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by Catherine


She’s still staring at Her reflection in the mirror, cut off from the synthetic life of the downtown mall around Her. First it was purple, then turquoise. Now, it’s blue. I watch Her smudge layer after layer of color on Her flawless closed lids. I wonder if she will finally settle on Her latest disguise. She assumes the role of both the artist and the canvas as she masks Her cheeks with a veneer of pink circular strokes, but I can still see the darkness of Her smooth complexion underneath. Her lips swell beyond an existent pout as she scribbles a creamy lipstick, turning Her dark brown lips to an amusing circus-like-red-orange. Her escalating façade prevents me from discovering Her authenticity. She tilts Her head to the side and then to the other, exposing each chiseled angle of Her face as it reflects in the oval mirror before Her. She moves in closer, pressing Her body against the glass display, squinting as she brutally examines the details of Her features. With a sweep of Her willowy, long arm she brushes Her waist-length neon-platinum blonde hair to one side. She isolates a few stray strands and fiddles with them near Her face, still not satisfied. Suddenly, Her charade is ruptured by the onslaught of an untamed pack of vicious vamps, prominently displaying the red soles of their Christian Louboutins and their monogrammed Louis Vuittons. Five blondes with enhanced smoky eyes and bold red lips, each a clone of the other. As the adversaries confront Her, she flips Her head, allowing Her hair to cascade down Her slender back, a final adjustment. They surround Her and freeze, seductively slouched in a predictable tableau. I watch Her stiffen as she uncomfortably attempts to mimic their self-conscious air. A disturbing language, an artificial ritual. The exhibit continues as they strut like peacocks, fanning and preening their ostentatious feathers.  The trauma of watching Her throw Herself into the piranha-infested waters, drowning in the current conundrum, attacks my sensibility. I want to throw Her a rope but I am a stranger, unwilling to risk my life for this amorphous figure. I watch Her surface, struggling to avoid the undertow, but she can’t escape the brewing storm: the relentless waves continually crash down upon Her, leaving Her unable to catch Her breath and escape Her state of limbo. When I can bear to watch again, earrings are boorishly torn from the saleslady’s hand and arrogantly adorned. Will they each only buy one, or do they feel entitled to buy them all? I can see the discomfort in Her eyes as she glimpses at the lavish price tags and is suffocated by the chaotic disruption around Her. One of the vipers tempts Her with dazzling diamond earrings, the apple if she were Eve. Mimicking the seduction of Eve, I watch Her reluctantly submit to the oppositions’ approving, sly nods of Her coerced purchase. Her once lustrous eyes become inscrutable as the life fades from them. Now she is a vestige of The Group. What metamorphosis has she allowed to take place? Who is she really, or does she even know? I avert my eyes in disbelief, disgusted by the scene I have just witnessed. I realize that we have both been deceived by superficiality; she, taken by the plasticity of Her peers and I by the shallowness of being swept away without ever having heard Her voice. My fantasy shattered, my misconstrued illusion gone, I recognize Her distortion, and I am overcome by my delusions. Not waiting to witness The Group’s next disarming charade, I hastily gather my newspaper and coat to ensure that my escape is quick and painless, so as not to add to my mounting disappointments.  I attempt to warm myself with a cup of coffee, debilitated by my defeat. 
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