Mole Removal
by Ruth-Miriam Garnett
My obsession began while riding a bus up Third Ave and suffering a no-holds-barred insult hurled by an out-of-sorts young man.  Seated opposite me on one of the aisle-facing seats and, I presume, assuming I would not retaliate, he stated something about how “yellow” I was and, striking me to the core, how moley my face was.

The incident would not have affected me so viscerally had I not received a caveat some months earlier from a friend with sororicidal tendencies.  With what pundits repeatedly refer to as “gravitas,” she proffered concern for the asymmetric pigmentation creeping down the sides of my rather broad face from temple to jawline.
The young male’s comment was, I confess, much more catalytic in my subsequent obsession with the rescue of my skin from these invasive signposts of aging.  I hope to soon resolve my own sororicidal issues; for the moment, let us pray that I can help poor Morgan Freeman.

 As mole removal cognoscenti, I advise Mr. Freeman of two equally effective routes for clearing his complexion of the spattering of hyperpigment on either side of his nose.  The first is to visit a dermatologist who will use something called salicylic acid, a key ingredient in corn and wart removers.  Applied with a toothpick, it causes unsightly growths to wither and fall off.  If adventurous and, like myself, perennially cheap, he can purchase similar compounds at any pharmacy and self-administer, though surely the studio to which he is currently engaged to drive Miss Daisy or be venerable footnote to Tim Robbins’ center-stage prison escapee, would cover any costs incurred for improving his bankable visage.
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I happily recount my successful use of such compounds in an earlier cosmetic trial.  After wearing a pair of boots with a seam for several weeks, a row of corns developed on the third and fourth toes of both my feet.  The growths were painless, and I failed to notice the whitish surface appearing on my still soft skin right off.  But for someone who prided themselves on unmarred feet for four decades, these aberrations, once discovered, were traumatic.  I will forever eschew this style of boot, but recognize the character-forming experience for what it was.
When facing a challenge of this magnitude, one has to quickly take stock and proceed in triage fashion.  Thus, my current endeavor.  I shudder to think of  Mr. Freeman getting on in life and continuing to denounce Black History Month, calling the celebration “stupid” and diverting his attention from the more critical issue.  Less disturbing, but still requiring appropriate response, I very much hope Andy Rooney will curtail his recent and strange rant advocating resurgence of the word “Negroes” to refer to African Americans.  Indeed, I am experiencing not insignificant annoyance at his usurping of what I regard as a tribal responsibility, i.e., determination of Self and Other in the formation of identity, achieved by more or less precise kinship designation.
My parents did a good, nay, a great job, letting me know who I was and how much I was loved.  Along with their savvy circle of marginalized friends, they also practiced innumerable rituals for the transmission of coded affection, referring to each other inimitably, hilariously and with poignant affection as “club members.”

As skin and other organs go south, we might all be on guard against increasing irrelevance signaled by vapid carping.  I am wholly convinced that very few of us should
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clone ourselves.  In any case, do not expect, Mr. Rooney, to hand me YOUR version of MY bastardy and expect me not to hand it right back.  Do not expect, Mr. Freeman, that during February I will contemplate your approval or disapproval of the intricacy of black survival and its documentation, though I will schedule a pedicure.  In all other matters, I want my funk uncut.
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