Aunt Elena came running into our house, ecstatic, jumping up and down,
with a gift wrapped in baby Dalmatians-print. She also held a balloon that said “It’s a Boy!”As
soon as Aunt Elena saw the big lump resting in the bassinet—in which I barely fit—she turned to
my mom. Her eyes were about to burst out of her skull and her lower mandible almost touched
the ground.“What the hell did you eat during your pregnancy?” she asked. “This kid is
huge!”Then she began unwrapping the present. She showed my mom the newborn jumper. It
was designed to fit a normal newborn. But only one of my sausage-like legs would have fit in that
tiny outfit.Aunt Elena wasn’t done; just to dig herself into a deeper hole, she remarked, “I
should’ve bought a jumper for a one-year-old!”The size of a one-year-old, when I’d been around
for barely ninety days? Did she mean me? Of course, it had to be me. At that moment, I became
even more of an exhibition, if that were possible. Instead of congratulations or a hug, my parents
got an unusable jumper, which was never worn, not even by my sausage-like leg. They also got
to see a look of shock and hear “this kid is huge!” But my mom didn’t mind. She responded by
saying “Oh, but look at this cute baby!” as she kissed my feet.This was the first but not the last
time I got “This kid is huge!” I heard that same expression again when I was about nine months
old, according to my mom. My Uncle Atto and Aunt Betty came to El Salvador to visit me. They
were really excited to see me because, as I said before, I was the first nephew, and they wanted
to spoil me rotten.But surprise, surprise! They didn’t expect this one, either. When they arrived at
my house and saw me, my mom says, they gaped in shock. Then they asked that question
again: “What the heck do you feed this kid? He looks almost a year and a half old! This kid is
huge!”My mom says that she giggled and said, “But isn’t he cute? Look at those cheeks!” as she
grabbed my cheeks as if they were stretchable balls attached to my face. My mom says that my
uncle took his turn grabbing my cheeks and said “El gordito!”El gordito is a Spanish expression
meaning “little fat boy.” Now, don’t think that word was an insult; don’t get it twisted! It was more
like a cute nickname. Everybody thought it was a compliment! After that day, El Gordito became



my identity. And believe me, sometimes, something inside of me tells me that nickname was
especially created for me.El Gordito became very popular. I became like a little fat golden child. I
was like a baby Buddha. You’ve seen how in some families the attention is always directed
toward a specific child, either because he was the first grandson or first nephew or first graduate
or the first boy. In that family, that kid becomes “the golden child.” Well, everybody was very
interested in seeing me—and, of course, in playing with the rubber balls on my face. Their
attention made me feel special.At any reunion, when my mom entered the room, everyone
would look up. They were not interested in her new outfit or her new highlights; they were
interested in the thing she was carrying. They were interested in seeing my little “cute” tummy
and my rosy, round cheeks. They would go right in for the kill, grabbing my tamale feet, my over-
stuffed pita bread hands and my stretchable bouncy-ball cheeks, and then making farting noises
by pressing their lips against my round, bare belly.Was this behavior normal? Well, I guess it was
somewhat normal for people to be interested in the spectacle coming in through the door. But
after I was several months old, don’t you think that attention would diminish? Don’t you think the
“cute” factor would fade away, just a tiny bit? Weirdly, in my family, my cuteness never left.
Somehow, everybody was blinded by my plump tummy and my adorable, round cheeks.As the
years passed, El Gordito was still standing strong. Weirdly, El Gordito never went out of style. He
was never replaced, much less forgotten. He went through twenty seasons and he was still
present. But of course, eventually, everything must change.The change that took place for me
was not a change for the good.By the time I was six, I was no longer a baby. The nickname El
Gordito was a bit too cute by then. My family needed some spice, so my Uncle Atto decided to
switch it up a bit. He decided to call me “Curly,” after one of the characters in the Three Stooges.
