My boyfriend cheated on me in front of a surveillance camera. The video footage has been sent around. Not only because it was shocking but because people found it funny. He was blacked out drunk, and the girl was not appealing. His friends find it hilarious. Last night, I walked into a bar, and everyone stared at me like I was the Mona Lisa. 
I think about Mona Lisa sometimes. I wonder if she ever knew she would be so famous. I wonder if she knows that when people think about her, they think about the man who painted her. I wonder if she wishes people cared about her just as much. Not just her face. If they wanted to know her, instead of stare at her. 
You can find information about Lisa del Giocondo on Wikipedia. You must Google “Mona Lisa life” to find it. Otherwise, the articles are all about Leonardo De Vinci. She is stuck to his name forever. I feel like I am stuck to his name forever, too. I feel like he painted me into a masterpiece, just to destroy it. I wonder if people stare at him, too. 
Do people know that at fifteen, she married a 29-year-old man? She was his second wife. Do they know that she to offer land as her dowry? That her famous painting was created for her husband’s enjoyment? They do not. And they do not care. Because she was a woman, and Leonardo De Vinci was the shit. 
I wonder if people think about the pain in my chest when they stare at me. If they know about the knot in my stomach that has been keeping me full. If they notice the ten pounds, I lost in less than two weeks. If they can see that there is no longer life in my eyes.  They do not. And they do not care. Because I am the girl he cheated on, and he is the shit. 
The Mona Lisa is the most famous painting in all the world. The name Leonardo De Vinci is quite well known, too. The name Lisa del Giocondo is not known, just her face. People stare at her and judge her. Her lips are small, her forehead is big, her eyes too baggy. And they do not even know her. Most of them never will. 
 The people who stare at me do not talk to me, but they have no problem talking about me. His friends who became mine had no problem walking right past me. I did not know I was getting this picture painted. I did not have the time to put on my dress and pose. I felt trapped in the image of time. I kept hoping someone would fall off their barstool to take the attention off me. But that is the thing about Mona Lisa; no one thought of her. And no one thought of me. 


