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​Lucy’s feet pounded the belt of the treadmill as she ran in her athletic socks. Her worn, black running shoes were placed neatly beside the machine while she took calculated breaths. Three steps to inhale and three steps to exhale, just as she had taught herself. Her blonde ponytail spun like a propeller behind her head as the equipment whirred. Her gray and white sweats matched the drabness of her colorless shoes. A heavy-set man holding a tablet analyzed her running pattern, step angle and arch impact. “Ok, you can step off now,” he instructed kindly. Lucy punched the red, Stop button on the control pad before the belt slowed to a halt. She stepped onto the cold tile. The man tapped his device a few times and opened a gridded chart of shoe types, styles and sizes. “Looks like you’re a C-eleven,” he said.



​“C-eleven?” Lucy asked. Her breaths were relaxed. The short, twenty-second jog had absolutely no effect on her current stamina.



​“Yep,” he replied. “You have high arches and your toes point outward when you meet the ground. That puts a lot of strain on your femoral joints when you impact. I’m guessing you’ve had femoral pain since you started running?” He asked.



​“Femoral?” She questioned. Lucy couldn’t help but notice the man’s beer gut hanging just past the hem of his white, collared shirt. She rolled her eyes with disgust.



​“Hips,” he clarified. “Have you had hip pain?”



​Lucy firmly pressed her fist against her right hip and nodded. “I have,” she said. “Ever since I started.”



​He turned his attention back to the tablet. “Well, a C-eleven shoe will greatly help with that, among other things. It’ll feel like you’re running on a cloud,” he assured.


Lucy raised her eyebrows with relief and took her tired shoes from the floor. “Sounds heavenly,” she said not too enthusiastically. She felt a sharp pain in her calf as she leaned to retrieve her trainers. Lucy stood, bent her knee and massaged the ache with her thumb.

“How often do you run?” The man asked. “Once a week? A few times a week?”

“Every day,” she said proudly. “Every night after work.”

“Every day?” He asked concerningly.

Her tail bounced with a nod. “That’s right.”


His eyes wandered. “Umm …typically you want to run every other day. Every time you exercise you damage muscle. You need to give your body time to heal and build more muscle to progress,” he explained.



Lucy’s tone became sharp, “Yeah, well I didn’t lose forty-six pounds in one year doing the bare minimum. When I set a goal, I go for it. No breaks.”



He argued, “I’m just saying it because any professional trainer is going to advise you to—”



Lucy cut him off. “And I’m just saying that if you were a professional trainer maybe I’d listen to your advisement. But until then, keep selling shoes and stop giving me advice,” she snapped.



He nodded his head, dropping the issue. “Ok,” he said. He turned and pointed toward the corner of the store. “The C-elevens are going to be on that wall, blue tags. Anything marked with a blue tag is a C-eleven.”



She eyed the three columns and six rows of blue-labeled trainers. Every shoe on display emitted at least one blinding hue of neon orange, yellow or pink. They almost glowed from across the sales floor. Lucy winced with dissatisfaction. “Do you have anything a little less …obnoxious?” She asked.



“Those are the styles!” He happily replied. “People love the colors, the brighter the better! Our new sports car line of running shoes license pantone colors from Bugatti, Lamborghini and Aston Martin. It’s like a luxury car for your feet! Nice for showing off,” he smiled.



Lucy ground her teeth in protest. “I’m more of a winter colors kind of girl,” she growled.


He ignored her gripe. “Take your time. When you cash out, tell them Gary helped you out. I’d really appreciate it,” he requested. The salesman stepped away and headed towards the front.


With a sigh, Lucy approached the wall of blazing colors. She stood in her ankle socks examining the damaged rubber of her current pair. They wouldn’t last another mile and the thought of running on a cloud was intriguing. She decided that yellow was the best choice when compared to hellfire-orange or 1980’s-prom-dress pink.



Lucy took a yellow and dark-blue shoe labeled Ocean Sunrise, from the rack and was legitimately surprised when she felt its weight in her hand. It felt light like foam and the construction, stitching and design was flawless. Her brow raised with fascination. Although, her optimism quickly vanished when she read the price tag. She whispered harshly through her teeth, “Holy crap, Lamborghini is right! These things cost a fortune!” She yanked her gaze away from the wall to see the fat salesman assisting another customer near the far end of the store. Groaning with defeat, Lucy took one last look at her exhausted, black trainers and dropped them into a nearby trash bin. “Ocean Sunrise it is,” she sighed to herself. Lucy returned the display shoe and grabbed a box from below, marked with her size. Dragging her socked feet to the checkout counter, she tossed the shoebox before the energetic clerk.



