The Beautiful People? The Standard.

by Darnishia Bolden

At first it begins with a glance - quick but sure, giving way to a steady gaze. Suddenly your eyes
are transfixed into an admiring stare. I've seen men do it, sitting beside their wives or girlfriends
- significant others. Unashamed, some. Staring. Me too. Yes, I do it from time to time and if [ am
caught, I feel a bit shy - shamed, a mixture of self-glorification and sadness tempered with an
undisclosed amount of vanity. To be caught staring at my own reflection.

Who am I to think such a thing? Again, I ask what is this Beauty - possessed by the beguiling
powers of Medusa? Who am I to hoard this cup of savoir-faire? Mmmm, yes and I drank the
whole damn thing. I made a sacrifice unto myself and swallowed something sweet and true. Who
would see it if there was no mirror, no water to catch a glimpse of my reflection and print it on a
wave? Who would have tasted it, if I had not been awakened by whispering winds and decided
to share?

Nobody.

I had to find it myself, even though it was never lost. I had to seek it inside of unfolded arms,
cracked mirrors, reflections from store front glass, bottles of wine, lipsticks too red, skirts too
tight and short, and heels too high to walk. Traveling far for words . . . to hear it spill from
selfish lips, when all along the wind whispered God's words to me. Saying - you are not the
standard, but the exception. Like the sunrise and sunset demands the attention of all things
universal, so shall you. Still I cried ‘cause I wanted to be. I needed desperately to be normal, "the
girl next door." All women do, even those in India and Asia dream of lemon curls. There are
places that outlaw uncovered women because their copious bodies make fools of sanctified men.
Yet, it is a wonder, the imminent beauty of women, that is stricken from the wonderful list. Such
women truly exist, placing fear in the hearts of strong men and whipping up a mean batch of
envy inside the intimidating minds of confident women.

When I was a little girl, I had hair that twisted and spiraled around the comb like baby snakes. It
was natural - obeyed the sun, wind and water instead of the hands of my mother. Plaits unraveled
like the ends of untamed ropes. I was different.

It was my desire to be like everyone else that forced me into tears. I wanted the hair style that
made women stars and set the standard. I wanted something that belonged to someone else. Yes,
I wanted Farrah Fawcett Major's curls. Yeah, you know, the chick from the original Charile's
Angels. I wanted to be like everyone else - normal?!?! to blend, fit in.

So I cried and cried - kicked and screamed - hollered and shouted. Pouted. Each time my sisters
sat down at the kitchen table to endure the ritual of having their own "kitchens" pressed out with
heat, I felt like I was missing something. I wanted an invitation to the table. So I straightened
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Barbie's hair, Skipper's too. The hot comb cooked that hair causing it to sizzle, crack and burn -
giving me something else to whine about. After years of crying, stomping, and burning up doll
hair, my mother put the heat to my head and VOILA!!! I had me some long, straight, black
beautiful hair. Oh yes, I said, shaking it free. I charged into the bathroom with a new type of
haughty arrogance and peered into the mirror. I shook my head again watching the hair on my
head bounce and fly - freely - my fingers sliced through it with ease and I thought: "I'm so
beautiful (giggle, giggle). Now I'm just like everybody else."

Everybody else . . .

That was then...when I needed to fit in, when I thought straight hair was all the rave (found it
hard to behave, that's for sure). When I desired to meet the standard, did not understand I had
exceeded it. But I let it go. I turned my beauty loose and found that goddess Medusa waiting,
lurking behind heavy locks that people said resembled snakes.

