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Prologue


Several hundred years ago, an innocent man was taken into custody by a terribly mean and nasty ruler, where he was unmercifully tortured.  In this man’s mind were created images of goodness and decency, and a better sex life.  These images were so strong that upon the man’s death they were cast out into the nether zone, where they floated for hundreds of years.


One fine, peaceful day, a pathway opened in the nether zone, which allowed the images to float out into the world of man.  They crashed into a young pregnant woman and were implanted within the unborn child.  Later that day, the young woman gave birth to a healthy son wearing size twelve shoes, though he only needed size six.  When questioned about these strange shoes the doctor replied, “Don’t worry.  He’ll grow into them.”


The young couple took their new son home and tried to forget about those strange shoes.  However, they soon found it impossible to ignore those strange foot saving devices, for they were not some designer brand shoes, which sell for large sums of money and fall apart within minutes of putting them on for the first time in the privacy of your own home.  No, they were some strange off brand, flat bottomed, old fashioned style sneakers.  Oh, the shame of it.  How could they take their son out in public wearing those shoes?


Then, one day, a bright idea came to them.  They put their son into his little stroller and wrapped his feet in his little blanky so his shoes could not be seen.  They pushed their son up town, secure in their brilliance, happily spending their plastic money in every store in town, as all the cashiers cheerfully cooed at the little baby, while the baby looked back at them with a give-me-a-break expression on his face.  Their lives rolled along smoothly and no one discovered their ruse, until that fatal day two years later.


The young mother’s mother decided to stop in for a surprise visit and meet her grandson.  She dragged her ten suitcases, complete makeover facelift and accessories table kit, deluxe beautician shop model hair dryer and other necessities and odds and ends into the house for her two day visit, asking if they had a toothbrush she could borrow because she seemed to have forgotten her own.  They young couple stood gaping at her.


“Well, what is everyone staring at?” the elderly woman demanded.  “Take my stuff into my room, chop chop.”  The young father reluctantly began dragging the numerous articles into the spare bedroom as the elderly woman turned an appraising look on her daughter.


“Well, don’t you look nice,” the elderly woman said.  “This is a nice place you have here.  Why haven’t you invited me here sooner?  Where’s my grandson?”


“Uh,” the young mother said in a fit of intelligence.


“Well?” the elderly woman demanded, her appraising look turning into an icy glare.  “You don’t want me here, do you?  You hate me, don’t you?  You’ve never loved me.  You’re just like that poor Couruthers woman next door’s children.  You’re a couple of nefarious drug addicts, aren’t you?  You can’t wait for me to die so you can spit on my grave and take your inheritance.  Well, you’re not going to get it.  I’m writing you out of my will.”


“Oh, mother,” the young mother finally said.  “It’s not like that at all.  We just weren’t expecting you, that’s all.  Of course I love you, and I do want my inheritance.  I’d never spit on your grave.  I’ve always thought of myself as more of a dancer.  And we don’t do drugs, mother.  We may drink like fish and pass out on the floor with lit cigarettes in our hands, but we would never do drugs.”


“Oh, my baby,” the elderly woman said, hugging her daughter.  “Thank God you’re not drug addicts.”  She let go of her daughter and looked around.


“Now, where’s my grandson?”


“Right this way, mother,” the young mother said as she reluctantly led the elderly woman to her son’s room, hoping the young boy was still tucked in his little bed, with his little blanky wrapped securely around his feet to hide those shoes.  The boy did have a tendency to wander off in the middle of the night, righting the wrongs in the neighborhood.  But the boy was still in his bed and his little blanky was still wrapped securely around his feet.  He was fast asleep, or some facsimile thereof.


“Oh,” the elderly woman said, slapping the palms of her hands to the sides of her face with such force it set her cheeks to vibrating and her lips to flapping.  “He’s so adorable.”


Let’s pause for a moment to drink in this wonderful, loving atmosphere, this bonding between mother and daughter.  Let’s pause to reflect on the wonderful times we had with our own mothers.  The times that we were beaten within an inch of our lives for running the lawn mower through the flower garden that our mothers had laboriously worked all summer to perfect.  The months we spent in the hospital because we didn’t listen to our mothers when they told us to look both ways before crossing the street.  They days they spent standing beside that hospital bed, holding our hands, saying, “I told you so.”  Ah yes, let’s reflect on the wonderful times that we had with our own mothers, because soon things are going to change in this wonderful, loving household, for soon there is going to be a discovery.