Curly was the funniest and the fattest of them all. He would wear his striped suit with his striped
pants hiked up as high as possible—way up past his belly button. He would wedge his arms into
the matching jacket, which was tight as well. I swear, when watching episodes of the Three
Stooges, I was afraid one of Curly’s jacket buttons would pop off, come through the television,
and hit me in the eye—or maybe break a vase.Thankfully, that never happened. Curly’s jacket
seemed stretchable and the buttons held on, as if by magic. Curly’s magic buttons must have
been strong, since they protected his belly from bursting out. Curly was hilarious. I laughed at
everything he said and did. He was as awkward as someone could be, but his clumsiness was
really funny.I guess that growing up with a belly contained by a very tight Power Ranger shirt,
combined with my natural awkwardness, made Curly the perfect nickname for a six-year-old boy
—right?In order to keep up with this new nickname, I had to upgrade! My hair was chopped off
almost all the way to the root, just like Curly’s. My shirts became tighter, as did my shorts. My
belly became bigger—maybe that’s why my shirts got tighter. My cheeks became fuller; my legs
looked like turkey legs, as if they were ready to be eaten at Christmas dinner. My arms took on
the proportions of Italian sausages. By that time, my new awkwardness began to shine. I was
living la vida Curly. I was living up to Curly’s standards, and I was somehow able to pull it off.I
clearly remember one day when we were going to have a barbeque at my grandparents’ house. I



don’t know why it was so important, but I knew I had to get a haircut and new attire. My mom
went to the salon (which was rare), my dad shaved, and even my French Poodle, Negra, got
fluffed up. I guess this barbeque was an important event.Around ten a.m., my dad took me to the
barbershop down the block. Obviously, we didn’t want to get “tired,” so we took the car—even
though it was just around the corner.When we got to the barbershop, it was empty. The owner
told me to sit in one of the big, red chairs. The red chairs were used by adults. Like my dad. Big
people. Old people. But I didn’t want to sit on those chairs. I was only six and still a kid, so I
wanted to sit on the kids’ chair—which, by the way, had a life-sized Power Ranger cutout next to
it.I wanted to sit next to the red Power Ranger, who was my hero. I demanded it. I knew I was
going to feel important sitting next to a super star like that—well, at least next to his replica. More
importantly, I also would have an excuse to tell my friends that I had sat next to him. I might rub it
in their faces a bit.As the barber looked at me, his anxiety began to rise. I knew why he didn’t
want me to sit in the child’s chair. That chair seemed a bit too small for a mini replica of Curly. My
big butt and belly wouldn’t fit in that chair, but he didn’t want to point that out! I didn’t feel
insulted; I just wanted to be close to him, my favorite Power Ranger. I wanted to touch the Power
Ranger or breathe his air or something!Eventually, my dad ended the standoff. His façade turned
to serious mode and he said, in his annoyed voice, “Just get in the red chair and stop bugging
me! We don’t have much time!”So I gave a goodbye stare to my Power Ranger and walked away.
My dad says that I got very emotional and made a “see-you-never” face. Finally, I slowly walked
over to one of the big, for-old-people, red chairs and dropped my butt into it. The bald guy asked
my dad how he wanted my hair to be cut. My dad simply answered, “The same,” he didn’t even
bother to look up.Twenty to twenty-five minutes later, I was done. I didn’t even bother looking at
the mirror. I just wanted to get out of there and go back home. My dad paid the barber and I was
the first to get out the door, ignoring the barber’s two thumbs up! At that moment, I didn’t care
about his fingers, though I wanted to give him one of mine.As my dad tells it, I was so livid that I
didn’t even say the “magical word.” Believe me, at that point, I’m sure I didn’t care about
manners. I wasn’t about to say “thank you” to someone who had taken away my opportunity to sit
next to my idol.We got home and flew into preparations for the barbeque, dressing and packing
and all that crazy stuff. Soon we were on the way to my grandparents, ready to party . . . and eat!I
rang the bell and they opened the door. Everybody had been expecting Curly, and that is what
they got. I wore a short-sleeve, button-down, striped shirt with black, tailored pants and black
shoes. Let’s not forget the hair, now. My dad had told the barber to cut it “the same,” so it was
very short, almost shaved. Just like Curly’s.My Uncle Atto was the first to come out and greet us.
