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Danielle Lensen

Posy Designs

“The front door windows look disgusting.  Did you even clean 
them last time?” Trista asks, as she speeds past the break room 

and into her office.
“I...no, I don’t think so.  I ran out of time,” I answer, without 

looking at her.  I’m focusing on trying to get my royal blue Posy 
Designs work apron tied over my head and around my waist.  It’s 
all knotted up.  

“Are you...is this how today is going to go?  You can’t even get 
your apron on.  Come here.”  Her high heels clip against the red 
tiled floor as she walks toward me.  

My arms drop to my sides.  I feel the tug of the apron around 
my waist as she ties the four strings into a perfect bow.  

“You’re wearing khaki,” she points with her whole arm, mak-
ing it fall with a slap against her leg.  “Corporate asks that you 
wear white or black.  Why do I have to keep telling you that?” She 
tugs at the apron one last time, and I smell her musty perfume as 
she turns around to leave.  

Her breath smells like egg sandwich.  
I clip on my name tag and take a step forward in order to stuff 

my winter coat into my assigned locker.  
“I didn’t even know they made khaki shirts,” she mutters un-

der her breath as her high heels click out of the break room.  Her 
long-nailed hands push the stockroom door open with a whoosh.  
She quickly leaves the stockroom and enters the sales floor.

“Tag said it was white,” I say to the empty room.  I readjust my 
apron and slam my locker door. 

It’d be okay if that egg sandwich were expired.

*
I picked up some holiday hours at Posy Designs two months ago 
because two part-time jobs are better than one.  From day one, 
this experience has given a whole new meaning to the phrase 
“out of my comfort zone.”   Posy Designs is a chain of retail stores, 
based out of California, that sells imported furniture, collectibles, 
dinnerware, and other stuff.  

So much other stuff.  
Do you need a trivet?  We have those—I don’t know what 

they are—but we have them.  Need a lazy Susan?  I learned last 
week we have those.  An elderly lady, dripping of Chanel No. 5 
and too much makeup, walked in on Wednesday with the direct 
words, “I need a lazy Susan.”  Broom in hand, I squinted at her 
and refrained from sneezing at the smell of her perfume.

“We...don’t sell...anything lazy...here,” I frowned, my brain 
racing to figure out the item.

“Right this way, ma’am,” Trista popped over, placing a hand on 
the lady’s back.  “Are you looking for a porcelain or wooden one? 
We have the three-tiered ones as well. Are you entertaining for 
Thanksgiving in a few weeks? What’s the color scheme of your 
table setting?”

The store is cluttered and packed with sofas, loveseats, din-
ing room furniture—all of which have first names, might I add, 
because “calling a piece of furniture by a single name allows the 
customer to get acquainted with the piece of furniture that will 
soon become part of their family.”

Because that’s normal.
Identifying and finding the “Abbie” sleeper sofa on the sales 

floor is simple compared to customers walking in the store ask-
ing for a porcelain cocktail spoon.  How do you locate a porcelain 
spoon in a store crowded with wing chairs, ottomans, sofas, and 
lazy Susans?  Half the time I’m more concerned with losing the 
customer in the store—really, like in the store.  After fifteen min-
utes of tracking down a porcelain cocktail spoon, I can no longer 
find the customer who wanted it.  I just start to walk around 
aimlessly or stand by the front door waiting for him to pop back 
into view.  If I don’t see the customer after three minutes, I start 
to have irrational fears that he’s pinned underneath a toppled over 
papasan or one of our imported Buddha statues.

I’ve learned to embrace the daily mistakes I make working 
here.  I learn from them, and, just for fun, rank them from “Worst 
Mistake Today” to “Don’t Worry About It.”  Yesterday, I tripped 
over an innocent C-Table, sending its glass top shattering across 
Posy Design’s signature red-tiled floor.  The retail price on it was 
$315.  
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I didn’t worry about it.  
I walk into the store three mornings a week knowing that one 

of three things will happen: I’ll either be blindsided by a strange 
product request, break something, or get degraded by Trista.

Trista is the manager of Posy Designs.  She isn’t required to 
wear a royal blue apron.  Instead, she dresses in fancy pantsuits 
and a different pair of animal print heels every day.  A blinged-
out Diane von Fürstenberg keychain dangles from the store’s front 
door keys every morning when she lets me in to start my shift. 
She’s tall, but stout, and wears copious amounts of beige lipstick 
and self-tanner.  You can tell she uses the spraycan kind because 
the very edge of her hairline is orange.   Her brown hair falls in 
curls at her shoulders, and she always smells of some kind of floral 
perfume.  It’s this perfume I smell as I walk out of the stockroom 
and onto the sales floor.  

“Are we going to get a card today?” Trista yells from the mid-
dle of the store.  She’s on the second rung of a ladder, shining the 
new shipment of crystal bowls and chinaware we must have just 
received.  A big red sign stands next to the crystalware indicating 
that the bowl itself is on sale for $799.

“I hope to,” I say, headed toward the cash registers in search of 
the staff binder that contains today’s sales goals.  “Are those new?” 
I ask, stopping mid-step and pointing at the crystal chinaware.

