
Running Shoes

It was not the first day of winter but it felt like it today because it was the first snow of the 
season (2 inches) where the driveway needed shoveling, and all day the wind was 
whipping the 28-degree air into an arctic blast—the perfect day to start running. I bought 
running shoes for myself this afternoon because I want to work a couple of runs into my 
weekly workout repertoire (we’ll see if that really happens).

It’s challenging to find shoes to fit what my feet have transformed into, through injury, 
deterioration, surgery, and the surgery I didn’t get but probably need. One foot is wider 
than the other (because the swollen joint needs surgery), and one foot is shorter than 
the other (because I had joint replacement surgery and they shaved down the end of 
the bone before they attached the titanium joint). None of this intimidated the young 
man at the store (the shoe store in Wakefield, where all the runners go). He and the 
woman in the store took up the challenge and fired suggestions at each other by stock 
number with a savant like mastery of the inventory.

        "Try him with the one seventeens.”
        “I was thinking the one nineteens because they’re wider.”
        “The one nineteens have leather supports running across the toes, that could dig in 

and be uncomfortable, the one elevens are the widest.”
        “Yeah, but they only offer the wide version above size 11.5 and he’s a 9.5.”

I asked a lot of questions that no one should really know the answers to and it turned 
out this guy was like the Jeopardy champion of running shoes. I think he truly 
appreciated the opportunity to exercise his wide range of shoe knowledge and he was 
probably a little disappointed when I finally reached the end of my curiosity and my need 
to know any more about the details of shoe construction. 

I finally settled on a pair, but before I could buy them he wanted me to run around to see 
how they felt. What I soon realized is that he wanted me to run around the Belmont 
parking lot in my jeans and winter coat with these spanking new, shiny bright blue mesh 
shoes. Well, I had to do it, dodging shoppers coming out of stores, and others getting 
out of their cars, slipping on snow and ice, and turning the heads of people who started 
looking for someone that was chasing me, others trying to figure out what was so 
important that I had to get somewhere so fast. 

I came back into the store all out of breath and paid for the shoes. What would they 
have done if I didn’t buy them after that slushy tryout, wipe them off and put them back 
in the box? Who’s ever going to buy shoes that someone else ran around in? (now that 
I'm thinking about it, how do I know my new shoes weren't test driven by another 
buyer?).

When I got home I put the shoes on and went out for a run of what seemed like 15 miles 
up steep hills and against the wind, but I know it was only a little over three miles and 
fairly flat. I was amazed at how slow I was running, to the point where at times I looked 
around to see if I was really going anywhere. By the time I got back my legs were like 
logs and my lungs were like those tiny long balloons you can never get any air into. My 



big plan was to run a few miles, do the rest of the 10 miles on the rower, and then do a 
few weight exercises. Instead, I finished the three-mile run and collapsed into a chair 
and did my meditation routine for the next 30 minutes (that was probably better for me 
and better for my heart anyway)—Namaste.

Rachel left today, the last of the holiday gathering, so I guess all this about running 
shoes was just my way of reaching out to say I miss you guys.

—Dad


