All the Days of Summer

(excerpt)


Like so many dollies lined proudly on a toy store shelf, she stood with the other five finalists – all of them six years old – with ruffles and ribbons – six curly headed tresses and six painted smiles.  As an anticipatory hush fell over the entire audience (except for the three children whom she enviously watched playing in the back), she was the perfect picture of poise that pageant after pageant had taught her to be.

And the Little Miss Cinderella Girl for 1980 is.......  Her eyes which were twinkles, like two perfect stars stitched into place, searched the front row for the familiar face of her mother.  – The face that, inevitably at this very moment, registered an expression every bit as pained and yet as desperately hopeful as that of a terminally ill patient waiting to be told whether she would, in fact, live or die.  She always thought that her poor mother’s face at that very moment seemed tinted just slightly an asphyxiation-shade of blue, as if only the microphone-reverberated sound of her own daughter’s name would ever make her breathe again. – As though any name other thn that of Summer Starr, would constitute a clear-cut case of matricide, no more, no less.

..... and this year’s Cinderella Girl is … little Summer Star.


Summer thought then she noticed a visible heave to her mother’s buxom chest as her lungs once again filled with the breath of ever-so-sweet success.  Relieved, she made her way slowly down the length of the pink and blue lighted ramp - turning and curtsying - a pretty little puppet who could pull her own strings. -  And as her face froze a sweet smile into each camera flash, and as the lyrics of Maurice Chevalier thanked Heaven for little girls, musically asking “Without them, what would little boys do?” – the little girl trapped inside Cinderella’s body began to heave and retch violently onto the shiny little toes of her black-patent shoes.