“With that attitude and product knowledge, you will never get 
on register,” she says as she heads down the ladder.  “Yes, they’re 
new.  We got them in on Monday.  Don’t touch them.  Grab me if a 
customer is interested.”

In my two months at Posy Designs, I have yet to work at the 
cash register.  Trista’s policy is that we have to sell a Posy Design’s 
credit card on the sales floor before being able to work the regis-
ters.  I’ve been here two months and have yet to make any prog-
ress.  It might—just might—be a little bit of my defiant behavior 
masked in my meek submissiveness.

“Did you look over the sales goals today?” she asks, approach-
ing the desk.  She hands me the binder.  I open it and see the red 
and green numbers written across a big pie chart.  I stop for a mo-
ment to read everything.

“Okay.  I assume you can read,” Trista says, making a circle 
motion with her entire hand before resting it on her hip.  

“Oh...yeah, I didn’t—okay,” I say, making eye contact with 
Trista and realizing I needed to not only read her mind, but read 
today’s goals out loud to her as well.  “Units per transaction are 
down 15 percent, but overall sales are up.  The use of the card is 
down pretty bad, and so is our conversion rate.”

“We are doing terrible with sales this week.  What do we need 

to work on?”  she asks, slamming the binder shut.
“Um, getting to know the customer and inquiring about what 

they’re looking—” 
“No,” she interrupts, “We need to be aggressive with the card 

and get them to make purchases today.  Ask open-ended ques-
tions.  Don’t let them walk out of here with just measurements.  
Tell them that the couch they want today will not be here tomor-
row, and that they better pick up two or three throws to compli-
ment the color scheme of their living room and new couch.  Get 
persistent, Danielle.  Talk to everyone about the credit card.  We 
need you on register by Black Friday.”  

The front door buzzes.  She turns on a heel and marches to the 
front of the store to let Rachael, another sales associate, in for her 
shift.

I can feel my heart beating.  I hate that Trista intimidates me 
so much.  I hate that I need this job.  

“Have you even read the product pocket guides I gave the as-
sociates last week?” she yells from the front doors. “So much info 
is in there about the card—I don’t understand why you don’t just 
take the time to read it.”

Quickly, I glance through the pages of the product guide 
someone must have stuffed in my apron.  I hear high-pitched chat-
tering coming from the front of the store.  Trista hired Rachael 
last quarter due to the fact that they’ve been best friends since 
their Delta Sigma Theta days.  They’re like twins.  With different 
hair.  That’s about it.

“Danielle, you’ll be in zone one today.  Greet customers 
and—”

“Talk about the card.  Yep,” I interrupt as the front door dings 
with our first customer.

Trista disappears into the stockroom, as Rachael appears from 
the back with her apron neatly tied.  A woman with two dining 
chair cushions pressed up against her heavy winter coat is at the 
front of the store.  Our first customer.

“Hello!  Welcom—”
“Yeah, I want to make a return,” she says, not making eye 

contact, but instead looking at the other dining cushions along the 
wall.  

“Sure.  What isn’t working with these?” I ask, pointing at the 
ones in her arms and ignoring her rudeness.  “The style?  Color?”

“No, they’re too soft.  People who come over complain they’re 
too poofy,” she says, pulling a few other styles off the wall.

What...a first-world problem, I think to myself.  “Right.  We 
can go ahead and return or exchange them for a different style.  
I’ll get someone at register for you,” I add, quickly walking to the 
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cash registers and grabbing the bridge of my nose.  
“Does she have a card?” Trista asks.  I jump out of fear that 

she’s suddenly learned to appear out of nowhere.
“Oh, I didn’t ask yet,” I say, avoiding eye contact as I straighten 

an already perfectly straightened napkin on the hold shelf.  
“Why do—” Trista starts.  The front door rings.
“Hi there.  What brings you out shopping this morning?” I 

yell in a loud voice from the cash register, interrupting Trista’s 
thought.  I quickly break eye contact with her and hustle to the 
front of the store.  I round a corner of table lamps and make an 
abrupt stop at the dressers.  I’m used to seeing ritzy elderly wom-
en, clutching their purses and adjusting their hair, as soon as I 
hear the front bell ring.  This time, I see a man who appears to be 
in his late 80s.  A skinny black cane supports his frail and dou-
bled-over body.  The wrinkles on his face have made his skin so 
folded over that it’s tough to see the color of his eyes.  A thin red 
mustache dots the skin above his mouth, and a stocking hat covers 
his head.  He’s wrapped in a thin windbreaker jacket and visibly 
shivers when he enters the store.  The shivers don’t seem to stop.  

“Good morning,” I say to him quietly, “Are you staying warm 
out there?”

“It’s rather difficult to,” he says.  His voice is quiet and shaky.
“What can I help you find today?” I smile, looking him 

straight in the eyes to let him know I’m here to help.
“Well,” he starts, “I’d like to buy my wife something nice.  

We’ll be married sixty-five years next month, and she deserves 
something special for putting up with me.”

I laugh through my nose.
“I’ll let you look around a bit,” I say, “We’ve got quite a few 

candles and gifts in the back.  Just yell if you need help with any-
thing in the meantime.”

