
If there’s anything I’ve learned, it’s that ambiguity scares people. Uncertainty inspires this 
kind of nebulous dread that people can’t pinpoint- and so they choose to acquaint themselves 
with the familiar, the predictable, the comfortable. I’ve been told that my exterior reads like a 
blank slate- tabula rasa or something of the like. Until recently, my interactions with others have 
indicated as much. Acquaintances often seem apprehensive, unable to decipher the emotions 
my face betrays. They never stick around, as the lack of emotional indication apparently proves 
too mentally taxing and intimidating. I must admit, I too have grown frustrated with my face. To 
be sure, the ambiguity with which I am attributed is by far an improvement from the looks of 
disgust and sheer horror I would receive when I paraded around with third degree burns that 
formed spidery valleys and blistering volcanoes of sunken flesh. (Quick tangent- the burns 
resulted from an unfortunate prank, or rather, plot, where some asshole replaced my face wash 
with a solution of battery acid and bleach. I’m over it now- it’s taken me a good decade, but 
what’s done is done, and meditating on a regular basis helps.) The smooth exterior shell which 
sits atop the ghastly scars has given me a sense of humanness again, though interestingly, 
there are days when I feel more robotic, especially when my overt expressions of rage, 
excitement, irritation are ignored. This mask serves its purpose- but there are days when I feel 
like people need to see that I’m passive aggressive, you know?  
 

So I’ve taken artistic liberties to build facets of myself into this new skin of mine. I’ve 
adorned it with flowers, added a splash of color, put some lipstick on to remind myself of what 
that even feels like, but to little effect. Acquaintances seem apathetic as ever, and I’m still trying 
out new ways of channeling this ambiguity and blankness into something more me, something 
that screams “JUST BECAUSE YOU CAN’T SEE MY FACE DOESN’T MEAN I’M A MONSTER” 
or even, “I’M LONELY, PLEASE TALK TO ME!!!” It’s honestly so demoralizing to have regained 
hope of social acceptance by eliminating the unpleasantries, only to be shunned for the act and 
means of doing so. 
 

This time around, I’m trying something new. It’s been a socially ingrained fact that people 
with pets in public are more socially accepted, and that they are are often used as leverage for 
company. I’ve added a new friend to sit atop my blank face, in hopes that people will want to 
bask in my presence because I have a semi-cuddly looking character attached to me. Today’s 
my first time debuting this look in public- wish me luck!  