He screamed, “Heeeere’s Curly!” in a very circus-like voice. He sounded like I was about to give
a show and he was my publicist. The only thing missing was the circus song and someone
taking tickets at the entrance. Everybody turned around, and when they saw me, it was just as if
they were singing a hymn. They chanted, in unison, “Awww . . . Curly . . . he’s so cute!”How come
nobody noticed my tight shirt or my sweaty face or my jelly-like belly hanging over my tight
pants? Nobody else seemed to care about those things. I mean, I knew I was bigger than other



children, but it seemed as if something had blinded my family and made them believe that my
belly was normal. My cousins, who were younger than I was, were called “handsome” or “pretty.”
Why was I, already six years old, still classified as cute?Nobody seemed to acknowledge that
my early “growth” might be a bad thing. They were so into hiding it by making it look cute or
funny, they had forgotten it might be dangerous. It was like an Obesity spell. Obesity had
blindfolded my family; he had made them believe that it was fine for me to be “plump,” to say it in
the nicest way.

Chapter 1A Baby Buddha Was BornSeptember 12, 1991-1997Boy, he’ll be a great football player
—so big and tall for his age. . . . Being overweight runs in our family; there’s nothing to be
done. . . . It’s a problem with his metabolism. . . . Look at the chubby baby, those fat little legs—
isn’t he cute?My life was a circus and a comedy show by the age of three months: I was already
the size of a one-year-old! I was hairy with big cheeks, big legs, feet akin to tamales and hands
like over-stuffed, gone-wrong pita breads. Soon, everyone in the family started visiting me. I was
the first boy, nephew, grandson, great-grandson of the family; and to top it all off, I was the first
child within my parents’ group of friends. Oh yeah! I was a total Super Star. In a way, I was like
the Dalai Lama—everyone was coming to see me. And of course, they brought gifts! Being the
first at everything—from the first at baby-farting and baby-burping to the first wearing Pampers—
made the whole situation more of a spectacle.One of the first few visits was from a friend of my
parents—Elena (whom I later called Aunt Elena; we became that close!). My parents, Cecilia
and Hugo, said that Aunt Elena came running into our house, ecstatic, jumping up and down,
with a gift wrapped in baby Dalmatians-print. She also held a balloon that said “It’s a Boy!”As
soon as Aunt Elena saw the big lump resting in the bassinet—in which I barely fit—she turned to
my mom. Her eyes were about to burst out of her skull and her lower mandible almost touched
the ground.“What the hell did you eat during your pregnancy?” she asked. “This kid is
huge!”Then she began unwrapping the present. She showed my mom the newborn jumper. It
was designed to fit a normal newborn. But only one of my sausage-like legs would have fit in that
tiny outfit.Aunt Elena wasn’t done; just to dig herself into a deeper hole, she remarked, “I
should’ve bought a jumper for a one-year-old!”The size of a one-year-old, when I’d been around
for barely ninety days? Did she mean me? Of course, it had to be me. At that moment, I became
even more of an exhibition, if that were possible. Instead of congratulations or a hug, my parents
got an unusable jumper, which was never worn, not even by my sausage-like leg. They also got
to see a look of shock and hear “this kid is huge!” But my mom didn’t mind. She responded by
saying “Oh, but look at this cute baby!” as she kissed my feet.This was the first but not the last
time I got “This kid is huge!” I heard that same expression again when I was about nine months
old, according to my mom. My Uncle Atto and Aunt Betty came to El Salvador to visit me. They
were really excited to see me because, as I said before, I was the first nephew, and they wanted
to spoil me rotten.But surprise, surprise! They didn’t expect this one, either. When they arrived at
my house and saw me, my mom says, they gaped in shock. Then they asked that question



again: “What the heck do you feed this kid? He looks almost a year and a half old! This kid is
huge!”My mom says that she giggled and said, “But isn’t he cute? Look at those cheeks!” as she
grabbed my cheeks as if they were stretchable balls attached to my face. My mom says that my
uncle took his turn grabbing my cheeks and said “El gordito!”El gordito is a Spanish expression
meaning “little fat boy.” Now, don’t think that word was an insult; don’t get it twisted! It was more
like a cute nickname. Everybody thought it was a compliment! After that day, El Gordito became
my identity. And believe me, sometimes, something inside of me tells me that nickname was
especially created for me.El Gordito became very popular. I became like a little fat golden child. I
was like a baby Buddha. You’ve seen how in some families the attention is always directed
toward a specific child, either because he was the first grandson or first nephew or first graduate
or the first boy. In that family, that kid becomes “the golden child.” Well, everybody was very
interested in seeing me—and, of course, in playing with the rubber balls on my face. Their
attention made me feel special.At any reunion, when my mom entered the room, everyone
would look up. They were not interested in her new outfit or her new highlights; they were
interested in the thing she was carrying. They were interested in seeing my little “cute” tummy
and my rosy, round cheeks. They would go right in for the kill, grabbing my tamale feet, my over-
stuffed pita bread hands and my stretchable bouncy-ball cheeks, and then making farting noises
by pressing their lips against my round, bare belly.Was this behavior normal? Well, I guess it was
somewhat normal for people to be interested in the spectacle coming in through the door. But
after I was several months old, don’t you think that attention would diminish? Don’t you think the
“cute” factor would fade away, just a tiny bit? Weirdly, in my family, my cuteness never left.
