Makeup
by Angela Blake
It takes me hours to get ready every morning. I’ve got my routine down to a perfect
art, but still, it takes hours. I start first with a shave. Always a shave. Then an
exfoliation, toning, moisturisation and eyebrow pluck. Next I move on to the most
important routine - makeup - my art of disguise. Primer, foundation, powder,
eyeshadow - always bright - lashings of mascara, eyeliner, lip liner, red lipstick,
blush and well placed highlighter. This takes at least an hour. When I’m finally
happy, I do my hair. Sometimes it’s a wig, sometimes it’s GHDing my own, but
never, NEVER, do I wear my hair natural. Natural just doesn’t cut it. I made that
mistake once.
Next I have to figure out what kind of day it is; is it a skirt and heels day? Or a dress
and wedges day? Or maybe it’s more casual and shorts and sandals will do.
When I’m finally ready, I head out to the city, usually to a coffee shop or to some
new pop up before I start work. I never leave the house until I’m completely happy
with how I look. But no matter what, everyday someone will say something to me.
“Oh you like to wear girl’s clothes yeah?” “You bloody poof”. Or worst of all,
“Freak”.
But I’m not. I’m not a freak. I’m just me. Just Callie Brown. It’s not my fault my
outside has never matched how I feel inside. I can’t help how I was born.
I guess no amount of makeup will ever change that, although, each day I still try.
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