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Modest Proportions

After Jonathan Swift’s a Modest Proposal

There are two wholly depressing and undesirable conditions that meet one’s eye when visiting the heart of an American city.  Everywhere, people are begging, hoping to perhaps earn enough money for a single bite to eat to take the edge off their perpetual hunger.  They moan quite pitifully at their plight, and some have small children with them.  The lot of them - men, women, and children alike, are all so thin that every rib and bone of their fragile bodies is clear to anyone who will look, but few people are willing to meet the despair that lives within those hollow, sunken eyes.  

At the same time I see many others waddle past whose clothes, of perfect design and reasonable proportions – you know they must be, since the models on television wear them to such good effect – are made to look absurd by the quantity of excess flesh attempting to escape their bounds.  Some are so obese that they rarely move about, and instead simply sit in their dark homes like great pasty grubs, waiting for such time that they might pupate and become some more mobile creature.  

That time may yet come, for although each of these problems might seem insurmountable, and the two combined an even worse dilemma, there fortunately are times when two wrongs do make a right and I hope that this will prove a situation where all is really for the best.

Many things have been tried in both these areas, but with little success.  Food and clothing drives attempt to feed and protect the multitudes of poorer folk, who are then able to sit in their cardboard boxes clothed in ill-fitted maroon sweaters and other overlarge garments, eating string beans out of dented cans, while dreaming of Gap and McDonalds.  Children are encouraged to stay in school and continue on to college, so that they can go from eating government-provided school lunches, consisting of shriveled carrots and mysterious chunks of meat-like substance, to writing home every week for money to buy school books, so that they can spend so long studying that they are forced to eat Ramen noodles from the vending machine when they miss dinner, to moving back home when their rent, insurance, and school debt blow up in their faces.  But at least they have studied the history of the Donner Party and the potato famine, and can tell their parents all about them when they arrive!

The overweight, meanwhile, try everything within their means to shed excess pounds.  They diet, sometimes eating only lettuce for a week, until they break down and return to McDonalds, fighting past the crowds of starving bums outside the doors.  They take pills that do nothing, or listen to records while they sleep, which only keep their spouses awake.  They try surgery, when they can afford it, but many cannot.  And they can be seen in weight rooms across the country, struggling to lift quantities of iron unheard of in even the worst prisons, and all to no end other than to grow as thin and weary as the poor.

Fortunately, there is hope for both unhappy parties.  No one wants to eat less, and yet no one wants to grow fat.  How strange it is that we spend millions of dollars on animal and vegetable oils, yet have so little desire for an even more refined substance that is every bit as plentiful.  We are missing a wonderful opportunity.  McDonalds alone uses literal tons of chicken or beef fat in its frying vats every year.  Rather than have the government pay for food for the poor and for the medical expenses of the overweight, why not combine the two?  I envision a new franchise: McCellulose, fast food joint and health clinic combined.  An automated truck-scale outside the establishment would, by accounting for vehicle type and number of passengers, determine which of two paths the customer should be diverted to – a parking lot with a crane, designed to help these unfortunate souls into the building itself where a team of medical experts could extract the valuable, but unwanted, substance from them, and a drive-up window where, for even less than a hamburger, a hungry soul can order the most filling meal conceivable: the fat-burger.  It is made with 100% pure cholesterol, to keep them warm in the winter and flesh out their emaciated frames. 

Those walking into the restaurant itself will come also to the attached department store, where they can purchase candles made from pure tallow, and purses from the excess folds of no-longer-necessary skin.   Those who are there for medical treatment, if they are still unhappy with the results, can purchase stylishly large maroon sweaters, while selling back their Gap clothing (at a substantially reduced price).  And those lucky thin folks eating there can trade in their sweaters and corduroys for tight jeans, perfect for looking cool on a cold winter night in their cardboard homes.
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