Somehow, everybody was blinded by my plump tummy and my adorable, round cheeks.As the
years passed, El Gordito was still standing strong. Weirdly, El Gordito never went out of style. He
was never replaced, much less forgotten. He went through twenty seasons and he was still
present. But of course, eventually, everything must change.The change that took place for me
was not a change for the good.By the time I was six, I was no longer a baby. The nickname El
Gordito was a bit too cute by then. My family needed some spice, so my Uncle Atto decided to
switch it up a bit. He decided to call me “Curly,” after one of the characters in the Three Stooges.
Curly was the funniest and the fattest of them all. He would wear his striped suit with his striped
pants hiked up as high as possible—way up past his belly button. He would wedge his arms into
the matching jacket, which was tight as well. I swear, when watching episodes of the Three
Stooges, I was afraid one of Curly’s jacket buttons would pop off, come through the television,
and hit me in the eye—or maybe break a vase.Thankfully, that never happened. Curly’s jacket
seemed stretchable and the buttons held on, as if by magic. Curly’s magic buttons must have
been strong, since they protected his belly from bursting out. Curly was hilarious. I laughed at
everything he said and did. He was as awkward as someone could be, but his clumsiness was
really funny.I guess that growing up with a belly contained by a very tight Power Ranger shirt,
combined with my natural awkwardness, made Curly the perfect nickname for a six-year-old boy
—right?In order to keep up with this new nickname, I had to upgrade! My hair was chopped off



almost all the way to the root, just like Curly’s. My shirts became tighter, as did my shorts. My
belly became bigger—maybe that’s why my shirts got tighter. My cheeks became fuller; my legs
looked like turkey legs, as if they were ready to be eaten at Christmas dinner. My arms took on
the proportions of Italian sausages. By that time, my new awkwardness began to shine. I was
living la vida Curly. I was living up to Curly’s standards, and I was somehow able to pull it off.I
clearly remember one day when we were going to have a barbeque at my grandparents’ house. I
don’t know why it was so important, but I knew I had to get a haircut and new attire. My mom
went to the salon (which was rare), my dad shaved, and even my French Poodle, Negra, got
fluffed up. I guess this barbeque was an important event.Around ten a.m., my dad took me to the
barbershop down the block. Obviously, we didn’t want to get “tired,” so we took the car—even
though it was just around the corner.When we got to the barbershop, it was empty. The owner
told me to sit in one of the big, red chairs. The red chairs were used by adults. Like my dad. Big
people. Old people. But I didn’t want to sit on those chairs. I was only six and still a kid, so I
wanted to sit on the kids’ chair—which, by the way, had a life-sized Power Ranger cutout next to
it.I wanted to sit next to the red Power Ranger, who was my hero. I demanded it. I knew I was
going to feel important sitting next to a super star like that—well, at least next to his replica. More
importantly, I also would have an excuse to tell my friends that I had sat next to him. I might rub it
in their faces a bit.As the barber looked at me, his anxiety began to rise. I knew why he didn’t
want me to sit in the child’s chair. That chair seemed a bit too small for a mini replica of Curly. My
big butt and belly wouldn’t fit in that chair, but he didn’t want to point that out! I didn’t feel
insulted; I just wanted to be close to him, my favorite Power Ranger. I wanted to touch the Power
Ranger or breathe his air or something!Eventually, my dad ended the standoff. His façade turned
to serious mode and he said, in his annoyed voice, “Just get in the red chair and stop bugging
me! We don’t have much time!”So I gave a goodbye stare to my Power Ranger and walked away.
