Red 
I began consciously lying in 2nd grade. Dad got a new job which meant I got a new school and a new teacher, Ms. Philips, who seemed nice enough. She asked a lot of questions and when she wanted to know my name, I told her it was Elizabeth. 
Elizabeth is not my name but it sure is a heck of a lot better than my real name and Ms. Philips didn’t have to know any differently. I was actually doing her a favor and after I introduced myself as Elizabeth I felt excessively pleased with myself. 
Then I said I was from Spain. Why Spain? I think the large map of Spain posted directly behind Ms. Philips’ head had something to do with that choice.  Either way, anything I could’ve said sounded more intriguing than the place I really came from. 
I left that place I came from.
It was 8:22 a.m.-Too early to talk, let alone talk sweetly and too late to have an intelligent conversation with someone, well, intelligent.
 “What’s your name?”
I dumbly stared at the boy behind the counter. I’m pretty sure my mouth hung open like a door on loose hinges.
“Is there a name I can write on the cup?”
“Oh right. My name,” 
I read the first thing in sight and said my name was Tim.
“Tim?” he looked down at his name tag and back up at me. He raised his pierced right eyebrow and slanted his left downward skeptically. 
Brushing my bangs to the side I laughed and adjusted my glasses. I told him that I guessed we could be friends now that we found out we had something in common. He blinked.  Fortunately for me, I consider blinking a sign of genuine agreement. But if I had said that back home, the person making my coffee would’ve laughed. Here, people weren’t eager to make new friends. Or even smile, it seemed. 
But let’s face it, I wasn’t in any hurry to make friends. I had only been in the city for three days and I hadn’t felt this free since that day in 2nd grade when I moved to a new school.  No one knew me. I could be anyone I wanted and do anything I felt like. 
What did I feel like today? An iced caramel macchiato, extra whip cream-a drink so sweet it makes you cringe, which is why I make them shake salt on the top. This was the perfect start to my day of exploration and the crowds racing the street invited me to get lost in them. I couldn’t wait to get to know the city-to know it better than I once knew my family.
 	I drank in the city skyline, strangers shoved past me, jostling me back and forth with reckless intent. I was delighted by the disconnected independence of the people around me. I was swept away by their busy hustle and the man beside me didn’t even twitch when I purposefully jabbed his bulging gut with my elbow as I swung my purse over my arm. No reaction? I wondered what would happen if I just stopped walking.
Ok. So, maybe the person behind me didn’t appreciate that. Mentally, I commanded her to stop flailing her arms and yelling profanities at me. The rest of the crowd maneuvered around me as I recovered from my self-imposed collision. Hastily gathering my items from the dirty sidewalk I was suddenly joined by a smartly dressed man. He knelt down, helping me collect my scattered belongings.
“Here, you might need this”
He handed me my leather wallet and guided me out of the noisy stampede. Somehow, the ambivalent crowd seemed more like an angry mob, flashing glaring looks my way. 
My eyes dropped in sheepish embarrassment but locked in place when I saw,
Those shoes. Those beautiful red leather shoes. 
I recognized them. I’d seen them every morning since my move to this city. The shoes sat at the coffee bar for ten minutes reading all the boring sections of the newspaper. Who reads the newspaper anymore, anyway? 
The shoes were also never dirty. I don’t know how that happened since my own shoes were consistently layered with mud from the unavoidable puddles created by the incessant drizzling. Sometimes, the shoes said one or two words to the person behind the counter, but never more. When flipping thru the pages of the newspaper, the shoes would lightly tap the floor in a jittery sort of way which didn’t make any sense because the rest of him was fairly calm. The shoes wore a grave expression-one that said life was more complicated than I wanted to think about.  The shoes were the only thing I liked about the man who wore them.
Clearing my throat, I adjusted my glasses and thanked him for his help. He wore glasses thicker than mine, I noticed.  
“Did you want this too?”
“Want what?”
“This. You did pay like 6 dollars for it.” 
I wish I could say that was the first time I forgot a purchase after I’d purchased it, but it wasn’t. 
“Ok, I’ll take that. Thank you, thanks so much.” I smoothed down my wrinkled blouse, nervously shifted my purse to my left shoulder and took my iced caramel macchiato with extra whipped cream and salt. 
“Great, I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to catch up to you but I told the barista I’d try. Where are you headed?”
Where was I headed? I didn’t know. I didn’t even know what street I was on.
“You know, just work.” My eyes scanned the tips of the tall buildings, “I have, really, quite, a big, crucial meeting. Meetings, in fact, with some,” 
What was the word? 
“executives. Lead executives, for a new business proposition.”
The red shoes nodded his head. “Alright, well, good luck with that.” He turned and confidently walked back in the direction of the coffee bar to finish his second cup of black coffee before the damp weather seeped into his hot drink to further dampen his mood. 
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