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Magical Realism Exercise:
[bookmark: _GoBack]Preaching Beauty (incomplete)
The clock strikes now. It’s my time. From behind the backstage curtains I see them, men, approaching the stage. Their pilgrimage to me is almost complete. Crumpled offerings clenched in their hands; my gifts. Lights dim. 
“Welcome to Club Somnium!” says Hermes, one of the MC’s. My name is announced to the mass. They commence to recite it back. He says it once more and the mass erupts. Lights off. One. Two. And I’m on display, a spotlight over me. The mass a void of darkness and eyes. I see their lust, and I strut towards it. I feel alive again – no, I feel like a goddess again. My dance hasn’t begun yet already they sway to my motion, showering me in presents. Stepping downstage, I tower them; they hush the cheering into a hymn as they peer up at me. Next to the steel pole on front stage, I drop my shawl. They drop their jaws. I swing my arms wide. They sway with it. It’s true I’m old, but I’m young; fresh in everlasting desire. I sire their eyes to my movements. To my legs, its lustre reflected in their eyes. Slowly bringing their gaze higher by shaking my hips, belly, breasts and the hair flirtatiously wrapped around. To my shoulders, moving them in swirls. To my face, lifted up allowing the incandescent spotlight to bathe me. On the rim of my sight, I can see a figure on the obscure catwalk looking down at me with his distinct white hair. 
The room is enchanted in silence for I have them in pure submission. I tell my subjects to say my name. They do. I command my subjects to chant. They do. I demand louder! They praise me at the top of their lungs. My revitalization: crinkled skin is smoothening, lips blushing blood red, hair draping freely, and soul feeling glimpses of power like it did centuries ago. I dance. Prancing nice and slow, savouring the feeling. I spiral up the pole old and slide down younger, preaching my beauty….
***
“You’ve come along way. At least three hundred people came tonight just to see you,” says the man with white hair, his hairy wrinkled arms folded as he leans on the shadow casted door way. “This club can’t even hold three hundred people.” He laughs, but it sounds more like his lungs gasping. He shifts in place, searching for a comfort that won’t come, revealing thunderbolt tattoos across his arms. “Some of your followers even started brawling others to get in.”
“Well it’s still not enough. I can never attract enough,” I respond situated in front of a mirror lined with big, yet unflattering, fluorescent lights. “My stomach still roils in hunger, and already I wither into an old lady,” I say examining my features.
“Don’t we all,” he says, treading towards me. I brace myself knowing he’s going to place a hand on my shoulder. It gives me a pathetic jolt. He then slouches into a dusty couch behind me. The light illuminates his skin, it’s dry and crackled like an ancient statue. 
“Not getting enough followers yourself I see,” I say staring his reflection down. 
“You’re the one on stage performing, they love you. I can’t go on stage. It’s as simple as that.”
“No, you linger above it and gaze down like some kind of supreme god.” I laugh. Perhaps a little too hard. “Hermes goes on stage, if he can so can you. He may not be performing but it still aids him,” I say settling in my seat. He keeps his head drooped down. It’s depressing. Both of us dwell in the silence for too long. 
“Do you have any pills, my mind is –”
I toss him the pills on my table. “I’m going to the bar. Care to join me?” 
Grumbling paired with a dismissive wave, is his answer. Be an old man, I don’t care. I feel ancient enough already and I don’t need your presence to remind me. I used to be desire, used to be in the hearts off all men! The goddess…now in a mucky room with no splendor to lavish myself in but the dim, flickering, lights.
As I get up from my chair, “That look on your face – we have rules, don’t do anything stupid,” he says. “We live in a new age. Don’t forget that.”
I leave him in the dressing room and make my way back to the noise flustered main room.
“Hey aren’t you Aph –”
“Move aside!” I demand the pest. 
A once relaxing and purposeful life, now scrummaging and shameful. Having to resort to meager chanting’s of disgusting, vile men, only to retain a mere glimpse of my powerful self, rather than the prayers of faithful, noble servants. Coming out from back stage I skulk around in the shadows of the club, don’t want any more interactions with any of them. How ironic. 
Men remain hugging the stage and glaring at the pole, waiting for other saints to preach their whorish dance. What a life I have come to.
	At the bar, so far unnoticed and undisturbed, I signal the bartender tending the back shelves, “The usual,” I order. He walks over with a smile, even after all this time he is able to keep that confident look, on a deteriorating face. 
	“Nice turnout. You must feel a lot better,” he questions while also pouring me a drink. He slides to it me as I take a seat on a wooden stool.
	“This isn’t my usual.”
	“Times have changed, try out something new. I mean it’s best not to get too attached to anything. You of all people should know that.” In the background I hear Hermes announce the next event, Mary. 
	“Curse that Mary,” I sigh under my breath and push the drink away. “How is that whore so able to sway the people? What does she have that I don’t, besides a mother’s fat body?” The bartender responds with the same disgusting smile. “This is horrible.  I still feel like a spec of nothing. Sure ten minutes of chanting is wondrous, but as soon as the lights fade, the mirage becomes known for what it is. Drained. Syphoned. Curse Mary thieving all my momentum.” I glare at the drink and push it further away, then swivel around to watch her on stage. 
	Lights so bright it’s blinding floods the stage. Her beauty comes from the mystery of who she is – a commoner. Insignificant. Her shawl covers her face. A pathetic tease of modesty. 

