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dedication

For my purrlicious friends “Pashmina,” “Angora,”
 and “Nole.” Thank you for stroking my fur
 and helping me unleash my feline fatale.

Meowch forever!



acknowledgments

Molto grazie to Stephanie Lane, a fabbie editor who truly earns purr points to the max. And to Lauren Heller Whitney, Andy McNichol, and Eric Zohn at the William Morris Agency. Most importantly, I must pay homage to the feline fatales who’ve made their mark in my life—and on the world—from Lynn Whitfield and Tonya Pinkins to Tina Andrews and Anath Garber. And to my best friend, a fashionista to the finish line—Beverly Johnson, the first black supermodel in America. Nothing will ever change that. Scratch, scratch!



Catwalk Credo

As an officially fierce team member of the House of Pashmina, I fully accept the challenge of competing in the Catwalk competition. That includes granting unlimited access to photographers and television crews at all times during the yearlong process. I will also be expected to represent my crew to the max, abide by directions from my team leader, and to honor, respect, and uphold the Catwalk Credo:

         

*Strap yourself in and fasten your Gucci seat belt. By entering this world-famous fashion competition, I acknowledge that I’m in for the roller-coaster ride of my young, style-driven life. Therefore, whenever I feel like screaming my head off or jumping out of my chic caboose, I will resist the urge; instead, I will tighten a notch on my fears like a true fashionista.

*Illustrate your visions, but don’t be sketchy with crew members. My commitment to my House must always come first. Nothing must stand in the way of my Catwalk obligations—nada, nyet, niente, Nietzsche! And when someone or something presents itself as an obstacle, I promise to call upon my crew to summon the strength necessary to cut off the interference like a loose, dangling thread.

*Rulers are for those who rule with purrcision. The true measure of my success will be not how I slope the terrain to fame but my ability to align my tasks and tantrums with those of my crew. I must always remember that grandiosity could land me in the half-price sale bin like Goliath—who was toppled by a tiny but well-targeted rock.

*Be prepared to endure more pricks than a pincushion. Now that I’ve made the commitment to a goal sought after by many other aspiring fashionistas, I must be prepared for catiac attacks. Therefore, I will honestly share my fears and concerns with my crew, so that I can be pricked back to the reality that I am not alone in this not-so-chic and competitive world, nor will I achieve fabulosity solely on my own merits.

*Become a master tailor of your schedule. I must face the fact that my time has now become a commodity more valuable than Gianni Versace’s gunmetal mesh fabric from the seventies. Despite my daunting tasks, I must always find the time to show up for my crew and attend my bimonthly Catwalk meetings throughout the year. Together we can make our dreams come true, one blind stitch at a time.

*Floss your teeth, not your ego. Now that I’m part of a crew, carrying on about my accomplishments like I’m the Lone Ranger of Liberty prints is not cute; neither is grungy grooming or having food crouched between my teeth. I will carry tools of my trade with me at all times, including a container of dental floss and a hairbrush, so that I can be prepared for prime-time purring and on-camera cues that may come at me off the cuff.

*Ruffles don’t always have ridges. While everyone is entitled to an opinion, I will not allow myself to become hemmed in by well-meaning wannabes outside my crew. My individual style is only worthy when it becomes incorporated into the collective vision of my Catwalk crew. I will also resist the temptation to bite anyone else’s flavor to the degree that it constitutes copying, or I will be asked to pack my tape measure and head back to the style sandbox on my own.

*Pay homage and nibble on fromage. As a true fashionista, I must study the creative contributions of those who came before me so that I can become the maker of my own mélange. I will also publicly give the fashionistas who came before me the props they’re due whenever name-dropping is appropriate. Despite my quest for individual development, I must acknowledge that I will always channel influences from the past, present, and future.

*Click out your cat claws to defend your cattitudinal stance. When others turn bitter, I must bring on the glitter. Competition always brings out the worst in foes—and even friends—because everyone will try to gobble the biggest slice of the fashion pie and no one settles for crumbs without putting up a fight.

