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by Alec 


A few months ago, my 7-year-old sister and I went shopping with my grandmother for something special for my sister’s birthday. We decided to go to Lester’s, a children’s clothing store not far from our house. 


 When we got there, it seemed like just the right kind of place for what we wanted to buy. Jackets, sneakers, T-shirts and other typical kids’ clothes hung on the crowded racks around us. But what we weren’t aware of was their special stockroom! 


We sat down on a bench and waited to be helped. A very tall woman with knee– length magenta hair, wearing an oversized, orange Varsity jacket, an electric green, flared skirt, and metallic yellow, spiky high–heeled shoes wobbled over to us. We stared, and that was before she extended her hand and said, “Hi, I’m Maxy Ruffy. I’ll be your sales associate today. How can I help you?’


My grandmother, pretending not to notice anything unusual about the salesperson, said, “I’d like a nice present for this young lady,” and pointed to my sister sitting quietly poised next to her. 


Without even glancing at my sister or considering her age, size, or style, our conscientious salesperson took off to the special stockroom. The sales associate returned, no more than a minute later, with a handbag, twice the size of my sister  – a handbag, my fellow friends, in bright pink, blue, yellow and red, decorated in equally subtle, haphazardly placed, colored feathers. “The perfect accessory for a school girl,” she chirped, handing the bag over to my puzzled sister. “And how well it goes with your posh, little dark green and white school uniform!”


We all looked at each other quizzically and politely excused ourselves.


Next on our list, was a new pair of sneakers for me. What I had in mind was a nice, subtle, respectable gray and navy blue pair of sneakers.  You know what I mean. We walked over to the sneaker display for ten-year-old schoolboys. I was relieved to see rows of exactly what I was looking for, unlike our handbag escapade.


I looked them over and saw a pair that caught my eye. Ah, nice strong white laces and a nice, thick rubber sole. Looks like it’ll last a lifetime. I picked up the sneaker to take a closer look, but it didn’t have much of a cushion, so I put the shoe down and picked up one that I thought was just what I was looking for this time. But I should have known. Every apple has its worm and every worm has its apple, and one of those worms was in this sneaker. What looked like a nice, basic gray and navy blue sneaker, also featured a foot massage. I liked the idea of a foot–massaging sneaker, but not with a cactus thorn. What was supposed to feel good, made me feel like I was early man dancing on hot coals to ward off demons. But I think the demons were coming and not going for more than any obvious reason at that time. 


As the pattern continued, I began to think that nothing here would satisfy the criteria of my search. And that’s when I found the perfect sneaker, at least that’s what I thought: Navy blue, check… Strong sole, check…Cushioned innersole, check… Sturdy laces, check… Nice little red circle, che– Nice little red circle?  I took a closer look and saw that the nice little red circle was actually a button.


 Curious, I pressed it and a robotic voice cried out, “Let’s play tag, I’m it!”


An initial vibration was just the start of my nightmare. The shoe leaped out of my hand and before I knew it, my would–be basic sneaker was off and running, chasing me, and tagging all the other sneakers of its kind to follow. Within seconds, all of them came storming out of the stockroom chasing me right out the front door. As I sped past my grandmother, I could hear her screaming at the saleslady with the long, magenta hair to help me, but she was too busy enjoying a plate of escargot to even look up.


Since then, my sister and I have given up on finding anything simple and basic these days. Isn’t there anything more practical for a 7-year-old girl than a wild, feathery pocketbook twice her size? And why can’t I find just a plain old casual shoe that doesn’t chirp the temperature in Morse Code, ancient Greek and Swahili each time I step on it?


Lately, my sister’s old, worn school bag doesn’t look so bad after all and neither do my torn, worn sneakers.
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