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Audrey Rose woke fresh from an embrace. Warm arms wrapped around her. Words told her she was beautiful. But what was beautiful? Why was Audrey Rose beautiful? Was it the one black hair amongst all the blonde that grew out of her arm? Was it her landing strip that she plucked too much on one side so it looked like the Leaning Tower of Pisa? Was it the mole on her back that used to talk to her? Audrey Rose thought everybody was beautiful but the people had different ideas. They had decided that beautiful was tall - Audrey Rose was average height, thin – Audrey Rose was thin but it had to be more than that.


Audrey Rose searched the book shelf for an answer. She pulled out a tattered red cloth book that felt wise. She flipped through pages with a musty old smell to them until she reached the ‘b’s. Was there something in the shape of a b with curves and straight lines that was appealing or was it the way the letters were strung together that made this word have such power over the hearts of men and women. B-e-a-u-t-y. Within itself the word beauty had ups and downs letters facing left and right. There were intersections and flowing cups, contained spaces and lines, that if extended, could reach out to eternity. Starting with a letter that stands above all others and ending with a letter that reaches down to the depths of the world, beauty seemed to have a lot going for it. The definition the word gave to itself was: the quality present in a thing or person that gives intense pleasure or deep satisfaction to the mind, whether arising from sensory manifestations (as shape, color, sound, etc.), a meaningful design or pattern, or something else (as a personality in which high spiritual qualities are manifest).   


From those words it seemed strange that there could be such a thing as a universal beauty, something accepted by all as pleasing, since pleasing was so subjective. Some people can never be pleased so does that mean they never see beauty? Every thing Audrey Rose encountered gave her intense pleasure, so did masturbation, so does that mean masturbation is beautiful? Audrey Rose thought so.

Audrey Rose stood in front of the mirror. Although she was moved by flowers, snow, the sky, people she encountered, she never thought of herself as beautiful or even having beauty. She just was. A tiny life in a web of the world that could be significant or completely insignificant, but was she beautiful? She looked at her features. They were all there – eyes, nose, mouth. They were all shaped normally. Her hair hung down her back and covered muscles, but Audrey Rose wasn’t satisfied. She wished there was a mirror that could look inside of her and see if there was anything beautiful there. Instead she went to the one place she could see herself most clearly. The woods. Once she got under the dark canopy with piney scent all around her, she stripped off her sparkly skirt and stood naked. She stretched up as high as she could, then curled into a ball. Then she lay, fingers and toes stretched as far away from her heart as possible. When she released she spent a few minutes breathing. As she breathed, she thought about beauty. Out here it wasn’t a question. She felt whole. To Audrey Rose wholeness was perfect and beautiful and right. When she was around other people, she saw herself through their eyes and not all the eyes were kind, although most of them were. In the middle of nowhere, there were no complications, there was no other voice running through her head but her own. And so she knew that stripped down to her barest, she was beautiful, but under the layers of life, sometimes that beauty faded. 