*Always be ready to strike a pose. Even if I am not a model in the House of Pashmina, I cannot expect to strut the catwalk without getting a leg up on the competition first and saving my best riff for last. When it’s showtime, I will be prepared to do my assigned task to help bring the House of Pashmina to the finish line.

*Act fierce even when you’re not feeling it. Never let the competition see you sweat. While going through this creative process, I may feel doubts about my direction. I will feel free to bounce my ideas off other crew members, but never reveal sensitive information to outsiders! Not all fashion spies have been sent to Siberia—they hide among us, always ready to undo a dart or a hemline.

*Keep your eyes on the international prize. As a fierce fashionista, I intend to get my global groove on by sampling style and culture around the world. In order to show my appreciation for the global access that style grants me, I commit to practice a foreign language for five minutes a day and double up on Saturdays because we’re going to win the Catwalk competition and stage our style at a destination to be determined—over the rainbow! Ciao, au revoir, sayonara!
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My younger sister, Chenille, says that I prance instead of walk. I should, since my motto is Sashay, parlay! Even Fabbie Tabby knows how to work it like a cat on a hot tin ramp. You can tell by the way she prances on the heels of my bare feet as I patter down the creaky hallway to the bathroom. My mom hates when I walk around without shoes on the craggy wooden floors, but I’m feeling too wiggly this morning to be on splinter patrol. Once I hit the cold faux-marble bathroom floor, I fling open the purple paisley plastic shower curtain, swiping Fabbie Tabby in the process.

“So sari,” I apologize to my kitty sister, to whom I bear a striking resemblance. See, we both have the same ultraslanty hazel eyes, pushed-in nose with wide-splayed nostrils, and bushy sprout of golden auburn hair (mine on my head; hers from head to tail). The only way we differ: Fabbie has a plumpalicious hinie, which I push out of the way so I can squeeze sideways into the too-tiny shower stall, but then I stub my big toe hard on a chipped tile. Serves me right for dismissing my beloved boo.

I’m feeling like a bona fried frittata today for good reason. It’s my first day back to school, and now that I’m a junior I’m finally eligible to run in the most important elections in the fashion galaxy: house leaders in the annual Catwalk fashion show competition. If I don’t snag one of the five highly coveted nominations, however, then I will not have a reason to survive like Gloria Gaynor.

“Oh, no, not I! I will survive!” I screech along to the hyped hook of my mom’s favorite disco song like it’s a motivational mantra. Chenille swears that I sound like a cackling jackal. So what if I can’t sing? I’m just trying to put myself on blast, okay? What I desperately need right now is a blast of hot water, because everything is about to be on like popcorn.

Everything except the hot water, I realize after I turn the screeching knob and watch the pathetic dribbles sputter from the shower nozzle.

“Chenille!” I scream at the top of my lungs, because now I’m feeling extra crispy. Serves me right. I can’t believe I let that early-bird specialist take a shower first when I know how rickety the hot-water situation is. All you have to say are the words “broken” or “repair” and our landlord Mr. Darius’s English takes a magic carpet ride to Babbleland. It doesn’t matter how many times my mother complains and the repair guy futilely descends into the building’s danky Tomb Raider basement. The water situation remains chilly to tepid. The truth is, that relic of a boiler needs to be replaced with a new one from this century. And despite the fancy-schmancy name of our housing complex—Amsterdam Gardens—there are merely a few wilting shrubs on the premises. Any green thumb Mr. Darius has is from counting the thick stack of Benjamins he collects monthly in rent.

“Get out of here—caboose babaluse!” blasts Mr. Darius, his loud combustible rant rising from the courtyard into my second-floor bathroom window. That’s precisely why we call him Big Daddy Boom behind his back.

Standing over the bathroom sink, I brace myself to swipe at my underarms with a washcloth soaked in freezing cold water and dabs of Tahitian vanilla soap. If you ask me, loitering knuckleheads like the ones Mr. Darius just shooed out of the courtyard have it easy breezy: they don’t have to sweat the big stuff, like entering the Wetness Protection Program or getting nominated in the most important election any budding fashionista worth her Dolce dreams could run for.

