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I.

If I could, I’d have all of you know

that although I’ve never truly seen it

I have a most heavenly face, I am sure.

It’s angelic, well-featured, creamy, every contour so
pure,

even poetic, for many noble lines upon it—

at least in your eyes, chap—

are there written and rhymed.

Not this freckled travesty, this blight, this
godforsaken crime,

in which every nook and cranny of my face

and neck

and ears

and forehead are besmeared and besmirched.

Truly, I’m the most beautiful creature under the
sun!

If only I could be under the sun.

Ah, chap, think of the fun we could have under that
golden sun.

Fun.

Fun.

Fun.

One sun after another sun.

An endless succession of golden suns.

But here, by this soft lantern light,

I’m working for a better existence.

Though it doth take a certain persistence,

I’ll have you know.

II.

Blue-eyed Father is so towheaded he’s nearly
albino

and suffers from photophobia;

and grey-eyed Mother is red-headed,

though miraculously she escaped the freckle
blight

with her fair beauty intact—

except a few freckles and even tags

on her back, but everybody has those.

Incidentally, I love to paint my toes.

So you see, chap, I didn’t have much of a chance.

Just now, I can’t remember who’s on which side of the
Scotch-Irish equation.

You ought to see me sunbathe.

I flare pink like a pig’s belly,

then develop blisters and profound bouts of
chills,

ills, nausea, weakness, and acute migraines.

Is there a limit to pain?

And I peel a great deal before I dare heal.

Once, after a particularly bad burn in Florida (bad
idea, chap),

I spent the whole day in a cool tub

applying aloe lotion liberally afterwards.

Sunscreen barely does a single thing.

I just want to
screeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaam.

Ah, my poor milk-white skin—is it a sin?

Well, certainly some fallen angel cracks an evil
grin.

For as you may know, light—sun or
ultraviolet—stimulates the proliferation of melanocytes,

the cells that synthesize melanin;

and these melanocytes, alas, grow vast and fast in
me.

This, a genetic predisposition.

(Can we, chap, hold our very own inquisition?

You can be the grand inquisitor.

You have the right demeanor.)

In other words, old boy, I produce excess
melanin;

and with my auburn hair, I’m easily scorched and
torched by the sun,

just as easily as I’m burned by everything and one
under the sun.

I’m being metaphorical there, chap,

but I know you knew that, right;

and you knew that I knew you know that.

Follow me?

Thus this sepulchral sea of stark freckle misery,

you see.

Jeepers, why did this facial rot happen to me

and the other bastard not?

I curse every damned spot, spot after spot.

III.

Yes, I’m pale skin and rail thin.

Sometimes, chap, you just can’t win.

Granddad was an old potato farmer in Idaho, died of
the cancer-smancer.

Some type of melanoma or the other.

Oh brother.

And I remember a great aunt with extreme wrinkles on
a leathern-like face,

all from sun exposure.

Aunt Prune-Face we used to call her behind her
back;

always getting her Irish up at the slightest
thing,

the poor thing.

I remember hearing tall tales about

ancestors who were full-blown druidic priests and
descendants of the Tuatha Dé Danann.

But who can vouch for their authenticity?

Some people tell tales, stretch the truth of
things.

So who can say, chap? Who can say?

Regardless, these damn freckles often get under my
skin.

Is that a clever pun, old boy?

Who says beauty is only skin deep? What a creep!

Let these freckles sink in deep, deep—

ah, let them seep and seep in deep and deep,

let them drown in a sea,

so that I never have to see them again.

You see, chap, even in this remote hermitage,

locked away here like a good lass

sitting in sorrow on my ass,

I can neither fully escape the world or myself.

My ethereal beauty and delicate charm are
omnipresent, I tell you, chap.

Yet, unlike the sun, I’m not a point of light;

rather, I’m a conductor of darkness.

Yet unlike the night, I have no stars.

Yet deep down, I am a star.

But I fear, chap, that all I radiate is
insubstantiality.

That is, I have no tangible, discernable
substance.

I am a veritable zero-hero.

Jeepers, I may even be deep into the negatives by
now.

Go figure.

Hey, chap, is that ever another pun or what?

IV.

But some days, I’ll have you know,

I’m a bud under the sun coming into full

bloom after all—full-flowered maturity like a
lattice-climbing vine,

reaching, reaching, reaching ever for the azure
sky;

and as I climb, I give sweet succulent succor
to—yeah, that’s right, succor (delicious word, aye,
chap?)—

to scores of hummingbirds in fields of saffron gold
as far as the hills and valleys roll.

Other times, I’m a damned wicked, withered witchweed,
making you bleed,

sinking deep into the mire, utterly useless to myself
or to nature at all.

Do I cast or otherwise radiate or emanate a pall?

Don’t answer that, chap.

I’ll thank you to bite your tongue—

but let me ask you this, old boy, how can you
take

your place in the sun when the sun is the bane of
your existence?

I’m not a vampire—

I repeat: I am not a vampire;

I’m just a freckled-faced freak—

so don’t label me as such,

as I don’t run with the Goth scene.

Yet, like the sun, I am certainly trapped in
orbit

here with you, chap, very much trapped by forces

hostile to me.

Or are they nurturing me in some perverse
counter-intuitive way?

