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Dear America, please, don’t sell me. 

I know that as a 19 year old middle-class Caucasian female, my market value is extremely high 

right now, but please, understand, that my reasons for standing here on this street corner are 

far different from those of the girl to the right of me. I am no street-corner refugee, no gum-

smacking, French-tipped fountain of tainted youth whose penny-nickel-dime rusted bottom is 

never wanting of nightly wishes from nightly strangers. The sign that she wears around her neck 

is the umbilical cord that her daddy was never there to cut, the shackles that now bind her to 

this pavement wasteland of fossilized cigarette butts and extinct dreams of escaping her tar pit 

descent. I, too, wear a similar sign around my neck, not one that I was born with, but given to 

me by you, America, and it reads “For Sale by Owner.” But it has been some time since I have 

fallen into your possession, and now I fear the day when the words, once so crisp upon my 

tongue, become misspelled as the bilingual nature of my upbringing slowly regresses into one 

resounding voice far too high to be my own resolving upon the word “America” and then no 

more. My life, some beautiful operatic melodrama: pleasing to the ears but lacking the depth 

that comes with actually knowing what frenetic cadence is being spilt from full, taut Italian lips. 

I am not a prostitute, but poised upon this precipice of promiscuity, I am more imitation that 

imagination, and all that I crave is your acceptance, America, as I diminish the face of God 

within myself for one whose greater market appeal will sell more magazines off the stands with 

me, air-brushed, photo-touched glory, on the front cover. I am plagiarized. The ideas that stem 

from my mind to my mouth are not my own, are not rooted in the revolution, in the vicissitude 

of the human spirit, but begin their lives in Hallmark cards, in textbooks, in internet memes, in 

the last thing that I reblogged on Tumblr, the words that I cry, America, sound so familiar 

because they are all that I have been taught, from the bold, bodily billboards leading me to 

every city, the movie stars that I continue to dream of marrying because, for some reason, I 

believe that I deserve happiness, and marriage leads to happiness, or so I have been told, but I 

am steadily starting to question the advertisement nature of my appearance, the outwardly 

exploited, inwardly questioning, the still spiritually searching but Xeroxed girls don’t need to 

have a god for very long: just until the ink dries atheist. Oh, help me, America! The words are 



beginning to look like Babel and sound like a symphony and my God, if I were not standing here 

upon this street corner stereotype right now I might very well drown, spluttering and choking 

upon my own, well-taught ignorance. America. The language that I know the best, you never 

fail to let us forget that in your glassy, green eyes we are all equal, but I think somewhere along 

the line you forgot that we are not all the same. Our faces are not reflective of your skin-deep 

dogma, but are expressive of the truths that we experience every day. America. A world where 

the commercialized is the sexualized, the fantasized, the idealized, the propagandized, and, 

objectified, we are all for sale. And we all know it. I, unlike her, am not a prostitute, but for 19 

years 3 months 5 days 5 hours and 30 something minutes, I have been for sale. I, too, am in 

pain, America, not her pain, but in the empty desire that you leave me with. Because we are all 

here lined up upon this street corner, but mercifully, I have yet to have someone buy into the 

bullshit that I am selling. 

 