Shivering, I hightail it back to my bedroom, catching a glimpse of plodding Chenille in her bedroom, already dressed in a gray polo shirt under her signature blue denim overalls and wearing black Puma sneakers. She’s huddled over her bureau, carefully placing her precious hairstyling tools in the compartments of her gray melton cloth organizer. I scan the handygirl getup she’s chosen to wear on her first day as a freshman at Fashion International, the fiercest high school in the Big Apple. I still can’t believe Chenille was accepted into Fashion International’s auxiliary program, designated for aspiring hairstylists and makeup artists. She should be toting a toolbox instead.

Personally, I think she should have followed in her friend Loquasia’s Madden clunky-booted footsteps and applied to Dalmation Tech High School, which is directly across the street from our school. Fashion International is located on Thirty-eighth Street between Seventh and Eighth Avenues, in the heart of the most famous fashion district in the world. “You dropped a clamp,” I mumble at her. Chenille studies the gray fuzzy area rug by her feet like a forensic examiner but comes up empty. “Psych,” I say, deadpan.

Chenille squints at me with her beady eyes, then announces: “I’m taking the train with Loquasia.”

“Whatever makes you clever,” I shoot back. I walk into my bedroom, pulling out my pink sponge rollers and throwing them in my Hello Kitty basket caddy. Puhleez, I’d rather go bald like Shrek before I’d let Chenille touch my fuzzy goldilocks. Springing my spiral Shirley Temples into place one by one, I glance absentmindedly at the poster on the wall above my bed: Miss Eartha Kitt poised in a black pleather Catwoman jumpsuit. One of my best friends, Aphro—which is pronounced like Afro and short for her fabbie name Aphrodite—gave me the poster for Christmas last year. She snagged it through a major hookup: Aphro’s foster mother, Mrs. Maydell, worked for years as a maid on Eartha Kitt’s Connecticut estate.

As you can sorta see, our household principles are divided into two distinct halves: Chenille is the yin and I’m the bling. What else could explain how she and my mother are both morning people while Fabbie and I are confirmed night creatures? I bet you Chenille shot straight up in her coffin at the crack of dusk, pecking along with the pigeons outside her bedroom windowsill until it was time to hoist her beauty-salon-cum-backpack onto her petite back and head off for her first day as a freshman.

“Pashmina!” my mom yells out. I’m naked, so I don’t respond until I put on my favorite pair of pink cotton bloomers with the big cat’s eye on the rear, which always make me feel like someone’s got my back, or at least is watching my butt.

“Wazzup?” I yell back.

“I’m leaving twenty dollars on the dresser for you,” Mom yells, her sharp voice rising above the din of the spritzing. My mom is addicted to hair spray because it provides her wigs with hurricane hold. “You never know what or who you’re gonna tangle with,” she warns us.

The phone in the living room rings loudly, making me jangly. Mom is not into any technological advances that soften sound. I stand quietly by my bedroom door and listen closely as my mom answers the cordless phone stationed on the Plexiglas end table. Suddenly, she gets an extra crispy tone in her voice: “I can’t believe you’re calling here before nine!”

I cringe, praying that it’s not one of my crew.

“I don’t know…. I said, I don’t know, okay? I’ll send it when I can,” my mom says in a tart voice to the intrusive person on the other end.

My stomach wigglies rotate like they’re on a spitfire grill. I realize that Mom has hung up on yet another creditor. She thinks we don’t know, but they’ve been hounding her lately like a basset on a bone mission. Suddenly, I feel guilty: if Chenille and I weren’t too old to be sharing a bedroom, we wouldn’t have had to move to a bigger apartment. Like a chatte noire, I retreat stealthily to my bedroom, which Mom and I have spent the whole year pinkifying from floor to ceiling, including the wooden dresser we found on the sidewalk. Every weekend last year, Mom, Chenille, and I took the subway downtown to the Upper East Side to hunt for furniture discarded like empty cans of tuna by the resident snooty-patooties.

I snap the back closure on my petal pink bra, then carefully ease my skinny legs into my pink fishnet pantyhose, but I can’t seem to dissolve my guilt. We’re always stressing about money. That’s why I’m motivated to get a part-time job pronto—hopefully from the job board postings at school. Of course, I know my mom wanted to move out of the Boogie Down Bronx for her own reasons: to be closer to her job and maybe even to get away from Grandma Pritch. My throat still automatically constricts every time I think of her forcing gooey oatmeal down my throat when we had to live with her. Mom left us with Grandma Pritch when I was three years old and didn’t come back to get us until I was five.