Ah, it’s hard to tell some days.

V.

As I’ve said, the freckles get under my skin
sometimes,

just as I get under theirs.

But that perpetual tug-of-war is balanced for now to
my disadvantage;

that’s why we are here and having this prolonged
conversation.

It passes the time.

But, I’ll have you know, I’m cooking up a plan

for total freckle eradication.

Liberation is only one grand scheme away.

That done, we’re busting this joint

for greener pastures and bluer skies.

I know, I know, I can tell by the expression

on your face, chap, that’s a great big lie.

We’re stuck here for eternity.

Going to be quite an extended conversation.

VI.

You might find some interest in this tidbit.

I was told, point-blankly, that I needed

cognitive behavioral therapy

for—get this—“retraining my brain.”

I was told that I was in dire need of a tune-up for
the old noggin, chap.

Yes, you heard me right: a tune-up for the old
noggin.

I had to begin the process—or is it processes—to
“establish healthy habits” or some other

gobbledygook.

Don’t mean to spook you, old boy.

I needed, as it were, “managed, goal-oriented
change.”

Nonsense! That damn fool!

That’s why I’ve got you.

Cool?

VII.

Hey, chap, might you recall that ancient Greeks

believed that gods played active roles in daily
life,

from heavenly realms above to nether regions
below?

Although in a past life, I had such lofty
aspirations,

I confess, chap, I never attained such great
heights

as an Olympian goddess or Chthonic deity.

Fiddlesticks!

And while I’m not the central body of the solar
system,

I remain a respectable force unto myself.

VIII.

A bit about myself so that I’m not completely
“faceless” to you.

My outstanding attributes are rugged perseverance and
a facility for language.

But don’t be fooled.

You’ll soon see that I have many extraordinary
shortcomings,

not least of which is my fiery Irish temper and my
moodiness.

While I can’t say I’ve read abstruse tomes in ancient
philosophy,

at the very least, I’m greedy, even needy, for
learning,

and I read everything I get my hands on.

Any subject will do.

But speaking of philosophy,

let me ask you this: is mankind’s arrogance

exceeded by his hopeless ignorance,

or vice versa?

IX.

Chap, you’ve become my avocation—nay, my Muse.

About these little conversations we have, I
enthuse.

Still, despite your reassuring words,

I deplore every one of these pigmented bastards.

Look, don’t let my bellicose—even
belligerent—exterior

blind you, or repel you, from my inner
sensitivity.

I’m not saying this “snark” is all shtick.

Not in the least.

What I am saying is decorum is an abstract
concept.

Etiquette is vastly overrated.

Sometimes, you just have to speak your mind

rather than holding your tongue.

You’re not getting too far behind, are you?

So, don’t allow my penchant for directly uttering

acrid remarks alienate you.

Is this glass half empty or half full?

Come on, old boy, don’t be a fool.

Blurt it out. Don’t vacillate.

You’re much bolder than you realize.

Come on, carpe diem.

Look, in terms of sheer solitude,

I have succeeded where scores of others have failed
miserably.

Hey, is there not a lot of irony in that adverb
“miserably”,

or am I just being too damn cute for my own good?

Egads, like the proverb says: “Pride goeth before a
fall.”

Yes, one and all, how we fall.

(Hey, one less mouth to feed.)

Give my personal effects to those most in need.

I’m tired of them, to be sure.

Hey, chap, do you know a cure?

X.

Look, I thrive on adversity,

just as much as I thrive on the adulation of the
masses.

Because of my aesthetic nature—I’m a real

artiste in the making—I’m repelled by ugly
things.

Worse, I fear (the end is near) that I am much

like that Poe character afflicted with monomania.

In this case, not my cousin’s teeth,

but my damned blight-worthy pigmentations

all across my face in particular.

It’s like a sea of freckles.

In them I drown.

Hey, chap, no need to frown.

Look, I’m not going to lie to you.

I don’t try to purposely affect manners or put
on airs.

This attitude just comes naturally to me.

Have a heart, why don’tcha?

Further, I have no affiliation with any political
party whatsoever;

so it’s not like any of that baloney would come
between us.

Oh, sure, everyone has opinions,

but it’s all just so passé—political parties, that
is.

Father has his; Mother has hers.

And in this day and age.

I’m just so jaded.

Why put your mind in a cage when you can hang out
here free of charge?

And all the money they spend?

To what end?

What a disgrace!

Is there no end in sight?

Left or Right—the never-ending fight.

Will we ever see the light?

So, chap, didn’t meant to be preaching.

Let’s get a move on to another, more worthwhile
topic.

You know, sometime, we should film your biopic.

XI.

Look, I feel total affinity with my fellow sufferers
out there.

Their pains are my pains.

Their worries are my worries.

Solidarity, old boy.

Sympathy.

Empathy.

But what the hell have any of these people done for
me

other than defile me with miles of dirty looks?

Hmmm?

Got a quip for that one, chap?

What? Of course I’m shy by nature.

And I fully realize my social skills (rhymes with
“ills” and “pretty pills” and “lonesome thrills”)

are sorely lacking at times.

And yes, I concede that I’m something of a drama
queen prone to hyperbole.

But what did you expect, chap?

Did you expect some well-rounded lady of the jet
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