
 

 

I look beautiful 

 

I look beautiful! ‘Like a virgiiin..touched for the very first tiiiime!” I croon off-key, flouncing my 

short platinum blond curls while jangling my bracelets and necklaces in front of the wardrobe mirror. 

The bedroom door opens. 

My ex-husband stares at me in comical incomprehension. He mumbles, “I’ll come back,” and 

awkwardly shuts the door. I smile, sinking on my bed.  He’s still uncomfortable with the unexpected, 

the unconventional.  

I know his thoughts are screaming, “You’re bald! Under that wig, you’re bald!” 

Yes, I am. Bald, with my scalp speckled with ugly red spots turning brown. Like the skin all over my 

body. Waves of fear, anger and resignation wash over me. But I know the feeling will pass. 

I never wanted to tell anyone, I simply wanted to fade away. Quietly and naturally. But people asked 

why I stopped working. And socialising. And lost weight. And seemed tired all the time.  

I had never thought about the things people notice. But they do.  

I got tired of answering questions with lies I couldn’t remember. I told a few friends. So then, 

everyone knew. 

They sympathised, asked if I needed help. They brought me food and flowers. They told me I was 

brave. As if I had a choice!  

When they found out the cancer was incurable, they flocked to me in droves. Well-meaning but really, 

coming worship at the temple of the dead. Some genuinely cared, others wanted to see me a final 

time. Other were curious or gossips, some had to assuage their sense of sympathy. 

It was hard, but I did my best. Reassured the ones who wept. I said I was reconciled with my fate. 

Lies again, but they seemed to believe. 

My ex-husband visited, guilt-ridden and contrite. An hour later I remembered why I hadn’t missed 

him for years. He keeps dropping in. 

People wanted to fund a bucket list for me. They suggested visiting exotic lands, eating crocodile 

meat, bungee jumping. They seemed offended when I laughed and refused. Now I walk in the rain. 

Eat ice-cream while rereading my favourite books. Tend to my garden. Clear out my wardrobe. That’s 

where I found this wig with its happy memories.  

I sit up and shake my head, pumping the golden curls back into place. Pick up my hairbrush 

microphone. I am ready. I look beautiful!  
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