Now Grandma Pritch is living all by her lonesome in the Edenwald Projects on Baychester Avenue, across the street from where we used to live. She’s so old her eyes are going; last week she tried to take a shower in the hallway closet, then caused a ruckus in her building, claiming someone had swiped her shower stall! Shoot, she may be old, but Grandma Pritch still gives me the fritters.

My mother, who most people call Miss Viv, is an assistant manager at the Forgotten Diva Boutique, a plus-size clothing store (with snorious clothes for old-school customers) on Madison Avenue and Seventy-second Street. She was a sales assistant for a long time, but two years ago she got a promotion, which is how we were able to move into this three-bedroom apartment on the verge of a nervous breakdown. But I’m not ungrateful: as long as I have my own bedroom, I don’t care if the ceiling collapses, because I’ll just carry on like Chicken Little—dust myself off, then sashay through the soot, okay?

Chenille’s modus operandi, however, is more like the Road Runner’s, because it’s only seven o’clock in the morning and she’s already stationed by the front door for a hasty exit.

“Bye, Ma,” she shouts before she slams shut the heavy metal front door.

I wince at the fact that Miss Wannabe “Snippy” Sassoon left without saying good-bye to me. I’m so over her, or maybe it’s the other way around, because it seems that the taller I’ve become, the less Chenille is feeling me. Maybe it’s the fact that we’re now two grades apart even though I’m only one year older. (I was in the IGC program in junior high for intellectually gifted children [I hate the way that sounds] and skipped eighth grade.)

Suddenly, I realize that Chenille has the right idea about time management: it wouldn’t be a bad idea to get to school early today. I hold up the new outfit that Felinez and I worked on for two weeks.

“Wow, this is the whammy-jammy!” I exclaim.

It’s my ode to cheerleader chic: the pink pullover knit sweater has the letter P glued on the front and pink pom-poms hanging off the bottom edge and will be worn over a pink checked pleated wrap skirt fastened on the side with a giganto pink safety pin. Felinez also put a fuzz ball on the toes of my pink pleather boots: if you look closely you can see roll-around eyeballs pressed into the center of the fuzz ball. The pièce de résistance, however, is the matching shoulder bag. Using pink mop fibers, Felinez made me a bag that shakes ferociously like a big, bouncy cheerleader pom-pom. Staring in the beveled antique mirror, I put on my CZ (cubic zirconia) bling: first, my favorite eBay snag, a black Naughty Girl Lolita watch with floating pink crystals inside; then my French Kitty rhinestone cat pendant primed inside with Frisky perfume and dangling on a Mexican silver chain. My mom gave me my latest kitty cadeau for my fifteenth birthday last May. One day, I’ll be able to wear bona fide blang, like a Hello Kitty diamond pendant by Kimora Lee. I stuff my pink satin meowch pouch into my purse—it’s a little drawstring pouch that Felinez and I came up with for carrying essentials. You can wear it on your wrist or on your neck, or put it in your purse. Even Fabbie Tabby has one—she wears it on her collar. Inside is one quarter, her phone number, and some biscuits, in case she ever prances too far over the rainbow.

Now I grab my hot-pink Kitty decal–littered notebooks and head to my mom’s room to retrieve my designated ducats. My allowance is skimpier than I hoped for, but I’m determined to stretch it longer than my Chinatown-find fishnets, which are cramping my crotch area, okay.

I walk into the kitchen, where Mom is already stationed in her favorite little niche, drinking a cup of Belgian Blends mocha and reading yesterday’s WWW, Women’s Wear Daily, which she brings home from the boutique every night. She never eats breakfast and I don’t either—even though she yells at me for doing the same thing she does.

