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I don’t know exactly how this idea got into my head.
One day it was just there. I told my son about the story line and
he made the comment.

“That sounds like a sad
story.”

Yes, it is a sad story. It’s sad that the people of
his day didn’t understand that people with a facial defect weren’t
that much different than the rest of us. And I might say, it isn’t
much different in our modern times. I don’t really know what kind
of defect my character had. When I thought of how he might look, my
first thought was of Quasimoto in The Hunchback of Notre Dame. No.
He’s too grotesque. On the lighter side, perhaps he had a birthmark
down half his face. People in the 1800s didn’t understand marks
like that. If you had a purple or red birthmark on your face,
people considered you cursed. Whatever it was it made his life
miserable. I’ll not tell you the ending. You must read the whole
story to learn that. However it won’t take long to reach the
conclusion of this short, short story.

I hope you enjoy. J.C. Hulsey









Sticks and stones may break my bones, but words
will never hurt me.

Whoever wrote that never had hurtful words hurled
at them like brimstone from Heaven.


1880s in the Western United States

Ugly is only skin deep.


I was born with a deformity that the doctors had no
name for. You see, I was born ugly. My earliest memories are from
my days in the one room school house where I attended school. The
kids that went to school with.me were unmerciful. Of course what
could you expect from young kids?

They called me Ugly Mugly. My mother tolerated me,
but I could tell she didn't really want me around. My twin brother.
Twins. Now there's an oxymoron if there ever was one.

Matthew was fourteen minutes older than me. He was
an easy birth and a beautiful baby and grew into a very handsome
man. On the other hand, my birth was long and difficult. My ma
almost died when I was born.
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