“Did you find everything you were looking for today?!” The woman asked wildly. Her immense smile took up most of the real estate of her face and the brightness of her expression matched the tint of the shoes. The clerk was short, portly and displayed signs of middle-age.



“I sure did!” Lucy matched her enthusiasm sarcastically, out of resentment. She unzipped the athletic pouch at her waist and retrieved a brand-new credit card, tapping it on the counter.


The oblivious cashier nodded. “Wonderful!” She opened the shoebox. The trainers were unlaced and the tissue-wrapped fitters were still wedged into the shoes. Her smile faded slightly. “Oh. Did you try this pair on before you decided on them? We do fittings as well, just to be certain the size is correct,” she explained.

Lucy blushed with irritation. “I know my shoe size,” she bit.


“Of course you do,” the woman agreed politely. “But, we strongly advise that you try the pair on to be sure.”



Slapping her card flat onto the laminated surface, Lucy leaned forward and hissed like a serpent, “I’m a twenty-six-year-old blonde living in L.A. Nobody knows more about shoes than me. These are my size!”


The cashier’s smile drifted into a concerned frown. “By store policy, we can't actually sell an unfitted pair of—”


Lucy interrupted explosively, pointing the corner of her card directly at the clerk’s face. “If I want information regarding fitness and fitness-related products, I’m going to speak to someone with personal experience in that arena. Not you and not your crew of sales jerks,” she spat. She leaned in even closer, her soft tone twisted into cruelty. “And I refuse to learn anything about running shoes from someone who looks like the only marathon they’ve ever ran is to the refrigerator and back. Sell me the shoes.” Lucy’s glare drilled into the woman as she rang up the pair. The cashier handed over the receipt and the shoebox bagged in plastic. Lucy snatched the bag from the clerk’s hand and stuffed the card with the receipt into her pouch. “You and your team can take your advisements and shove them up your overfed asses,” she whispered firmly.


The cashier just stared, hurt and speechless. A cold wave of immediate regret washed over Lucy. She awkwardly stood before the woman she had just torn apart.


Lucy hated her impulses. Her first thought when the cashier argued with her was to attack and attack fast. Hit her where it hurts. She had read somewhere that your first thought and reaction was the correct thought and reaction. If that was true, Lucy truly was a terrible human being. In the face of a confrontation, her first thoughts were often selfish, judgemental and mean. The reaction that followed was a similar ugliness. She hated that about herself. Her attitude towards others had always been sour, but it was only until just recently that the sourness became monstrous. Just like she had displayed today. She frantically attempted to think of one, kind thing she could say before departing. Even if it was dishonest.



Lucy’s demeanor reversed as she pointed cordially toward the back of the shoe store. “Oh, and Gary was the associate who helped me out today,” she said kindly. Her smile lied and only advanced the awkwardness. The cashier’s eyes flashed with unabashed confusion as she nodded with compliance.


Water from the wet pavement soaked into Lucy’s socks moments after leaving the store. She threw her head back and growled audibly. It would have probably been a good idea to slip the shoes on before leaving, but after the fuss she had made about the fitting, placing them on and lacing them up in front of the staff would have looked ridiculous. More ridiculous than walking out into the rain-drenched street in polyester socks? She didn’t bother to compare.


Lucy carried her purchase to the nearest bench and sat on the sopping wood. More wet clothing. She pulled the box out of the bag and unwrapped the brand-new pair of overpriced trainers. The yellow sole reflected every lumen of the daylight and almost burned her eyes. The deep, royal blue however, looked gorgeous in natural light. She discarded the packing materials and laced the shoes tightly around her feet. Wiggling her toes, she noticed there was a little bit of extra room between the tip of her foot and the outsole. Admitting to herself that she should have listened to the clerk’s advice made her sick, so she refrained from doing so. Lucy stood and lifted her feet off the sidewalk individually. Her feet felt ventilated and almost weightless. Her arches felt better supported and cooling relief made its way from her ankles to her hips. Lucy smiled and hopped on her toes. It did indeed feel as though she was walking on a cloud.
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