“Please change the litter already,” my mom instructs me without looking up from her newspaper. She is now dressed in the tailored attire associated with her “Miss Viv” professional personality—a hot-pink wool blazer, black wool trousers, and a black turtleneck sweater, most likely cashmere, which she craves. (There was a reason why my mom named both her daughters after luxury fabrics, pashmina and chenille, okay.) It’s my job to take care of Fabbie, and one that I do gladly. Chenille obviously is not a cat person, and my mom has enough to deal with.

“Is that jacket new?” I ask Mom, checking out her outfit while I open the refrigerator and take out the carton of pink grapefruit juice and my Vogue magazine (I like to keep my fashion as fresh as my juice).

“I told you not to leave your magazines in the refrigerator,” Mom snaps without looking up. Now it’s my turn to ignore her while I indulge in my favorite morning ritual—sipping and flipping. I don’t know why she acts so janky about my storage habits—it’s not like we’re running a gourmet garage in the refrigerator. See, my mom is a medi-okra cook, which is why we mostly eat take-out chow. Besides, she’s so tired from working that she doesn’t have time to cook.

Humming, I continue gulping juice and scanning the pages of my cool magazine until I get my fill of Juicy Couture, Gianni Versace, and Kate Spade.

“You excited about today?” asks my mom.

“I’m hyped,” I respond. “I’ve got to get nominated.”

Mom looks puzzled, which makes me realize that she doesn’t remember about the Catwalk competition. She was just asking a general question, like it’s my first day in kindergarten and I’m gleeful about showing off my new Princess Potty Mouth lunch box. (Awright, I did love that thing—stuffed it with PB&J sandwiches till the hinges rusted off.)

I realize that now is not the time to stand mute like a dummy (Catwalk code for mannequin). “Don’t you remember, all I talked about last year was I couldn’t wait until I was eligible to run for house leader nominations in the Catwalk competition? Hello—well, that time is now!” I shriek, trying to stimulate Mom’s brain cells, which must be suffocating underneath her Beverly Johnson frosted shag wig.

“Okay, don’t get huffy with me. What happens if you get nominated?” Mom asks warily.

“The five candidates with the most student votes get appointed house leaders,” I explain carefully, hoping my mom will grasp how important this is to me. “Then I get to pick the students that I want to be members of my house—the House of Pashmina.”

“So what else do you get besides that? I don’t like the idea of you spending all that time involved in nonsense. You could get a part-time job and bring some money into this house,” my mom says, tipping her hand. Now I see why she feigned an amnesia attack—she was hoping I’d forgotten all about my little dollhouse dreams. Well, I’ll show her—time to bring out the hot-glue guns!

“I know it may not seem like much to you, but I could snag a one-year modeling contract with one of the five big model agencies. All of them have representatives attending the Catwalk competition fashion shows in full force,” I say, zapping her hard.

Mom knows Fashion International’s policy on modeling as well as I do. They have a not-so-tacit agreement with the model agencies not to sign students under sixteen, and even then, only students who have competed in the Catwalk competition are eligible. But the real prize is that every year at least three student models from the winning house are given one-year, $25,000 modeling contracts. So why shouldn’t I keep my eye on the grand prize?

“And how much is this gonna cost me?” Mom asks, turning defensive.

“The Catwalk Committee provides each house with monthly expense funds. And I’m in charge of the budget—and submitting the monthly expense reports to the Catwalk director,” I counter, my face flushed.

“Yeah, well, I know how these things work. Just remember that my money is funny right now,” Mom says sternly.

“I know,” I say, exasperated.
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“Geez, I know,” I repeat to myself, barreling down the stairway. When I get to the first-floor landing, I’m blindsided by the latest graffiti scrawled on the wall in screaming red letters: TREVA AND TINA 4REAL. Get a life, I moan inwardly. I gallop like a moody mare across the courtyard, then catch myself and switch into my sashay for the rest of the long stretch to the sidewalk. That’s what’s digable about being your own fashion representative: whether you live in a brokendown palace like I do or on a fabbie estate in Connecticut like Eartha Kitt, when you step out into the urban jungle, the only thing people see is your style.

“Pashmina!” Stellina screams, jarring me out of my schemes and dreams; I didn’t see her crouched on the bench across from the monkey bars.

“How ya doing, Pink Head?” she giggles, calling me by my nickname. “That outfit gets major purr points!” Ten-year-old Stellina cups her tiny hand into a cat’s paw.

