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--Prologue--
T
hrough the shadows of regret and ambiguous and misleading understanding that hover over the soul’s beacon of innocence, a mask is born, inherited through the depths of tears to convey generic light into a life, enthusiastic that the shadows will never come again. But through this inevitable mask that is birthed through the sinister of others, pulsating its fraudulent life through a soul’s thick blood that cries out to it, forcing it to be created by the sounds of agony that it hears and is drawn to, a complex labyrinth is created in an unnoticeable way, to shield the disguise from harm, never tolerating the soul who wears it, to know that it was never genuine. A secret. But, in the end, those who bear it find out its surreptitious secret and have to choose whether they wish to remove it or protect it forever due to its addictive nature that forces an essence to live only for it: thus choosing to destroy either the universe that forgot your name, or the mask that never knew it in the first place. What would you choose?

Masks. Every individual wears a mask from time to time, narrative before truth, in order for others to not see the real persona of their true soul’s rhyme that begs to break through the mask’s unknown barriers, craving to be recognized by the eyes it wore since birth. The silhouette of time, moments, can tell these secrets, with each tear that soars from the virtue of those who scream to be heard; it yearns for that moment when their mask could be shattered into oblivion of unprecedented light.

Such masks are everywhere, worn, for instance, by a young boy pressured into doing drugs, and actually giving in, injecting this evil liquid into his innocent veins. He wore a mental mask, in order for his friends, whom he thought were ‘true’, to accept him, acknowledge him for what they wanted him to be. Or, another hypothetical is that of an obese girl, who meanders into her classroom at school and has every classmate calling her hurtful names toward her size. She feels these names hit her like thorns piercing her spine, engraving their message of wickedness into her blood and traveling with great speed to her glossy eyes, only to stay there and live, making her only see sorrow through the names that are tossed at her without a reason for their thrust. The girl then chuckles about it, making sure the classmates see her giggle, in order to hide her true pain; that is also called a mental mask, psychologically engraved to shield the agony. So many inhabitants wear this type of mask that it’s unbreakable and hard to tell what anyone’s true character is, holding up this evolutionary shield that strengthens through each generation that breeds, weeps and tries to fit their own puzzle piece into this thick, sticky, stench-stricken web of diversity. But, despite the fact that all people put on this mental deception now and again, placing it on for a moment, or having it their whole lives, what would happen if they actually attempted to wear a physical one? Do physical masks exist? One has to ask if such a mask is out there, not being a metaphor or simile, but holding its shape to reality, placed on faces of individuals.

For instance, what comes to pass if a man falls in love with a woman for her beauty, but then she discloses that her beauty wasn’t real? What happens if she takes off that physical disguise of exquisiteness and exposes ugliness to her true image, or else the Neanderthals version of repulsiveness? Would he still hold love for her through his shallow soul? Well, in order for one to bear such a mask, they have to discover where and how to wear one, and if they would actually attempt to cross the line and make that decision. It can’t happen naturally, even though people strive to change their appearances by having surgical techniques done. But overall, people can still see and know what they look like, even after the doctor takes off their bandages. So, in order for a physical appearance to be changed for the better, or the cliché of what people feel ‘better’ really is, it has to come from some higher being, intelligence, a power that has the artistic genius of creating, some realm that we can’t see, some divinity or angelic creature. It has to come from them praying for it, or else … wishing for it.

Wishes. In the depths of a human being’s intellect lies a certain sentiment that holds weakness to its vines of purity. Ironically, this vigor allow them to give up their dreams, or even try to make their aspirations real by unethically cheating in order to reach them. When this feeling sets in, we turn to a single word that every person knows the definition of: a ‘wish’. When people desire things the easy way, they wish for them upon a star, throw a single penny into an attractive water fountain or well. Others make them on their birthdays right before they blow out their candles, or else rub a lantern and hope that a god appears right before their eyes. But through it all, are wishes real? Are wishes really answered? Primarily, wishes run along the same line as prayers, just like mental masks with physical ones. When people pray to their god, they ask for a certain thing to happen, to where a higher divinity now takes full control over the visional desire, creates a miracle to feed their desires to reality. They give absolute permission to their chosen god to take over their free will in hopes that the powerful spirits will can manifest their destiny into a shortcut-like path to their desired want. But, after this praying ritual is completed, are they really answered?

Prayers are only answered by the ones with purity in their souls. The integrity and the candor allows a certain being to hear their pleas and follow through with serving them what they begged to have; yet, with prayers, the Divine being waits and answers them when it feels the time is right. But with wishes, a person’s soul doesn’t have to be pure at all; that’s why many people make wishes more than prayers. And, if true, wishes are answered immediately, according to
legend
and folklore.