Just the other day, an opportunity presented itself. Two females accompanied by a "Jethro
Bodine" type fellow! He was a big guy. Sturdy, in a country type manner. But it didn't bother me
as my heels quickly, sternly announced my arrival. One woman turned, then the other and next
Jethro. Their look turned into a frozen wide-eyed stare. I smiled and they, hesitating, continued
with their journey and conversation. Again they turned, to see how close, how fast, just how
different I was - not once, not twice but four times. Ah, yes, finally, recognition. The first lady
stopped walking altogether and stepped aside. I could have been pissed. Maybe I should have
been pissed. But that is what the possessive power of Medusa does, claims the street as her own,
takes over without an elbow used, jostles up and down courts without having to run or chase a
ball, walks into a room and makes the crowd part like God did with the Red Sea. This type of
beauty forces people to step aside allowing her to pass, if their legs will allow movement.

I laughed, bewitchingly, as I strolled past this frightened creature then turned and flashed a smile
to set her on fire as well as set her feet free. I turned again, a fourth time to glare at the woman
and the other woman and of course, let us not forget, Jethro. I narrowed my eyes to slits, their
feet glued to the same pavement that allowed me free passage. Is it ever proper to walk in front
of a queen? Isn't that against the laws of nature?

Beautiful is the Medusa goddess, big thick black locks waving in the air, heavy breasts bare -
reducing men to statues and stares. And someone, somewhere outlawed beauty then set a
standard - something simple, skinny and too weak to toy with the head on a solider. Beauty
replaced by a standard, airbrushed within an inch of its life, plastered on slick, polished paper
then ejaculated on. No, that was never Beauty, standard settles for the quickies.

Standard is for the average and beauty is for the exceptional. In my Medusa fashioned curls, I
serve intimidation and you can't help but eat it. But that is natural for a goddess queen, just step
aside when you hear heels click on pavement, like brown or red hands beating drums.
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Vanity? No, common sense. For dogs barking at strangers are the standard. Alley cats wagging
their tails for attention and ten dollar bills are the standard. Unnecessary fake boobs have become
the standard.

That's what the weak, faint at heart call beauty, the standard, accepting of things that look alike.
But if beauty is such an average, set at a standard, like some sort of high school standardized test
then...what do you have to fear when you see me? If beauty is so common, such an easily cloned
thing, then the world is an ugly place.

Still, there is nothing standard about the heavens, oceans, mountains, and seas, snow flakes -
each different in its celestial beauty. There is nothing standard about the seasons, each one holds
the reality of colors and still there is not one thing standard about me.




<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /Unknown

  /Description <<
    /FRA <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create PDF documents with higher image resolution for improved printing quality. The PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Reader 5.0 and later.)
    /JPN <FEFF3053306e8a2d5b9a306f30019ad889e350cf5ea6753b50cf3092542b308000200050004400460020658766f830924f5c62103059308b3068304d306b4f7f75283057307e30593002537052376642306e753b8cea3092670059279650306b4fdd306430533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103057305f00200050004400460020658766f8306f0020004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d30678868793a3067304d307e30593002>
    /DEU <>
    /PTB <>
    /DAN <>
    /NLD <>
    /ESP <>
    /SUO <>
    /ITA <>
    /NOR <>
    /SVE <>
    /KOR <FEFFd5a5c0c1b41c0020c778c1c40020d488c9c8c7440020c5bbae300020c704d5740020ace0d574c0c1b3c4c7580020c774bbf8c9c0b97c0020c0acc6a9d558c5ec00200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020b9ccb4e4b824ba740020c7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c2edc2dcc624002e0020c7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020b9ccb4e000200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe7f6e521b5efa76840020005000440046002065876863ff0c5c065305542b66f49ad8768456fe50cf52068fa87387ff0c4ee563d09ad8625353708d2891cf30028be5002000500044004600206587686353ef4ee54f7f752800200020004100630072006f00620061007400204e0e002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020548c66f49ad87248672c62535f003002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d5b9a5efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef65305542b8f039ad876845f7150cf89e367905ea6ff0c4fbf65bc63d066075217537054c18cea3002005000440046002065874ef653ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000520065006100640065007200200035002e0030002053ca66f465b07248672c4f86958b555f3002>
  >>
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


