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	Hello, My name is Clairol Crimson Red. You can call me Claire, or Red. It doesn’t matter all that much which you use, because you’re just reading, and I can’t hear what you call me. I’d ask for your name, but once again, I wouldn’t hear it, so feel free to yell it out loud right now. Anyway, I got this name simply because I’m a bottle of Nail Polish. But don’t hold that against me, after all, I still have quite a story to tell. I’ll bet you don’t believe me, after all, I wouldn’t believe me. Who would think that a bottle of nail polish has anything interesting or relevant to say? Well, to that I say, “Kick back, relax, and I’ll show you how interesting a lifetime as a bottle of nail polish can be.” Before I get started, I should probably give you some background on who I am, and how I came to be...





	It all started a while back, I don’t know how long exactly, as I don’t have a very good concept of time. It was in a large factory. There were many technicians running around, and there were many large machines around. There was also some Televisions and speakers abound, probably used to tell the workers what to do and when. There was a strange odour in the air. It seemed to be a mixture of a baloney sandwich, alcohol, and of course, that unmistakable aroma of Nail polish. I was just a bottle at this point. You could call it my infancy. There I was, just a bottle on a conveyor belt. This is my earliest memory. I guess you could say I was born that day, but no one really remembers the day they were born right? 





	I was moving along this conveyor belt until I reached a nozzle hanging above my head. Suddenly, the nozzle lowered into my neck! A strange gurgling sound erupted from the nozzle and everything began to shake. The next thing I knew, I was slowly being filled to the brim with a red substance! I later learned that this was in fact nail polish, as I overheard two technicians talking about my fellow bottles and I. But my ordeal of birth/manufacture was not completed. I looked further down the path that this conveyor belt was leading us on, and I looked ahead at the terror that awaited me. 





	There was another large machine, very similar to the previous one that filled me up with the potent red substance. This one however, seemed to be drilling white caps of some sort into the top of my fellow bottles. I couldn’t do anything about it, since I am just a bottle, and cannot move on my own free will. So I was stuck! I was being led on a path that I could not avoid. It was like a dream, where one knows they cannot escape the terrifying fate that awaits them, no matter how much they struggle. The new machine came closer and closer, I braced myself for the pain I knew was coming...





	All of a sudden, I passed the machine. It turned out to be quite painless actually. In fact, it was at that point, that I realised I did not suffer any physical pain at any time. Just the concept of physical pain was enough to send me into a panic, however. I simply didn’t know anything about it. I still don’t. I suppose most people only fear the unknown. Many things were unknown to me, as a bottle of nail polish doesn’t get around much. Therefore, I feared a lot of things, like the future. I always wonder about things like what will happen when I run out of nail polish? Or maybe I sometimes wonder what my purpose is. Do I really make all that much of a difference in my owner’s life? Does it make a difference to anyone whether my owner’s nails are red or flesh coloured? 





	However, I’m getting ahead of myself here, after all, my manufacturing/birth was just nearing it’s completion. I was still on the conveyor belt, being led along the path, one more machine awaited my arrival. This one looked different though. This one didn’t have nozzles or loud machinery, it seemed to be decorating the bottles ahead of me. I later discovered that this was my Label. I felt a sense of happiness when I got my Label applied. It was like my badge, one that symbolized my identity and my job. I guess its the same feeling a police officer gets when they put on their badge and name tags. I had received a great sense of pride at that moment. Even though it was early in my life, I found out who and what I am that day. I was Clairol Crimson Red Nail Polish. My job was to help make humans look and maybe even feel better. Now, everyone else would also know who I was, and what I could do for them. Unfortunately, that was the last bit of happiness I had for a long time.





	The conveyor belt ended, and we were all placed into boxes. We were being shipped to some place called “The Bay”. I didn’t know what “The Bay” was, and therefore, I was in a state of great fear. The thoughts kept running through my head:  “What could this Bay place be? Was it a lonely place?” All I did know at the time, was darkness. They didn’t let us out of the boxes for anything. It was very dark, and very cold. It would be an eternity before I would ever even see light again. 





