
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Complexion 
 
“Freckle face! Freckle face!” A taunt I heard from as early as I can remember, stinging 
and deep and defining, often in tandem with “Red, Red, wet the bed, wiped it up with 
gingerbread.” My skin was white--fish belly, Irish lace white, not meant to be exposed to 
the brutal, blistering, central California sun. One of my early childhood photos shows me 
standing in a wading pool wearing a long-sleeved shirt and a broad brimmed hat. 
Sunscreen was still a decade away.  
 
By the time I reached grade school, I had big, blotchy freckles on my hands and places 
on my arms that had been burned so badly that even the freckling pigment was gone. I 
felt outcast--unloved, and unlovable. I burned, now from the inside, with envy for those 
with smooth, blemish free, skin.  
 
As a young man working construction in a mountain town at 6000’ elevation with 
merciless UV rays radiating down, I set a goal for myself: to work shirtless all day like my 
coworkers. Blisters on top of burns on top of peels later, I did it! 
 
When I exposed myself to my first lover, I did so with shame and trepidation, certain she 
would be repulsed. Miraculously, she traced circles on my skin with soft fingers and 
kissed my hated hands while tears of relief and wonder pooled in my eyes. 
 
Now my skin, my façade, I claim as my own, scarred though it is from skin cancer 
removals, wrinkled and splotchy from age and my sun-seared past. I stand in 
photographs next to my fair-skinned, red-haired daughter who, thanks to my obsessive 
slathering of her with sunscreen throughout her childhood, has never had a real 
sunburn. 
 

       Bob Regan 

       Nashville, Tennessee 

 
 

 
 


