Sixty Pounds of Sh*t & Counting

“I would love to help you ma’am,” I tell the haughty woman in front of me, “But the picture is blurry because your camera was out of focus when you took the shot.”

It’s Tuesday.  After having Monday off for President’s Day, and doing nothing worthy of an extra long weekend, dealing with an angry, unskilled amateur photographer feels like an unjust punishment.  But there she is, in all her I’m right and you’re stupid and wrong glory, across from me. 


“Noooo,” she taunts, stretching out her syllables into the next century. “The picture is out of focus because you didn’t do a good job developing and enlarging it.”


I want to tell her that I don’t develop the film…nobody does. We have a machine for that. And, if you want to really get down to the nitty- gritty of the situation, she could take the picture in question and shove it where the sun didn’t shine. As the owner/manager of the store, I have no choice but to smile and nod while she tortures me. “What can I do to make this right for you, Miss…?”  


She throws the envelope down on the counter. “You can start by redeveloping these pictures, making sure that they are crystal clear—both before and after enlargement. Then you can give me the entire batch for free.”  The envelope throwing sends 3x5 prints across the counter and her emphasis on the word batch shoots spittle onto my face.

I leave the pictures, choosing to wipe the saliva from my glasses. Even if the screw up had been on my part, which it most certainly wasn’t, I would never give in after someone spit in my face. Intentional or not, this woman had dug her own grave. Being the owner of Wallace Camera, I understood that good business practice dictated that the customer was always right; it also meant that I could use my discretionary judgment without risk of being fired.



“Here you go.” I say handing her back the envelope, now empty save the negatives.


The crimson that sweeps into her cheeks, moving like a tidal wave from the crease of her freckled bosom, fills me with satisfaction. Squaring her shoulders and narrowing her eyes, she leans in for what she mistakenly believes is a holier than thou I’m better than you moment. “I want the name of your manager,” she spits. This time I’m ready for the waterworks. Turning my head to avoid being hit, I reach into the drawer and pull out a business card for her.


“The manager is Violet Wallace. She is also the owner.”


She takes the card.  Throwing on the reading glasses that were holding her graying hair from her brow a moment earlier, she squints at the small print. “I assume Ms. Wallace, or someone of equivalent status, is here?”

I nod enthusiastically. “Would you like to speak with her?”

“Yes dear. That would be lovely.” She manages to say through gritted teeth. 

I bounce off to the back room and run directly into Sid who is running the print machine.

Sid Angelos, Greek God, lifetime gay male (never in denial about his status) in a long term relationship with Archie Loomis, is my partner in crime, co-manager, and best friend (in an entirely different way than Lynn). His striped button down shirt is untucked and his hair looks as if he’s been raking his fingers through it in desperation. 

He’s beautiful and gay—did I mention that? I need to because if you are a female with working eyeballs and no gaydar, you will fall in love with him on sight. I love him fiercely.  I bite my lip and break into an evil grin.

“What are you up to?”He asks suspiciously.

I grab his hand. “Leave the machine and come out to the counter. You are going to want to see this. It’s going to be epic.”

He pulls back. “I’ve told you a hundred times, this machine is a nightmare. Too old to leave unattended. Now, what are you up to?”

It isn’t like Sid to be brusque. I look at him again and notice the dark circles ringing his grey eyes. “What’s wrong? You look terrible.”

He shrugs. “Archie didn’t get the show at the gallery. I was up all night comforting him.”

Archie the artist, trying to break into the art scene so he could leave accounting, the last vestige of his former life as a straight man, behind him permanently. “I’m sorry.   I’m in the same boat with Carl…”

“Don’t compare Archie to Carl—ever.”

Now I know he isn’t himself.  The Sid that I know would never take that tone with me about anything, especially Carl.  Our friendship has a strict policy of diplomacy when it comes to partners. Sid just flew a warplane into the neutral zone and I can see by his expression that he doesn’t even know it. I let it pass. “Come on cranky pants. It will be okay. If this doesn’t make you smile, nothing will.”

He allows me to lead him into the front where Spitty McGee is anxiously awaiting the arrival of the manager.  She sees Sid and starts to chomp at the bit. Before she can launch into a rant, Sid sits at the stool furthest from her and pretends to be busy ordering from the computer catalog, leaving her with a befuddled look on her pinched face.

I saunter up to her, flip my hair back exposing my name tag, and hold out my hand. “Violet Wallace, owner of Wallace Camera. How can I be of service Ms…?”

“Oh for Christ sake,” she growls. “I hope you’re proud of yourself Ms. Wallace. Nice operation you’re running here.” Snatching the envelope with the negatives off the glass, she hustles out the door.

I turn to Sid, flash him a big grin and curtsey. “Ta-da!”

It works. He busts out laughing. “Violet Wallace, you are certifiable.”

I am. Totally 100% beyond redemption and I’m okay with that.
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