	Before I would see those flaps open again and signal my salvation, I had to endure the hardest times ever in my life. I was very thankful to be with other bottles of nail polish, but I couldn’t talk to any of them. Its a little hard to talk when you don’t have a mouth after all. However, I have no doubt in my mind, they would think a lot just like I did. Maybe some were more afraid, maybe some had no fear at all. The only thing I can tell you for sure, is what I was thinking. The whole time we were in that black abyss of the box, there was constant shaking and sometimes a wind would come through the top of the box. It wasn’t a nice breeze however, it was a harsh, cold wind. I later learned that the shaking was caused by a “truck“, and the cold wind was caused by something called a “goddamn freezing winter”. I don’t know if these things have any meaning to you, since they don‘t mean much to me. All I know is that I learned this by overhearing some people who must have been loading and unloading the boxes we were in. Eventually, the shaking stopped. I finally had a feeling of relief and excitement. 





	Our box was picked up, and we were moving again, but this time was far more jubilant. The cold winds and darkness were gone. Rays of light began to break through the top of the box. Then, like a miracle, the flaps finally opened up. It was as if the light came and comforted me, telling me that my suffering was over. Thinking back on that night now, I’d say the light created a sense of excitement in me. I was just beginning to experience joy. I may not have believed it then, but I know now, that there would always be a light at the end of the darkest of tunnels. 





	We were taken out of the box one by one, and placed by our colours on a shelf. If this was “The Bay”, I no longer feared the thought of it. I was very happy here, for I had a great view of people at their finest, and I was with others of my own kind. I could finally relax, and stay put, without fear of never seeing light again, or being denied warmth for all time. 





	While I was genuinely happy there on that shelf, things did occasionally get dull. The greatest part of my days would be if some picked me up, read my label, and placed me back on the shelf again. I saw many wonderful things from that shelf. I saw mothers with children, friends just hanging out with each other, and people just working for an honest living. I have no doubt that it was humanity at its very, very best. What could be better than this? Warmth, light, and a front row seat to the Human show. I would soon find out. 





	That day began like any other day. People walked by, to and fro. I got picked up a few times, read, and placed back on the shelf. But today would be different. I saw the soon-to-be most important person in my life walking towards my shelf from quite a distance. As she approached, I braced myself for a pick up, read and drop, but it was not to be this time. She picked me up, and she also picked up a bottle of Channel Navy Blue. Now, I didn’t know Ms. Blue personally, but I think I know that what was running through her head was the same as mine. That thought was “Why hasn’t this person put me down yet? What are they waiting for?”. Ms. Blue question was answered promptly, as she was returned to her spot on the shelf. Me? I was placed into a cart and taken far away from my old home. A home which I would never see again. I got that sense of fear again. I didn’t know what to expect, and that fear of the unknown is something I may never truly get over.





	That day, was my day of purchasing. I suppose if you need a comparison, it would be like your 13th birthday. You’re finally a teenager, but still innocent enough to not know about the world around you. As I was run through that scanning machine and into a shopping bag, my fears started to become alleviated. After all, I wasn’t in another dark, cold box. I was in a nice, white bag, and it was amazingly warmer than the time in the box too. 





	The journey in the white bag wasn’t nearly as long as the one in the box, and I was placed on a nice seat instead of in a harsh, hard box. Then, before I even got comfortable in the bag, I was pulled out, and placed on top of a dresser. It was just like my shelf, but I was in a more diverse environment here than in “The Bay”. I was around all sorts of new things, like cosmetics. I got to know cosmetics like Perfume, Mascara, Rouge, and my personal favourite of them all, Clairol Crimson Red Lipstick. I think she’s my favourite because we have the same name. It’s like we had a deeper connection due to that similarity. There was more new and wonderful things to be found in my owner’s room. I heard music that I liked far more than the department store music. I was happier in my more diverse environment. I now know that while I was happy among exclusively my kind, I was much happier in this diverse environment. I think humans are the same way. Variety is the spice of life after all. 





	Not everything changed from “The Bay” though. I was still only picked up occasionally, but this time, my cap would come off, I would be applied to my owner’s nails. This is great for me, I not only accept what I am, I love it. This means that my Label doesn’t lie. I’m doing my job, and my identity isn’t compromised, or taken for granted.