Nevertheless, the wake of wishes and prayers do stroll along the same line, but in different bearings, just like physical and mental masks. Anyone could hear a wish being made, but it takes more than words to make a prayer heard by the being which you say it to.

A wish is like a mask, when you take it off, it reveals a prayer, innocent or indecent. Most people don’t take off the mask when they wish upon a star, but if they did, then they would be praying upon it. Through it all, everyone takes off the mask and allows their wish to turn into a prayer. Sometimes it’s hard to take off that masquerade, especially if you made a wish and it came true. But, when you take it off and it reveals your prayer, and at the same time it’s answered, you know that the answerer is your god. However, when you formulate a wish, who’s the answerer? Who allows your wish to come true? To covet is to wish.

True, with no strings attached, that secret was whispered to a girl with the strength and wisdom of a hundred women. A destiny took over her will, and her coveted divinity kissed her soul’s light, giving a sensation of ticklish fireflies tapping on her blissful ecstasy, swaying it back and forth like the reflection of a sunrise, dangling and frolicking in an ocean’s current.

Through the deep, majestic, blue-like ocean, a reflection of a girl’s stern face appeared, sitting down in the sand and crying, yearning for the ocean’s wisdom to call out to her and have its winds caress her. It was as if the ocean was living, breathing, embracing her face through its reflection of her melancholy, distorting her appearance, expressions, by its current. It held her like a longed-for breath that exhaled and created the tides she saw before her. She sat on a California beach while the sunrise was beginning to awaken, growing brighter and blocking out the stars that glistened in the heavens and danced in the ocean’s mirror-like body. The cold sand was heating up and her tears revealed hurt, mixed with contentment as she held a mirror in her right hand and then gazed at her beautiful reflection again in the water. Each tear that fell bounced to the brown sand below her red dress of elite qualities, absorbing her mental wounds and preparing itself for more drops that were prominent through her glossy eyes.

A princess to some, and a rich girl to others if they had seen this sight of ravished beauty sobbing out to the fading stars above. She looked out at the waves in the crystal-like ocean, the reflection of the moody sky and the newly birthed sunrise, fighting with night, beckoning for it to die out so the light could have its turn at witnessing mother earth’s divine secrets. She asked, “Why did I do it?”

Why did this happen to me?

Looking into her mirror, acne was on her face and pale skin, small, chapped lips, dark circles around her deep eyes and stringy, blonde hair; her tears came pouring. “Why can’t I see my beauty?” The girl pulled out a modeling magazine that lay beside her and saw herself on the cover of it. She looked at the image on the cover and saw clear skin, scrumptious lips, and beautiful, blonde hair. “Why can’t I see the same thing when I look in the mirror?” She threw the magazine and gawked at herself in the mirror again. “Why do I fear this face?” Acne that was shadowing over her exterior, she cried for it to disappear, begging for it to vanish, like a goddess wailing out to her god for reasons that only he covets to know. Feeling her skin where the acne was, seeing it prominently in the mirror, she couldn’t feel anything, not a bump, but smoothness was the texture her fingers received. It was as if the mirror showed her what wasn’t there, haunting her mentality with what her eyes perceived in the lying, deceitful reflection. “Why can’t I see the beauty that I have now?”

She lay her face on the beach sand and turned to look up at the sky, noticing a star in the distance trying to fight the sunrise and still be noticed. She looked over at the waves of the ocean and watched as they crashed against the shoreline, their ferocious sound coming from such magnificence. Her mind was like a wave, growing bigger through the days, only to be destroyed when it hit the beach it was destined for.

This is where she ended up, all alone on a vacant beach of magnificence. Her teary eyes faced the sky and stared at the star very closely again; she knew what the star was, and it knew her. She closed her eyes and rubbed her beauty, smearing her make-up, and then started to thrash her perfectly done-up hair, like she felt these things were her own masks she created, and didn’t want anymore. Suddenly she stopped, perceived the star again, and slowly felt her flashback begin as she closed her eyes and squeezed out tears that were mixed with dark mascara. It was an uninvited memory, a point in her life where she found the greatest gift of all. The flashback started where her true adventure originated, the journey of her single wish that came true; or else that’s what she thought. Suddenly, in the abyss of her subconscious, alone and afraid, cold and dark, she heard her blazing flashback, her mother’s voice saying, “Hurry up, Legend, you’ll be late for school!”
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