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	 The secret to beauty has finally been revealed to me. I can’t package it and make mil-
lions of dollars off of it, but I have seen it work.
	
	 It doesn’t come in a fancy bottle or a shiny blue jar. It isn’t a series of injections you 
endure every three months. It’s not a cream or a pill or a new workout program. You can’t buy 
or borrow it. 
	
	 My pubescent daughter is blossoming, budding, and burgeoning with beauty. Her vital-
ity and vibrancy are evident and her chocolate-brown eyes sparkle with life untested. Her 
skin glows with good health and her coltish body performs at peak capacity. 
	
	 I delight in watching this. But each day I feel as if my own vitality is waning; my own 
beauty faltering and fading. I’m convinced a transference is happening.
	
	 Each night, sometime between midnight and 3 a.m., my daughter tiptoes into my room 
and gently touches my arm. I awake, lift the covers and scoot over to make room. She snuggles 
in close to me and quickly drifts off to sleep. I lay awake and revel in the warmth of her body, 
knowing deep in my soul that these days are numbered. 
	
	 Though my daughter assures me these nocturnal visits are the result of a “bad dream,” I 
know their true purpose: Siphoning the life force from me so it can pass it to her. Transferring 
the maturity, knowledge and femininity she needs to grow up. She seeks not just comfort but 
assurance that I will be there—to cuddle, to slay the night demons, to soothe her slumber—
as she grows into adulthood.
	
	 In the morning, the nighttime ritual is easily forgotten as my daughter faces the day 
with eager exuberance and energy. For me, its memory lingers in the smell of her on my pillow 
and the feel of her heartbeat next to mine. 
	  
	 If this is what I must endure to see her growing beauty, then so be it. I will willingly 
go to sleep knowing that, each night, a small part of me is transferred to her. When I look in 
the mirror, I won’t be saddened. I know that what is fading in me is transferring to splendor 
in her. 