He nods his head, smiles, and shuffles toward the back of the 
store.

I turn around and run smack into Trista.  
“Why—do you do that?” I ask, grabbing my stomach.
“Does he have a card?  What is he shopping for?” she asks 

rapidly.  Her eyes are huge.
“He’s looking for a gift.  I haven’t talked about the card yet.”
“Old people can be talked into anything.  Talk about the card,” 

she says, glancing behind her.
I pause, hoping that the awkward silence between us will clue 

Trista into the shallowness of her comment.  
“...right,” I mutter, walking past her and towards the man.  I 

see he’s glancing at the candles.  
“How’s it going over here?” I ask, straightening up some 

candles a few shelves down.  I glance over and see the man count-
ing cash in his wallet.

“Oh, okay,” he says quickly, shuffling to put his wallet back in 
his pocket. “Say, those bowls up there are something, eh?”

He uses his cane to point at the new crystalware Trista shined 
this morning.  

“They really are,” I say.
“My wife would love those.”  His arms are shaking as he 

cranes his neck to look up at the crystalware.  His eyes are green.
“Just let me know if you want to take a closer look at any-

thing,” I say. “I’d be happy to take those down for you.”
“She deserves something like that,” he says, smiling.  I don’t 

think he hears me.  I smile and head to the front to dust the coffee 
tables.  Trista hasn’t suddenly emerged behind any big furniture, 
so I assume she must be in the back.  I hear Rachael discussing 
the benefits of the credit card with the woman who complained 
about the poofy cushions.  I roll my eyes and head for the broom 
to sweep under the trunks and dining tables.  

Suddenly, I hear an explosion.  A sound so loud that I almost 
lose my balance.  I glance around the couches to the front door 
windows to see if it came from outside.  Instead, I see a man 
walking his dog as if nothing happened.  My ears are ringing, and 
my heart pounds through my apron.  It takes me a bit to realize 
where the sound came from.  The broom falls with a slap as I run 
towards the man in the back. I see thousands of tiny glass pieces 
shimmering in the light on the red tiled floor.  I’m breathing 
heavily as I round the corner, hoping I don’t see too much blood.

Instead, I see the man, still doubled over, and crying.  I rush 
over to him and place a hand on his elbow.

“Are you okay?” I whisper. 
“I just—she deserves them—I...I thought I could grab it,” he 

whispers back.  Tears are streaming down his face.  I glance up 
and see the crystal bowl missing from the top shelf.

I close my eyes and grab my forehead.  Suddenly, I hear the 
back stockroom door open with a whoosh.  Rapid clipping noises 
crunch the glass on the floor.  My breathing intensifies.

The man is shaking uncontrollably.  I place my hand on his 
back.  He makes eye contact with me.  I press my forefinger to my 
lips.  Please, I mouth to him.  Tears continue to race each other, 
getting stuck in the wrinkles of his face.

Trista’s arms and shoulders are hovering over her sides as if 
someone had just dumped a bucket of cold water over her head.  
“Are you...” 

I take a step in between the man and Trista.  
“I am so sorry,” I say quickly, “I thought I could grab it from 
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the top.  I’m—”
“I can’t even look at you right now.”  She’s rubbing her temples 

and can’t seem to stop looking at the broken glass.  “Do you even 
have a...” she takes a quick breath through her nose.  “—that,” she 
says, pointing at the glass on the floor, “ is taken out of our rev-
enue.”

“I’m sorry—”
“You are such a mistake.  I hired you on a whim, thinking 

you’d take up space and maybe learn something.  It’s a privilege 
to work here and ever since you’ve been hired, I’ve had to work 
twice as hard.  You’re gone.  I will make it my mission—” Trista’s 
lips quiver with each word she spits at me.

Rolling my eyes, I turn around and untie my apron.  The 
elderly man must have left.  Anger pounds itself into the form of a 
headache as I throw my apron on the ground.  I walk past Rachael 
and her customer, both of them clutching credit card applications.  
I double back.

“Take a look on page twenty-seven of that credit card appli-
cation,” I say to the woman with the dining cushions.  Rachael 
seems to be in shock.

 “It has a hidden annual fee of $50, and the interest rate starts 
out at 24 percent.  You can’t pay anything back in store, and 
customer service has weird hours.  Yeah, it’s the best way to get 
coupons, but in order to use those savings, you need to make the 
purchase with the store’s credit card.  We don’t tell customers that 
on the sales floor because the supervisors tell us not to,” I say, itch-
ing my nose. I glance toward the register and see Trista looking at 
me in disbelief.

“Well, would you look at that ?”  I say, locking eyes with 
Trista, “I can read.”

Trista is making weird throat noises as I make my way to the 
front door.  I stop at the table lamps.  The old man, still shaking 
uncontrollably, is waiting for me at the door.  He’s trying his hard-
est to stand up straight without his cane. 

I look into his eyes and swallow back a twinge in my throat.  I 
link my arm in his and slowly open the front door for both of us 
to walk through.  I hold him up as we make our way out the door. 
His hand catches a bit of the front door window, leaving a smudge.
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