
Clothes Shopping After Weight Loss 

Losing weight is probably one of the hardest things a 

person can do. There is a bit of magical thinking 

regarding what your life will be like post weight loss—

you’ll be SO much happier—all your problems will go 

away.  

Wrong.  

Yet these unforeseen challenges can take anyone by 

surprise. For example:  Buying new clothes. I had no idea 

what was in store for me, psychologically, when it came 

to purchasing new, smaller clothing. 

It should be easy, right? How exciting to buy clothes in 

smaller sizes, particularly if you’ve lost a lot of weight 

and have moved from either the men’s “Big and Tall” or 

the ladies “Plus Size” into “normal,” regular-sized 

clothes. 

For me at least, most of my adult life, if I needed 

something to wear whether it was jeans, shorts, or a suit, I 

just headed straight for the “Big and Tall” department. It 

always made me feel relegated to second-class citizen 

status; as if being overweight were some type of social or 

communicable disease like alcoholism or Ebola:   

Attention fat people, you shop over there. Do not 

wander into the normal-sized section in case your 



eating patterns rub off on the regular type people 

who will instantly gain weight and have to shop in 

that ‘other’ section. Eww. 

It often felt like the ‘separate but equal’ water fountains in 

the historical Jim Crow South.  

Fat shaming is a whole other issue—but what I want to 

talk about today is options and cognitive dissonance. 

The first time I went into the normal-sized section of a 

clothing store, I just wanted to try it out and see if 

anything would fit me. I had no idea in my head what I 

looked like anymore and what size I might be. What I saw 

in the mirror didn’t reflect what I saw in my head. This is 

called body dysmorphia, and will be a topic for another 

day. 

Regardless, to my surprise, I was able to fit in XL clothes 

in the regular-sized clothing department. 

Figuring that to be a fluke, I went to another store and 

tried some of their XL clothes in their regular-sized 

section expecting them not to comfortably fit me. 

But those fit too. Huh. Not a fluke? 

So I decided to really push myself out of my comfort zone 

and go to a high-end department store that I had avoided 

for years because  

http://www.simplypsychology.org/cognitive-dissonance.html
http://www.webmd.com/mental-health/mental-health-body-dysmorphic-disorder


1. They rarely had anything my size and  

2. Fat shaming by the self-important staff. 

I walked into the men’s department of this shiny, sparkly, 

quality clothing store, and I looked around at all the 

choices. I was no longer forced into a special size section 

tucked away into a back corner somewhere by the 

elevator where Quasimodo might shop so he wouldn’t be 

seen and thus offend the delicate sensibilities of the other, 

more important, regular-sized shoppers. 

The feeling was overwhelming. 

There were SO MANY choices. I was accustomed to 

having my choices limited for me—these five racks, right 

here: This is where you’re allowed to shop for and 

purchase something to cover your body. Just these. 

I stood in this vast cornfield of clothing racks and turned 

in a circle: Where to begin? I nearly left the store 

overwhelmed by options. 

Then I stopped and asked myself: What had I come in 

here to purchase? A shirt. I wanted a nice shirt that I 

could wear when going out with friends or on a date. 

Something classy but casual, well-made, quality fabric, 

that would last for a long, long time. So I needed to 

narrow down my choices to racks that held those types of 

shirts. For this trip, I wouldn’t look at pants, shorts, 



business clothes, T-shirts, furnishings, or shoes (and yes, 

because my feet also got smaller. Who knew?). This trip I 

was looking for a nice shirt or two. I found several that I 

liked, looked and fit well, and I bought several. The prices 

were good as there was also a sale. 

I can’t remember the last time a purchase of clothing 

made me this happy. In the past, it was just in and out, 

bam. Done. Pick the best of a short list of options, pay 

and get out. But this, this was a great feeling.  

The second part, the dissonance, was a little disturbing. 

Often, when one is overweight, one feels unworthy or 

ashamed and that they deserve poor clothing choices. 

When I realized a whole new world of shopping options 

was now available to me, I felt not just overwhelmed, but 

disappointed as I realized what I had been missing out on 

all those years I had been heavy. I felt that I didn’t belong 

there despite the fact that the clothes did, in fact, fit me, 

and looked good. I had to make a manual adjustment on 

the spot in my thinking and behaviors that I did belong 

there, I was worthy, and that the fashion police were not 

going to show up and take me away for shopping in the 

wrong department. No. I earned my place at the table in 

the normal-sized clothing section. 



Once I made this change to my thinking, I was filled with 

an emotional flush of satisfaction, pride, and joy. Such a 

simple thing, but so very powerful.  

I started shopping more and more and started to learn how 

to be more discriminating in my choices of clothing. I no 

longer had to settle for the top pick of a sad list of poor 

choices. Now I could purchase the best. I also bought a 

few things on sale in a smaller size because I knew I 

would continue to drop—and I did, and eventually wore 

the smaller items. Shopping was now a pleasure, not a 

shameful dash to the back corner. A whole new world 

opened up to me. So not only has the quality of my 

clothing increased, I have actually saved money because 

of the wider variety of selection that, statistically, offered 

more opportunity to get something on sale at a reduced 

price.  

Although shopping is still not one of my favorite 

activities, it is much more enjoyable, satisfying, and 

easier for me now than it has been in the past. I’ve learned 

what labels and designers look best on me, who runs big 

or small, and where to find them in the various stores I 

shop in. I changed my eating and exercise behaviors, and 

now my shopping behaviors, and they are all on the 

win/win side of the ledger. As Martin Luther King, Jr. 



said, “I have seen the promised land…” and I’ll never go 

back.  

I earned my way here, and I deserve it. So do you. 

 


