
“You May Be Fat” 

 

 

       

You may be fat 

You may be fat 

But, hey, I don’t care about that 

 

I don’t care that you’re more than chubby 

I want you to be my wife and I want to be your hubby 

 

That is why I had to write this little ballad 

And maybe one day you’ll choose to eat a salad 

 

You’re easy to love and also easy to please 

You’re as big as a house and look like Dom DeLuise 

 

You think exercise and diets are simply a pain 

You hate all things low fat and hate Jack LaLanne 

 

You may be fat 

You may be fat 

But, hey, I don’t care about that 

 

I love your chins and I love your rolls 

Whenever you eat cereal you use up all the bowls 

 

When it rains you need a hot dog stand’s umbrella 

When you have a slice of pizza it has seven pounds of mozzarella 

  

For you, fresh fruits and veggies are persona non grata 

In your night table drawer you have a hunk of provolone and a soppresatta 

 

You may be fat 

You may be fat 

 

There was that one time when you ate the cat 

 

But hey, who am I to be nitpickin’ 

The cat was old and you thought it tasted like chicken 

 

Low cholesterol is for those with no taste 

Keep your Snickers bars and keep your 50- inch waist 

 

You may be fat 

You may be fat 

 

Your mouth is always full, which is why we can never chat 

 

I have a crush on you and you have a crush on me 

But please be careful when you’re sleeping or else you’ll be crushing me 
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