
 

BEAUTY 
 

Any blemished priest may not offer sacrifice. 
 
 
1. 
 
Does this dress make me look fat?  
 
Who among us has eluded this trap, this out and back leading nowhere, truth or 
aesthetics overwhelmed by our impulse to do good, the very question torment for asker 
and asked alike?  I’ve had my failures— 
 
No, no, you look okay— 
 
Beauty’s only skin deep— 
 
All I meant was— 
 
and I bet you have yours. We’re all contortionists in this show, laid low by desperate 
acts and misbegotten desire. No wonder every suffered-through offering comes out 
dumb or lame. What is beauty, anyway, but the compulsion to keep on looking?  
 
2. 
 
And so it came to pass that Mule-Faced Grace McDaniels, Koo Koo the Bird Girl, Three-
eyed Bill Durks whose cleft consoled the plain and homely, Bobo the Rubber Man, and 
Pop-eye Perry sat telling the story of their departure from Egypt. Towards dawn, when it 
was time for morning prayers—  
 
Though there was no priest among them— 
 
Out of narrow straits didst Thou take us, Lord, with so that we might serve You. With 
signs & wonders, Lord, did You raise up crooked line and fractured chance within us. 
Gawk all You want. Conjoined or hirsute, long-limbed or short, all Thy works, Lord, shall 
praise Thee. 
 
3. 
 
For every beauty there is an eye to see it— 
 
Really, the dress looks fine. Not quite as sublime as a two-headed baby, but with a 
certain charisma nevertheless. What is looking, anyway, but an inability to turn aside?  
 
4. 
 
Priscilla the Monkey Girl misses the days when her face astounded young boys, caused 
the weak to swoon. All who were starving, she bade them come and eat. All who were 
unsure, she reassured. Now retired to Florida, she petitions the local Zoning Board to 
allow an old-fashioned sideshow: a spectacle to pierce through the loneliness. 
 



 

I, for one, would pay good money to see Frog Boy and The Ossified Lady strut. What is 
beauty, if not a pleasure of the senses? All those cross-outs and erasures of the self, the 
tics & fixation with what we’re not…  
 
No object is so ugly that under certain circumstances— 
 
(About that dress—) 
 
Please accept my less-than-perfect accolade. Like it or not, I’m coming close. 
 


