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FACE TIME 

Kate Bullard Adams 

Lind ay's itting across from me, beautiful as sin . Distanced 
by my desk, I look at my youngest child with the analytical 
eye I u ually reserve for patients, sizing up the brow in need 
of Borox, the face that's begging for a lift. But with Lindsay, 
there's nothing I would change. As good as I am with a knife, 
I know better than to mes with perfection. And Lindsay's as 
clo e as you're going to get. 

' But, Dad," Lindsay is pleading-Don't scrunch up your 
forehead like that, I want to say. You'll pay for it later-"it's no 
big deal. You do it all the time." 

I nod, forced to confirm the disagreeable fact that, yes, this 
i indeed what I do all the time-perform mostly unnecessary 
urgery on people who have more money than sense. "But that 

doe n't mean I like it," I counter. "And that doesn't mean I'm 
going ro perform a totally unnecessary procedure on my own 
child." 

What Lind ay wanes is minor-a little silicone in the lips that 
could already serve as the 'after' version of a less fulsome 'before,' 
the lip that are an exact replica of Linda's, whose mouth I used as 
a model even before I married her. Overall, our three children are 
di tinct in appearance-different heights, different body types, 
different features-but they've all got the luscious lips that, from 
the moment I mer her, had me hanging on their mother's every 
word jut to watch the movement of her mouth. 

"le' not like I just want co pretty up my face," Lindsay 
continue , arm folded, looking every bit the college kid still 
being held to a curfew. "This is for a job. A really good job." 

Lind ay' right, it is a really good job. A top New York 
modeling agency i close to offering a contract, but they'd like to 
ee a licde more height in the upper lip. "The upper lip, it makes 

or breaks the bottom third of the face," they've told Lindsay. 
''And right now it's breaking yours." That remark makes me want 
t br ak their fac , give them all the fat lips they want. How 
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dar th calk c my hild like chat. How dare they talk co any 
healthy human b ing lik that. Th y're the on who tarted it 
al l I ay t m If, caring at Lind ay' Rawles vi age. They're 

ch h turn d a p rfe cly d nt pr fes ion into a freak 
h . I u ed c treat p pie i th birth defect people who'd 

b n burn d r mucilac d peopl who were in pain. What I did 
w ut m di in ab uc healing. What I did was an honest 
da rk. 

ly d. 
Li ' 

d ch 
lik Id n'c 

n'c y u think chi i kind of hypocritical?" 
narr w d in an xpr ion that co a urpri ing 
di dain I' j t b n feeling. "I mean, it' not 

hat u d co Mom. I'm not blind." 
In an in c nt my wn ey narrow and my mu des tense and 

I I an fi rw g uging the arm of my chair. "What are 
y u calkin ab uc~ ' 

c Lind ay ay and there' a di cinccly nasty 

n f ch upp r lip in qu tion. "All of u know. Ju c 
b au re kid d n't mean we didn't notice when 

h r h c. .. xp l d d . r her hip hrunk. r her wrinkle 
di app ar d. ind ay laugh a nide bark. "How dumb do 
you chink, ar ? ' 

I' b n crying c h Id Lind ay' gaze, co play dumb my elf, 

but I n'c k pit up any I ng r and my eyes drop co che photos 
on m d k. They r all pr -op: Linda before che implant , 
wh n h r br t till h wed the cug of nur ing babie ; Linda 
b fi r ch lip wh n her hip till ga e you omething co hold; 
Linda b fi r th fa life, when life was till allowed co make 
it mark. 

I' n r c Id h r h w I fi I ab uc all of chi . Maybe he 
r m mb r m di belief the fir c time he mentioned wanting a 

liccl t u h-up. ' d mayb h rem mb r my crying co ignore 
h r fir t hint ab ut a tummy cu k. Bue I've never cold her the 
di gu t I file ery time he' brought up 'one more liccle 

tweak.' And I' n rt Id h r h w dirty I've felt every time I've 
giv n int h r axin g. And I've never cold her how every time 
I'v op rat d n h r aft r he' b n wheeled off co recovery, till 
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woozy from the happy juice, I've gone to the lavatory, turned 
on the water and crouched in front of the toiler, doubled over 
with dry heaves, my stomach empty because I haven't been able 
to ear. And how I've then sat on the john, put my head in my 
hand and cried heavy, disfiguring tears at the whore chat I've 
let my elf become. 

ow, itting oppo ire Lindsay, my fingers locked in a futile 
cla p, I hake my head slowly and let out a deep, empty exhale. 
I rake one last look at Linda, the picture chat shows her coming 
home from the hospital , still wearing a maternity dress, cradling 
newborn Lindsay in her arms. I raise my head, look into my 
child' face. My eyes linger for a last second on the lips that are 
o like Linda' . "All right, son," I say. 'TU do it." 
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