My dad says that I got very emotional and made a “see-you-never” face. Finally, I slowly walked
over to one of the big, for-old-people, red chairs and dropped my butt into it. The bald guy asked
my dad how he wanted my hair to be cut. My dad simply answered, “The same,” he didn’t even
bother to look up.Twenty to twenty-five minutes later, I was done. I didn’t even bother looking at
the mirror. I just wanted to get out of there and go back home. My dad paid the barber and I was
the first to get out the door, ignoring the barber’s two thumbs up! At that moment, I didn’t care
about his fingers, though I wanted to give him one of mine.As my dad tells it, I was so livid that I
didn’t even say the “magical word.” Believe me, at that point, I’m sure I didn’t care about
manners. I wasn’t about to say “thank you” to someone who had taken away my opportunity to sit
next to my idol.We got home and flew into preparations for the barbeque, dressing and packing
and all that crazy stuff. Soon we were on the way to my grandparents, ready to party . . . and eat!I
rang the bell and they opened the door. Everybody had been expecting Curly, and that is what
they got. I wore a short-sleeve, button-down, striped shirt with black, tailored pants and black
shoes. Let’s not forget the hair, now. My dad had told the barber to cut it “the same,” so it was
very short, almost shaved. Just like Curly’s.My Uncle Atto was the first to come out and greet us.



He screamed, “Heeeere’s Curly!” in a very circus-like voice. He sounded like I was about to give
a show and he was my publicist. The only thing missing was the circus song and someone
taking tickets at the entrance. Everybody turned around, and when they saw me, it was just as if
they were singing a hymn. They chanted, in unison, “Awww . . . Curly . . . he’s so cute!”How come
nobody noticed my tight shirt or my sweaty face or my jelly-like belly hanging over my tight
pants? Nobody else seemed to care about those things. I mean, I knew I was bigger than other
children, but it seemed as if something had blinded my family and made them believe that my
belly was normal. My cousins, who were younger than I was, were called “handsome” or “pretty.”
Why was I, already six years old, still classified as cute?Nobody seemed to acknowledge that
my early “growth” might be a bad thing. They were so into hiding it by making it look cute or
funny, they had forgotten it might be dangerous. It was like an Obesity spell. Obesity had
blindfolded my family; he had made them believe that it was fine for me to be “plump,” to say it in
the nicest way.Obesity said it was fine for me to have about ten extra pounds on me. It was fine
for me to have a jelly-like belly that would jiggle every time I took a step. It was normal to be
compared to an obese, forty-year-old comedian. My family was so blinded by Obesity that,
instead of looking at the truth, they decided to make fun of it—and at some point, even hide it.
Instead of being hard on me and trying to make me change my unhealthy diet, they decided to
use me as a laughing matter, just like Curly.I know it sounds a bit cruel, but Obesity had them
eating from his hand. He also had me—unknowingly, but he had me. My family was an obstacle
Obesity had to jump over to get to me, and clearly he had made a successful leap! It was like a
true war! My family was a barrier that would have had to stop the enemy and protect me. Instead,
Obesity had infiltrated into my family’s army and manipulated them into believing that being
overweight was healthy and cute.Somehow, my family had not realized that my health was in
danger—they had fallen deep into the misconception. Meanwhile, Obesity had them under his
control. They didn’t want to see that I was overweight, because they knew that I was still a young
kid. If I already had an ailment as dangerous as Obesity, then the blame would have fallen on
them. They were the parents and I was the child. I can see why they might have felt that way, but
I would rather have seen them fight for me and try to stop Obesity, or at least not fall under his
spell.I was growing up. I didn’t fit next to my Power Ranger at the barbershop. Of course, I wasn’t
just growing up; I was also growing out sideways.
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mairariverapin, “RECOMEND FOR SURE. I recomend this book for parents and kids, it's
amazing. This book reveals the feelings of an obese child and the effects that has on his life. The
parents must know about the obesity and take care about it.”

The book by Alberto Hidalgo-Robert has a rating of 5 out of 5.0. 1 people have provided
feedback.
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