She’s a beautiful blond. Thin. Curved just right. On her feet are black strappy sandals. Probably 3 inch heels. She’s well put together–attractive in a long-ago sun-kissed sort of way. Another summer in the sun might be one too many.

She she thinks that no one is looking, she sags, shifting her weight from side to side. If there’s a chair near, she leans forward against it, trying to alleviate the pressure on the balls of her feet.

I’ve been there. I know her pain. In fact, I had a pair of very similar shoes. Black Steve Madden sandals with a little square bow above the juncture of the big toe and the one next to it. I picked them up at Ross one summer afternoon and feel in love with them, despite their impracticality.

They didn’t always hurt. There for a long time, they merely annoyed. Because of their design, the back strap–the one that rested on the back of my ankle–often fell down. A 3 1/2 inch heel, held on by a thin strap across the toes could be a recipe for disaster. The shoes were cute with that black dress and the blue skirt. Actually, they were cute with most of my wardrobe, the little square bow added a whimsical touch to even the most severe outfit. For that I could tolerate annoyance.

In the last couple of years, I haven’t worn those fantastic Steve Maddens very much. Actually haven’t worn many of my heels period. Being a graduate assistant, hiking across campus requires slightly different footwear than being a teacher, upright mostly but leisurely rounding a classroom. I think wearing heels must be like playing guitar. One must develop callouses and if one does not practice, the callouses disappear, making the experience of picking up again quite painful.

After a long stretch of going heel-less, I drug the Steve Maddens out now and again, but quickly shoved them to the bottom of the shoe rack. They hurt…terribly. Maybe it’s because I’ve become footwear lazy, preferring my flip-flops or Merrills or Clark’s sandals or maybe its because I’m older, but I just wasn’t willing to go through the process of toughening up my feet again.

The last time I wore the strappy sandals with the little square bow was July of 2006. I’d put them on because they were so darling with the salmon-colored fishtail skirt. I was going to a party, and before I left the house, I put the sparkly black flip-fops in the car. Just in case. When I got home, I forced myself to throw my 6 year companions away. I’d made it half an hour, about as long as I’d worn them the 6 months before. The writing was on the wall, and I knew there was little point in hanging on to the shoes. Not to say that I didn’t hesitate because I did. I thought “If I just wear them more often–maybe around the house–to break them in again.” Then I reminded myself that the shoes cost me $20 at Ross 6 years ago. I got my money out of them; I could in good conscious let them go.

Maybe the leggy blond just bought those sexy shoes. Maybe she didn’t know they were going to hurt so badly after a twirl or two on the dance floor. Perhaps she was seduced by the sleek lines. Or maybe she doesn’t want to let that cute naval airman know she’s in agony. Whatever it is, she’s still got those sexy shoes on, although she sits every opportunity she gets. She’s going to work the hell out of those shoes when someone’s looking, though. Right after this uptempo song is over. Right now it’s just too painful to even contemplate.

I’ll watch her while wearing my brown boots with the 3 inch wedge heel. Solidly built. I can wear them and be on my feet 12 hours with no problems.

She’s dragging him onto the floor to the strains of “Honky Tonk Woman”. As she moves toward him, she hikes her shirt to reveal a pierced naval. Maybe she doesn’t really need those shoes after-all and just hasn’t figured it out yet.

