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Sure, it’s big. But  
I’ve come to realize 

that my nose  
is an essential 

part of what 
makes me me.

answers to e very thIng

I was 20 when I got my nose pierced, 
a pivotal moment after a decade of 
insecurity. Toucan Sam. Pinocchio. 
Hawk nose. While I was growing up I 
was called all these and more. Most 
kids go through an awkward phase, 
but it seems that during mine even 
Hollywood conspired against me. In 
the late ’80s, when I was in junior high, 
the movie Roxanne was released. It 
starred a lovely ingenue—and a leading 
man with an enormous nose. Because 
its title was so close to my name, the 
film was ripe fodder for bullies.

The boys I had crushes on taunted me 
the most. To the tune of “Copacabana” 
(by none other than honker poster boy 
Barry Manilow) they’d sing, “My name 
is Ro-xy, I am so ug-ly,” assaulting 
my self-esteem and Cuban heritage 
with one deft blow. Sometimes they 
smushed down their noses with a finger 
when they saw me. I kept my head down 
in the hallways, trying to hide my face, 
and actually wrapped adhesive tape 
around my head at home in an attempt 
to lift up the tip of my nose. It worked—
for about half a second.

My mother, with her delicate profile, 
had been a beauty queen in her day. 
I inherited the nose from my father. 
His big schnoz bypassed my two older 
siblings, but I wound up with an exact 
replica. In grade school my personality 
was bigger than my nose but by the 
time I was 13, thanks to puberty, it 
started to dominate my face. At that 
point my dad had left our family for 
good, so I could neither go to him for 
advice about the insults nor offend him 
with my desire to change the way my 
nose looked.

 How I Finally Learned  
 To Love  My Nose 
as a teenager I hated it so much that I almost had plastic surgery. 
today I’m grateful every day that I changed my mind.
by roxanna font



Roxanna Font got her 
navel pierced, too, 
during spring break 
in 1995. She doesn’t 
wear jewelry there 
anymore, either—
earrings are as 
crazy as she gets.

Seek / Mind

Eventually the teasing subsided. 
My face grew some to accommodate 
the nose and my ’80s “big hair” 
diverted attention from my most 
prominent feature. I got asked to the 
prom, made cheerleading squad and 
had a tight-knit group of friends. 
I can’t say that my high school 
years were a torment, but my nose 
continued to loom large, especially, 
I believed, in profile. I thought 
constantly about getting a nose job 
and planned to do it the summer 
before college, so my new friends 
would never know about my old face.

My dad had been gone five years by 
then. He’d moved to another state and 
called only occasionally. I didn’t dwell 
on the fact that he wasn’t around, 
though the mirror showed proof that 
a part of him remained. I couldn’t get 
away from the fact that of his three 
children, I was the one who carried 
him in every facial expression. 

When graduation day arrived, my 
mother was working several jobs and 
we simply didn’t have the money for 
plastic surgery. In any case, I was 
starting to have second thoughts. I 
loved to sing, for one thing. I had read 
that Barbra Streisand never fixed her 
nose because she was afraid her voice 
would change. Would an operation 
affect my ability to sing?

My nose and I arrived at the 
University of Michigan intact. High 
school had been all about blending 
in, but I quickly learned that in a 
student body of 35,000, you’d better 
distinguish yourself or you’d be 
swallowed whole.

So I searched for an identity. I 
began editing a feminist magazine. 
I explored my Latina heritage and 
joined the school’s Cuban American 
Student Association. I performed in 
musicals (my singing voice was all 
Mom and she was always there on 
opening night). And I wrote. My 
father, who hadn’t contacted 
me in several years, began 
to make appearances in my 
poems. And as he did I started 
to get a fuller picture of my 
childhood. Not everything 
had been great, but it hadn’t 
all been terrible, either. 
With every memory I gained 

more self-confidence and a deeper 
understanding of myself.

In the mirror, I began noticing 
some of my other features: the 
distinctive mole I’d inherited from my 
grandmother and my mother’s high 
cheekbones. Appraising my looks 
became less about hating my nose and 
more about embracing everything 
that made my face unique.

I went through a rough breakup my 
junior year. Tired of my own sadness, 
I craved a dramatic change. I’d always 
wanted a nose stud but shied from 
it because I knew it would draw 
attention to the feature I wanted to 
downplay. But one day I didn’t care 
anymore. Not only did I feel strong 
enough to get over my breakup, I felt 
strong enough to overcome the self-
consciousness that had plagued me 
for so long. So I took a deep breath 
and got my nose pierced. I felt like 
I’d arrived. And in a sense, I had: 
That same self-assurance carried 
me through a move to New York 
City, another to San Francisco, and 
straight into the life I live today with 
my husband and two children.

In the last few years I’ve even 
started to reconnect with my father. 
A recent photo he sent made it clear 
he’d had a nose job. When my parents 
were still together his snores could 
bring down the house, so I assume his 
rhinoplasty was more than simply 
cosmetic. In any case, just as I’ve 
stopped judging my own face based 
on that one attribute, I don’t judge him 
for the change. I’ve changed, too. Our 
faces transform over the years, and so 
do our opinions and emotions. I lost 
interest in wearing the nose ring a 
few years after I had the piercing 
done. But my sense of self remains, 
and a tiny hole where the stud once 
was will, for the rest of my life, 
remind me of what that act meant.
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