Flawless

While setting a brisk pace down the congested, cobbled streets my eyes were drawn toward tousled blonde hair accented by a piercing and unwavering gaze of pale blue-green eyes peppered with flecks of gold. A lone male figure radiating regality in the finest and purest sense; a true gentleman possessed of powerfully broad shoulders and stance seemingly commanding the utmost respect from any and all who gazed upon him. He was clad in the most exquisite of suits, carefully tailored to the contours of the well muscled and flawless physique with which he possessed. A powder gray button down broadcloth shirt adorned with matching gold cuff links, straw colored raw silk tie, and military creased slacks stretching all the way down to shiny patent leather shoes simply screamed of sartorial splendor.  Every inch of his anatomy was a sculpture of art, his persona and frame chiseled like a roman statue shaped by the hands of the great artist Michelangelo. The stature, strength and power emanating from this man inspired such confidence and hope in the observer.  What a shame, one might reflect, that he was only a department store manikin.               

