Looks
Yesterday two 10 years old girls were sitting in my living room watching MTV on the telly, loudly discussing whether or not they were pretty enough, thin enough and sexy enough to become pop stars themselves. It was scary how they were fully aware that in this day and age it's not so much the music as the looks that counts if you’re a girl.

The two 10 years old then went on to watch some model reality show (forgot the name) and the discussion rose again. One of them decided that she was too fat to ever become a model, the other found her teeth too imperfect. Again it send shivers down my spine and I had to have a little talk to them to make them realise that looks aren’t all. Actually IMAO models are BORING. Both the gals and the guys. They look so much alike that it’s a pain in the butt. Where are all those little quirks, the little things that make people individual and thereby beautiful?


Maybe it’s just me, but I like people to look less than perfect. It’s difficult to find those imperfect people in today’s media, thought. I like natural red hair, for instance, but it’s the rarest natural human hair colour and I read somewhere that in 50 years there’ll no longer be any natural red heads born. Only the fake ones will be left, and that’s pretty annoying.

I like green eyes but again they are rare, the least common found among humans, with the exceptions of eye mutations, that creates black, red, and other eye colours. More females than males have green eyes. Damn.

I like long, crooked noses, but they are not seen as being sexy and have become the mark of villains in books and films. Why?

I like gaps between front teeth, but although some celebrities do ‘ave ‘em (i.e. Laurence Fishbourne, Lauren Hutton, Elton John, David Letterman, Madonna, Eddie Murphy, Bill Paxton, Arnold Schwarzenegger, Elijah Wood), most people tend to have the gaps filled which is a bloody shame.

I like freckles and moles, but again they are not seen as sexy and people tend to have at least the moles removed. Are scares better?

I like huge hands with long fingers, but huge hands with visible veins are considered crude whereas long fingers are okay (as long as they belong to piano players).

I like hairy guys, but nowadays guys have their chest and back waxed. Ouch!

I like guys to be more than 6 f. 6 although it’s often seen as too tall.

I like wiry guys, but people find it disgusting when you can see the bones stick out.

I like guys being bi and showing it. I just like that! Period.

Then imagine that bisexual (not gay!) male model, 6 f. 6, wiry, hairy with huge hands, moles, a crooked nose, green eyes and flaming red hair. No? No. There’s no such model, but luckily my BF matches 8 out of these 10 things (hair- and eye-colour wrong!). He on the other hand likes older, short, red head gals with glasses, curves, slim legs, full lips, stub noses, small ears and big butts. I match 8 out of 10 as well (ears and butt wrong). If he and I had resembled supermodels we wouldn’t have as much as looked at each other and we would never have come to know how great we are together.

What I’m trying to say is, isn’t it about time that we all came to peace with how we look, instead of imposing on those 10 years old that they aren’t worth as much as they would have been if they’d looked like super models? Isn’t it about time that we see the beauty in what is, instead of creating some sort of artificial ideal? I for one am VERY glad to look like I do, and I wish everyone else would be as well.
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