LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS


LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS 

by Rosa 

“In a world filled with despair, we must still dare to dream.”-Michael Jackson

*
*
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Finally! My big break! Goodbye Austin Street! Hello Madison Ave! That one phone call is about to change my life. Yes! Fabio is moving to the big city, leaving behind the boring, embracing the fabulous. I can see it all now. First my own salon, then a fragrance, a nail polish, a clothing line, and then Scarlett Johansson knocking on my door begging me to do her hair for the Oscar’s. 


From Madison Ave, who knows? Hollywood! Paris! Milan! I’ll be toasting Beyoncé, designing for Chanel and partying at Prada. Adjusting helmet-like hair dryers and sweeping snipped locks will soon fade into the past.

But until I cross the East River, it’s the Beauty Parlor of Bensonhurst, the pink curlers of Mrs. Trubowitz, the tangled tresses of Tillie Tauber and the flaming orange locks of Anna Kaminski. 
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A long black veil covering every inch of my body conceals the fact that I am a woman, treating me as if I am worth nothing! The clothes, like a prison, trap me, choking me. I close my eyes until all I can see is a future where I can rip it all to shreds.  A “me” that's not beaten down. A “me” that has meaning. I need the strength to fight those who keep me in darkness, clipping my wings, smothering my breath, and masking my identity.


Women, we must ask ourselves why we have been put on this earth. Is it merely to procreate? What is the justification for the way men treat us? What gives one person the right to rule and make decisions for another? Women, we must act now or drown in the shadow of unwanted weeds that no one will tend. We must unveil the portrait that lies behind the curtain or we will wither like unwatered plants. 

*
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My street: Empty faces and weary bodies. Discarded bottles and empty vials. Stoops crowded with guys who hang out after school and all night with their girls. People wander, aimlessly circling this endless labyrinth of stagnation, the feeling of hopelessness drowning them. But you can’t wander, you've got to run.

Climbing the stairs, the stench of pee and smoke and beer consume me, sticking to me, trying to trap me like it does everyone else. The elevator is broken again. Upstairs seems like a sanctuary from the hell-ridden streets.


I won’t let this malaise take me, wipe away my dreams, make me pretend there’s no place to go from here. I refuse to give in, to end up another hollow face on the stoop, paralyzed by the world around me, begging for the dreams I gave up long ago. I won’t be imprisoned by the misery and anguish that closes in like a dark fog. I’m getting out of here. I have hope that some day, I won’t fear the sounds of gunshots or see the shadows of the staggering drugged. But I know hopes and dreams aren’t enough. Without a goal, dreams remain illusions.

PAGE  
2