	While I believed I saw humanity at its best at “The Bay”, it got taken to a whole new level in my owner’s room. This became personal. I don’t think it’s right to share specific details, but I learned so much personal things about my owner. I discovered first hand what wonderful ideas and what awful atrocities humans are capable of. After learning these things, I can’t help but pity all of those who cannot experience the joys and trials of humanity. 





	I’m sure you’re wondering something now. How does a bottle of Nail Polish with no mouth, no motor skills of any kinds become the point of a story? It began with the last journey I ever took to date:





	My owner came bursting into the room early that morning. I saw her grab a few other things off of the floor and assorted tables. She then picked me up. I was expected to have my top screwed off and to be applied again, but this time was different. I was picked up, and thrown casually into a school bag. It was like in that awful abyss of a box all over again. The shaking was ten times worse in this environment, and this time I was all alone. No cosmetics around to help comfort me with their presence. All that was there to keep me company was the chattering from outside the bag, and the books and pens inside. It felt like the box all over again, but worse. The only consolation I had was that it wasn’t nearly as cold or nearly as dark in the bag as it was in the box. However, it was far lonelier in the bag, and therefore, a far worse experience. 





	Mercifully, this trip was over far faster than the trip in the box. The flaps opened above, and the objects from the room and myself were removed from the bag. We were then carried up to the front of a new room. My owner placed all of us on the floor at the front, and began to walk away. I had never wished I had a mouth and lungs more than I did at that moment. I felt like screaming and screaming until my owner came back. There I sat, at the front of the room, feeling abandoned and alone. I was still among a diverse group of items, but the owner I had come to love so much had left me behind here with these mysterious items.





	But then, something else happened, I saw an item directly beside me get picked up by someone other than my owner. This terrified me. What if I never saw my owner again? What if I was left on the floor forever like a piece of dust? More and more items began to get claimed beside me, and I was becoming more and more alone. The temperature may have been warm, but I never felt so cold as I did at that moment. Finally, after more than three quarters of the items were claimed, I was picked up. It was like “The Bay” all over again. I was picked up and read. I was then taken over to another desk. It was not the desk of my owner, but I could see my owner from where I was. I couldn’t help thinking that it might be the closest I would ever get to her again. It was like I was so close, yet so far.





	However, the miraculous happened. It was after just a few minutes on the new person’s desk, that I was picked up, and taken right into the waiting hands of my owner. I had never experienced such as sense of euphoria as I did right at that moment. I was ecstatic even though I knew I would go back into that dark, lonely bag. It was okay with me because, as I knew right there, that I would be returned to my very own spot on the dresser. I knew then, that I would see the mascara, perfume, and of course, Claire the lipstick again. Without fail, my prediction came true. I was placed in the bag again, and on the other side, when the flaps opened, I was returned to my spot. 





	So how did I tell my story, if I was just picked up and then placed back where I came from? I guess its just that some things don’t really need to said to be understood. I know that the person who picked up this bottle, and wrote this story for me, understood where I came from. I think that anyone can pick up any object, look at it, and if not tell its story. I mean, everything has some past that can be seen right on the surface. Maybe this is true to only a certain degree, seeing as how everyone and everything, has their secrets and skeletons in their closet. This isn’t a problem for me, as I believe that things like that are usually better left unsaid anyway. 





	I still think about the future a lot. This is the only true fear I believe that I have left, because to me, this is the only unknown I have left. I don’t fear the dark, cold or loneliness anymore. I’ve gone through those things so many times, and every time, I emerge unscathed at the other end. I think its okay to fear the future. I mean, anyone who doesn’t fear the future has got it all figured out, and who really does?. I can’t help thinking about what will happen when I’m empty and my owner has no more use for me, but I try not to think about it too much. After all, I’m just enjoying the ride now, and I wouldn’t trade any of what I have now for all the knowledge about the future. In fact, I believe I’m happier not knowing what’s waiting for me at the end of the next box ride, I think we all are. 


