
WRITTEN IN THE STARS 
a guide to modern constellations

COASTAL CULTURE 
Vancouver’s Indigenous public art

CREATING SAFE SPACES 
for women of colour in the arts

IS
SU

E 
2

$1
4.

99
 C

D
N

7
7

0
2

2
5
2
7
4
9
4
9
7
1

$14.99 cdn 
 printed 
in canada

issue no. 24: 
space

Stories.  
Art.  

Design.



My sole criterion for entering a boutique is not how expensive it looks, or whether 
I need anything in particular; there is no joy in practical shopping, which can be 
done on the internet. What I check for, as I peer through a window display of 
diaphanous linen garments, is the protective presence of other shoppers.

To me, entering a shop—especially a small shop, where there is nowhere to 
hide—as the only customer incites the kind of dread that others experience on 
a blind date or at the dentist. I know I’m about to become the centre of a very 
focused, purposeful attention that I am bound to disappoint. Because in truth, 
I am nearly always just here to browse. No, I’m not looking for anything in 
particular. Yes, I am pretending to admire the craftsmanship of this ludicrous 
romper while surreptitiously checking out the price tag and stifling a tiny scream.

Being alone in a small shop makes it difficult to conceal my aimless intents. 
I always hope there’s someone else around who is there on a mission, ideally 
an expensive one, as if they might shop enough for both of us. Stores I enjoy 
aesthetically—with their slender racks of carefully-chosen impractical 
garments and shelves of beautiful, delicate objects—make almost no sense to 
me as a consumer. I am nowhere near the income level where a pair of $521 
pants seems like something I might actually purchase. But I like to look at that 
stuff, and touch it, and try it on. A beautiful shop is like a museum, except 
you can caress all the objects you admire. If only, like a museum, no one ever 
expected you to take them home with you.

Much ink has been spilled on imposter syndrome in the workplace, but 
nothing triggers it for me like a tiny, beautiful boutique. “How’s it going?” 
asks a perfectly polite shop employee, and I want to yell, “I can’t afford to be 

in here!” I would like to be a cool, collected shopper, unconcerned with price 
tags, confident in her ability to pull off a pair of diaper-like shorts. But I’m not; 
and even if I didn’t feel insane in those shorts, I would never buy them. I don’t 
deserve your kind, pointless attention. Please, leave me to my private shame 
and this shelf of expensive candles.

Even if I can afford something in these austerely minimal boutiques, online 
shopping has primed me to compare and deliberate endlessly before purchasing. 
Maybe I can get a better deal elsewhere; or maybe I want to read reviews to find 
out if this item is prone to warping or pilling or disintegrating in the washing 
machine; or maybe I just need more time to consider if a drop-crotch romper is 
a good look for me. I’m certainly not just going to buy it without spending three 
hours researching it online, like some pre-Industrial peasant. And on those 
rare occasions I do come in with the intent to buy something—hand lotion; 
lipstick; a pair of delicate printed socks—I certainly don’t need input. I just 
need 15 to 45 minutes of silent contemplation to compare every single option, 
and maybe a break to get a coffee while I think about it some more.

All this is to say that nothing a shop employee can say to me is helpful. All 
of it is intruding on my private contemplation and financial self-flagellation. 
Do you want to tell me where this designer is from? Actually, I don’t mean 
to be rude, but my phone contains the entirety of the internet and I can look 
for that information myself, thank you. I don’t need you to explain the sale to 
me, either; I can read the 15 per cent sticker on this tag. I don’t need anything, 
except a few more moments alone with this jumpsuit. Actually, wait, come 
back; yes, you can put this in a fitting room for me. Just don’t hold your breath 
that I’m actually going to buy it.

I’M JUST BROWSING
Why small-space shopping is not for me
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