Green Eyes Revisited

A while back, in a city that shall remain nameless, lived a media mogul, his trophy wife, and their daughter.  It goes without saying, of course, that she is an only child – you can’t ask a trophy wife to suffer through more than one pregnancy.  The daughter, a spoiled little princess who partied like there was no tomorrow, was named Katherine, after her paternal grandmother (which is where she got her looks and her penchant for tequila shots).  But everyone called her “Kat,” and she was a stunner: 5’8”; radiant skin that never saw direct sunlight without SPF 150 sun block; thick, lush hair that changed color with the seasons; and eyes as green (and as hard) as emeralds.  She partied with all the “right” people – musicians, hot young movie stars, and supermodels.  Paparazzi followed her everywhere, snapping pix of her left and right.   “This way, Kat,” they all cried, “Smile for me!”  And she always did.

All the “little people” imitated her every look and move.  They bought knock-offs of her clothes, paid a fortune to get their hair cut like hers, wore green contacts and then covered them up with copies of her oversized sunglasses.  Well, it didn’t take long before Little Miss Kat came to the attention of a slightly older and very jealous celebutante who had slipped down a notch or two on the public’s radar.  “Oh, no you don’t,” she thought.   “That’s my limelight you’re stealing and I want it back!”   She swore a blue streak at her maid, which really didn’t help much but made her feel better.  She then hired a sleazy blogger who had a popular gossip site to smear Kat.  He made it look like she was cruel to her dogs (she wasn’t) and that she had terrible cellulite (she didn’t).  Worst of all, he said that she hated the “Twilight” series and thought Edward was a wuss who wouldn’t last five minutes against Buffy (okay, that one’s real).

Her (mostly teen-aged) fans were horrified and abandoned her on the spot.  Her media mogul daddy thought it was time she learned a little “perspective,” so he cut off her allowance and made her go out and find a job.

A job.  Yeah, like she had any marketable skills (well, any skills you could market legally, anyway).  So just like that, our little princess was turned into a nobody.  She was not happy.  In fact, she was so not happy that she thought, for a second or two, of jumping out the window in a grand, dramatic gesture.  But since they were on the first floor, and since there was a rosebush just outside of the window, she thought better of it and simply pouted for a bit.
Daddy, thinking as all men do that what she needed was to find a good man and settle down, said that any man who could make her see the light, who taught her to be a responsible person, or who at least gave her a real job and didn’t trade on her celebrity, would be in his good graces (with all the perks that entails). 

Now not far from this city lived a couple of “off the gridders” and their sole progeny, a brilliant child named Chris.  Chris was the founder and CEO of an organic farm co-op and restaurant chain who couldn’t care less about celebrity gossip.  Kat, who was so mortified over her situation that she had fled the city and was holed up in a Motel 6 off the freeway, applied for a job with Chris’s company and was hired in spite of her lack of skills.  Chris had a pure heart and a compassionate soul and thought that Kat had potential.  Plus, she was smokin’ hot.  

So Chris trained Kat to be a personal assistant, and, being a kind, compassionate person, gradually showed her how to be a real human being. During her time with Chris, Kat learned how to meditate, make travel arrangements on her own, cook vegan food that actually tastes good, and what color her aura was (and why).  She also learned how good it felt to earn something rather than just have it drop into your lap.

During the same time, Chris listened to Kat’s stories about the fast life and learned that getting everything you want without working for it was meaningless, that media moguls with trophy wives make lousy parenting decisions, and that buried under all of this baggage was a wonderful, insightful woman trying to find her own way in life.

After a year or so, Kat and Chris grew to love each other in a way that the Sexual Harassment Manual developed by the Human Resources Department says is prohibited.  So Kat stopped being Chris’ assistant and moved into Chris’ house.  Everything was peachy when Kat remembered what daddy had said about teaching his daughter to be a good person, blah, blah, blah.  She knew that Chris’ company could always use more press, so they went to meet daddy.

 
The media mogul met them as they came up the drive in their electric car.  Kat hugged her dad and said, “Daddy, you said that if someone helped me to see the light you would be forever in their debt, right?  Well, Chris here showed me the light in more ways than you can imagine, and I’m holding you to your promise.”  With that, she held out her hand to Chris, who adjusted her blouse, got out of the car and planted a big, wet one on daddy’s cheek.  In a lovely contralto voice, Chris said how happy she was to finally meet him and how often Kat had spoken of him.  Glad that his daughter had found someone who made her happy, he welcomed her to the family then asked her if she’d like her own cooking show.  Three weeks later Kat and Chris were married in Boston.  They had a splendid wedding – they wore different shades of blue and the reception was vegan – then they moved to New York where Kat opened a Yoga-lates studio and Chris was developing a line of ready-to-eat entrees.  Last I heard they’d bought a couple of Yorkies and were doing just fine.  


Oh, and the has-been who smeared Kat just got arrested.  Seems her pool boy wasn’t as old as he said he was, and did not appreciate the panty crickets that she shared with him.  Guess there is a god(dess) after all.

