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I’d found out I was going to die – now it was time to go shopping! 
It’s  not  every  day  you  get  that  kind  of  news.  My  clinician  had 
proclaimed solemnly  that  I  had ‘multiple  organ failure’.  I  was  so 
happy.  You  see,  you  need  to  be  dying  to  qualify  for  shopping 
privileges. My body had been wearing a bit thin for a while now. 
But, rules, rules, rules! Can’t even spend your own money – legally 
anyway – until you’re dead. Or almost dead. Which, thankfully, was 
now my official prognosis.

Shopping time!
I  walked  along,  staring  at  the  gleaming  windows  of  the 

different body boutiques. What was I going to be? It was so exciting! 
This body had been somewhat bookish and studious, intentionally 
short-sighted. It was all the rage a few years ago. I paused in front of 
a  sporty  retailer  called  The  Running  Man.  Bulging  biceps, 
quadriceps, calves and washboard-flat abdominals stared back at me. 
Did I feel like a change of pace? Perhaps, but the upkeep of a body 
like that is atrocious. Could I be bothered?

The next store that caught my eye had Asian-themed wares. It 
was a different look, I suppose, but one I could visualise wearing. 
Hmm,  I  think  I’m  turning  Japa–  No.  Indian?  African?  South 
American? So much choice! One shop’s display espoused the beauty 
of  ‘vanilla’  Caucasian  simplicity.  That  was  so last  century,  please! 
Stick with the times, people!

Then I simply stopped and stared. What caught my eyes about 
The Body Shop? Well, they were innovative, seductive, in your face. 
They didn’t follow trends: they made them. They were avant-garde, 
in touch with the zeitgeist. Their bodies were tall and lean and not 
always baseline human. Two legs? Why not three? Like swimming? 
Why not become a mermaid? Like flying? Why not a pair of your 
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own wings? My tastes tended toward the less exotic, but I surprised 
myself today. The blue one had me gobsmacked. It wasn’t just the 
eyes, cerulean flecked with a hint of moss green. It was the skin, the 
hair.  They were a beautiful turquoise that glistened in the display 
lights. The skin wasn’t just skin, it was textured like the scales of a 
reptile. Smooth and tactile, it dared you to experience it. The hair 
was long and lustrous, like a flowing river of silken braids. Sure it 
would date, but, hey, live for the moment! The more I looked, the 
more I fell in love. I raced inside as fast as the life-support apparatus 
would allow.

The being at the ‘guest assistance point’ smiled and welcomed 
me to the store. I think it was a she from the femininity of the voice. 
She appeared to be a giant teddy bear, and wore no clothes. She 
didn’t need to I suppose. Fur is warm, and she had no credentials to 
cover for modesty’s sake. Not that that was even a consideration 
these days. When you got a new body it needn’t be the same gender. 
It needn’t have a gender.

‘You look in  need of  us,  Sirdam.  May I  assist  you in  your 
search?’ She lifted a paw, indicating the selection zone.

I told her I had already made my choice. I wanted the blue 
one.

‘An excellent  body!  Very  popular,  but  not  too popular.’  She 
looked over  my failing  body and shook her  head worriedly.  Her 
giant dark eyes stared into me. ‘You look like you’re in a bit of a 
hurry … I’ll see if we have any in stock at the moment.’ She pawed 
at her flexi-screen, gesturing wildly all the time. It was comical to see 
her  attempt  it  without  an  opposable  digit.  But  she  managed.  ‘It 
appears we only have the display, I’m afraid.’

My heart sank. ‘When,’ I asked, ‘would more inventory arrive?’
‘Forty-nine hours, twenty-seven minutes and seven seconds.’
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It was too long. This body would only last until tomorrow. My 
heart sank. If I settled for something else I’d be miserable. And I’d 
be stuck until it died and I could go shopping again. I couldn’t bear 
the thought. Then it struck me and I asked her.

‘The display? It’s highly irregular, but I suppose we can sell it 
to you. I will have to consult with the manager …’ She trailed off 
and I zoned out until she agreed that I could take the display body. 
She even gave me a discount!

I lay down in the Fitting Room. Mirrors surrounded me, top to 
toe. I suppose the interior designers wanted to make a statement. 
They did. It said: ‘Goodbye old, hello new!’ My body really did look 
sick. And tired. Old and old-fashioned. I felt a small prick as the 
euthenoid  entered  my body.  Then I  was  gone.  And there  I  was 
again. Blue. Very blue. Strong. Lithe. Sexy. I stretched, and found 
myself in an identical mirrored alcove. I looked myself up and down 
admiringly.  This  was  a  good  decision!  I  opened  the  door  and 
stepped out. The teddy bear attendant was waiting for me.

‘Welcome to your new body. Your account has been debited, 
but I’m afraid we have a little issue.’

My  face  dropped.  Not  literally.  It  was  still  attached.  That 
would have been as big a surprise. I told her that there should have 
been adequate funds. She said there was, but not after the service 
fees,  recycling levy  and automatic  thirteen point  five  percent  tip. 
Hmm. They couldn’t very well give me my old body back. It didn’t 
work like that. It was gone.    

So that’s how I ended up in the window. I was going to stand-
in as the display unit. It was only until the new stock arrived, she had 
reassured me. Everyone was happy. Well, I wasn’t really. It was all a 
little humiliating. You could simply say I was a bit blue about it all. 
As a consolation, however, I did get to surprise a few shoppers. So it 
wasn’t all bad.
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