“What’s his name?” the elderly woman said.


“I don’t know, mother, for his name was lost in some space-time thing-a-ma-bob.  I forget,” the young mother said.  She sheafed through her script, looking for the right words.  “It’s in her somewhere.”  She finally gave up and tossed the script aside.  “Anyway, Happy never knew what his real name was and he didn’t want to just make one up, so his name will never appear in this story.”


“So this is one of those story things, is it?” the elderly woman said, puzzling over this strange revelation.  “So his name is Happy, then.  That’s a stupid name.”


“No, no.  His name isn’t Happy, yet.  We won’t know him when he’s Happy.”


“That’s so sad.”


The elderly woman slowly approached the bed that the young boy slept in.  She looked at her grandson with a big smile on her face.  A precious moment.  You could almost feel the love emanating from her.  She reached down and started tugging on the blanky that was wrapped around the boy’s feet, saying, “My, what big . . .”


“No!” the young mother yelled, jumping at the elderly woman.  But it was too late.


The elderly woman stood gaping at the sight that she had uncovered.  Her mouth hung open.  Those shoes!  What had her daughter done to this child?  What kind of demented mind could have put shoes like that on a child’s feet?  Thoughts ran rampant through the elderly woman’s mind.  Maybe her daughter really was a drug addict.  Or even worse.  Maybe her daughter was a liberal Democrat.


“Oh my god,” the elderly woman said.  “You’re not a drug addict.  You’re one of those liberal Democrats.”  Horror crossed her face as she looked at her daughter.  “You’re a liberal Democrat.”


The poor young mother was shocked.  She didn’t know what to say, for she was one of those liberal Democrats.  How had her mother found out?  Her shame was doubled, shoes and a liberal Democrat.  Her mouth worked soundlessly as her mind tried to find something to say.


“It’s true, then,” the elderly woman said.  “You are a liberal Democrat.”


“But,” the young mother said feebly.


“It’s bad enough you have to ruin your own life, but do you have to ruin his life, too?”  The elderly woman pointed at the young boy, who now sat awake in his bed, staring at her.


“But . . . he was born in those shoes.”


“He was born in those shoes.  He was born in those shoes,” the elderly woman repeated disgustedly.  “You expect me to believe that?  What kind of a lunatic do you think I am?  You expect me to believe that God would put shoes like that on a baby.  You’re sick.”  She stalked from the room, calling over her shoulder, “You whale saver.  I’m writing you out of my will.”


The young mother ran after her mother.  “Wait.  I’m a shallow Republican.  I want my inheritance.”


The elderly woman talked as she stalked.  “How can I ever live with myself after this?  To think, I raised you.  Think about the shame I’m going to feel when I tell all my friends about this.”  She stalked into the living room, where the young father was busy dragging bags into the spare room.


“Gimme those,” the elderly woman said, grabbing the bags from the young father.  “Why are you taking them in there, you fool?  Can’t you see I’m leaving?”  She stalked out of the house to her car.


A half hour later, the elderly woman had all of her bags packed into her car, including the toothbrush that she’d borrowed and some other things that she’d liked, and left.


The young couple stood in the doorway and watched the elderly woman flip them the bird as she left.


“How did you get rid of her?” the young father asked.


The young mother burst into tears.  He looked at her for a moment, thinking, Now what did I do?, then put his arms around her.


“It’s those shoes,” she sobbed.  “She found out about those shoes.  I just can’t take it anymore.  We should have known we couldn’t hide them forever.”


“But what can we do?” he said, feeling the immense weight of shame that those shoes had been putting on his shoulders for all of those months since their son had arrived.


“You can always run off and abandon me here,” came a voice from behind them.


They looked around to find their son standing behind them in his size twelve shoes.


The young father’s eyes brightened and a smile spread across his face.  “Hey, that’s a great idea.  Why didn’t we think of it sooner?”


“Because you’re not too bright,” the boy said.


The young couple danced gaily around the house, packing their things.  They were soon gone.


The boy stood in the doorway with his pet cat and watched his parents cheerfully flip him the bird as they left.


“Well, maybe now we can get some things done around here,” the boy said to his cat.


“Sure thing, Happy,” the cat said.


“What did you call me?” the boy said, surprised.


“Happy.  You seemed kind of happy now that they’re gone, so . . . well,” the cat said lamely.


“I kind of like it.  Happy Bigfeet.  What do you think?”


“Yea,” the cat said as they strolled into the house.

