The background:
Recently, two fascinations have come together with interesting results. The one began in early childhood and the other in mid-life. The first and most powerful was the infatuation with Superman. As with many other young boys in the late nineteen forties, I could not get enough of this super hero. He was everywhere in a youths environment, in comic books, on radio and in the movies. As with Jerry Seinfeld, this hero worship has lasted into maturity.

   The other fascination, although not as strong as the first, came in later life after my two year military tour in Germany. I noticed all these cool male Europeans sporting fanny packs. "How sensible", I thought. I never bought a pack while living there, but I always remembered these efficient little articles. About 15-20 years after my return to the States, these little packs started to show up in the U.S. Cool trendsetters seemed to be the first to wear them. At that poin, I still admired these bags, but did not buy one.  
   When I retired a few years ago, my primary outfits were leisure clothes. I was liberated from the business suits that I had worn for about 40 years. However, with the business suits went all those useful pockets for eye glasses, wallet, keys, etc. Where do you put these when wearing a tee shirt and shorts? Ah, I remembered the fanny pack! I ran out and bought one. I thought it was the coolest thing, and very practical to boot. 

   Unfortunately, unbeknownst to me the fanny pack had been going through a fashion metamorphosis. I was shocked to find it was no longer cool but rather at the other end of the spectrum…in the old geezer category. Who knew?  After wearing the bag proudly for a year, a young artist informed me that this was not a cool garment and that I should put it aside. (She thought I was cool until she spotted me wearing the item). 

   I was shaken, after all who wants to be the opposite of cool. But I needed the benefits of the little practical bag. What to do? I needed to transform this plain black bag into something cool. I asked the artist to paint the Superman logo on the bag. She did a magnificent job. The big bold S stood prominently on the front for all to see. Everywhere I went people of all ages smiled at the unique pack and gave me the thumbs up. The geezerness was overwhelmed by the coolness!

   A year passed with me wearing my fanny pack everywhere. I became used to the pleasant and frequently animated reactions from people who had noticed my unique bag. If a person could not quite get a good look at the logo I would pick it up a little higher or turn it so they could see it better. Occasionally I would spot another person wearing a Superman logo on a tee shirt or hat, and I would "salute" them by raising my bag a few inches turning to face them square on. We both would smile and enthusiastically acknowledge our coolness. This type of public interaction between strangers is acceptable behavior here in the cosmopolitan city of Atlanta as it is in my native City of NY. 
The incident:

   My wife Faye and I were visiting my sister Carol in Charlotte.  During the stay, Faye and I went out to the supermarket for groceries. Whenever out in public in NC, I always tell Faye that for some reason my joking and interacting with strangers never works. The North Carolinians are quite formal and not really very receptive to strangers accosting them with chatter or wit. I lived in Winston-Salem for 22 years and was always amazed at the lack of response to my NYC wit. I tried and tried but my jokes always fell flat.

   When we got to the checkout awaiting the process, I spotted a middle aged man with, of all things, a Superman tee shirt. Faye was standing between the man and me so he could not get a good look at my bag with its bold Superman logo. I became as animated as a child trying to get this guy's attention as he walked by with his grocery cart. He glanced at me once because I was being so animated and then continued moving on. I was a little panicked because he was going away and he had not seen my bag with its logo. Faye was blocking his view. I tried desperately to work my way around Faye so he could see. He could see me out of the corner of his eye and I am sure he was wondering what the hell I was bothering him for. He started to move a little faster to get away. As he moved I started to grab at my fanny pack to raise it so he could see that there was a purpose in my strange behavior and that he would not think me a nut or pervert. He looked over again and saw me raising and lowering my arms around my groin area and pleading with my eyes and body language to have him acknowledge me. This conservative North Carolinian quickly darted into an aisle and sought sanctuary in the rear of the store.  We checked out and went back to Carol's.  

   On our ride home, my bewilderment slowly turned to understanding, then to embarrassment and then to raucous laughter as Faye explained what just happened. I still laugh when I think of that poor guy trying to do some innocent shopping while being almost flashed in an upscale supermarket.              

  COPYRIGHTED 2013 

