My Reflection 
By Candise Baker

I stand in front of the bathroom mirror. 

Gazing, glancing, analyzing.

What the hell happened to me? 

I'm old. Unrecognizable. 

The gray hairs popping out; coarse and colorless throughout my scalp. Wild hairs appear on my chin. The wrinkles and dark circles around my eyes. Tired and exhausted. I stand there. Joints and bones aching really truly looking at my reflection. Tracing each line like a roadmap of my 39 years of life. Scanning for unfamiliarities. It's been a long time since I've stared at myself this long. I was a teenager sitting at my makeup vanity. It had a white metal frame with a matching stool with a soft black cushion. I was trying to figure out what style to make my hair. Experimenting with makeup, trying to fit in. My preference was black eyeliner and eyeshadow. I would carefully hold my eyelid down while keeping my eye open and draw a black line, tracing my eyelid. Trying not to poke myself. Simple yet bold. 

Fast forward to today. I haven't been very kind to myself. Always yelling at the person in the mirror. Ignoring my own needs for the sake of others. Blaming myself for others shortcomings. Taking in other people's problems. Standing, staring. My reflection is a blur. Well, who's here for you right now mirror, mirror on the wall? Me. Myself. That's who. No one else is staring back at you. You have always been here for yourself. You are the constant. You are all alone. You are the only one who can change the things you don't like about yourself. You share your kindness with others but keep none for yourself. You see the beauty in others but don't see your own beauty. Your creativity shares the beauty you see with others. 
So the woman stares back at me. Speechless. Taking it all in. Breathing in from her nose. Allowing her chest and belly to fill with air. Inhale. The fresh air cold and crisp fills her body and tickles her bones. Exhale. Her eyes close. Clearing her mind she softly opens her eyes. “Hello. I'm Candise." She tries to make a smile, but the muscles seem unfamiliar. The voice of Chucky mimics her words. 

" Hi, I'm Candise. Wanna play? 

The feeling of discomfort washes over her. She can feel her internal defenses building. Block by block the wall is forming. Being kind to myself is uncomfortable. Why is this so hard? I begin feeling like a stranger to my own reflection. This is who I am at this very moment in time. 

I am Candise Baker. 
I am 39 years old. 
A mother of two children. 
And a loving wife. 

This is the reflection I wear.
This is the person others see
You may not feel connected to those around you, but they are connected to you. 
Overwhelmed with the idea of meeting myself for the first time in 25 years. Feeling like I've been carrying the weight of a stranger all this time. I take a deep breath and walk away. 