I howl involuntarily because it’s funny to see myself mimicked by someone with such purrlicious potential. Stellina is one of the poised posse of kids who live here and look up to me because I want to be a model. They really gobble up every Kibble ’n Bit of instruction like I’m serving it à la mode.

“How come you sitting out here?” I ask. Stellina and her best friend, Tiara, went away to a Fresh Air Fund camp for most of August. But now it’s back to school, so everybody is springing into action.

“I’m waiting for Tiara—her mother left for work already, so she snuck back upstairs to change her clothes into something more bling-worthy,” Stellina explains, rolling her eyes. I feel bad for Tiara because her mother must be color-blind: what else could explain her forcing her daughter to mate checked skirts with polka-dot turtlenecks?

At least that’s one drama I don’t have to deal with: my mom doesn’t stress about my dress—even if the creditors are about to knock on our door.

“Whatchu up to?” Stellina asks, panting like a puppy for the 411.

“I got ants in my pants about getting nominated for house leader,” I reveal.

“Oh, that’s jumping off today?” she asks earnestly, then squinches her nose. “You mean the fashion show thing, right?”

“Oui, oui.”

“What do you mean by house—you go to somebody’s house?” she asks.

“No. It’s like—um, we call it a house—a fashion house.” I’m struggling to figure out how to explain it in terms she would understand. “You know, like the House of Baby Phat or the House of Prada.”

“I got you,” she says wisely. “So it’s Prada or nada!”

“I hope so. The winning house gets to say sayonara. If I don’t win, I’ll be watching eggs fry on the sidewalk for another summer,” I lament. Judging by the puzzled expression on her face, I realize that I have to explain further. “The winning house gets a trip somewhere over the rainbow.”

“I got you.” Stellina nods knowingly. “I wanna go back to camp next summer. It was real fun. But all that swimming was hard on my press-and-curls!”

“Awright, I’m out.”

“See ya, supermodel!” Stellina says with a final sigh. “Can I be a model, too?”

“No doubt,” I assure her.

As I descend into the subway, I indulge in my favorite fantasies: in the first, I’ll spot a model clutching her portfolio, on her way to a go-see; in the second, I’m spotted by a famous photographer or agent or some other Big Willie fashionista who thinks I’m already ripping the runway, but they just can’t help asking, “Are you a model?” I haven’t seen one model yet, but I bet they ride the iron horse because it’s the best way to get around, given the gridlock. I stop to dig absentmindedly into my pom-pom purse for my Fashion International MetroCard, and some harried passenger torpedoes my leg with an oversize shopping bag that must be loaded with bricks, because my knees buckle involuntarily.

I turn to look at the offending “bag lady,” but she doesn’t even say sorry. Luckily, my fishnets are intact and I make it to school in one piece, clutching my Hello Kitty necklace like it’s a good luck-charm, confirming my one true belief: in the fashion jungle, only the accessorized will survive.


FASHION INTERNATIONAL 35TH ANNUAL CATWALK COMPETITION BLOG

New school rule: You don’t have to be ultranice, but don’t get tooooo catty, or your posting will be zapped by the Fashion Avengers!!


YOU’RE NOT KATE SPADE, SO DON’T THROW SHADE….

While some of us are planning on participating in the Catwalk nominations today, others have let it be known to the powers that “busy bee” that they won’t be participating in the nomination process today. For the broken record, there is a reason why only junior and senior students who major in Fashion Buying and Merchandising, or Fashion Marketing, and have maintained a 3.5 grade point average or higher are eligible for the prestigious position of house leader. As Catwalk Director Fabianna Lynx (Ms. Fab) has explained, house leaders must possess strong management, planning, budgeting, and executive skills. Therefore, it doesn’t make dollars and sense for someone who likes to doodle all day (yes, I’m talking about Illustration majors!) or get their click on (wannabe Francesco Scavullo photography majors) to be in charge of a Catwalk house. On the other hand, someone who prefers snapping their fingers like a general and keeping their team members’ egos in check would soar in such a position. So why don’t we all manage our own inflatable egos and show up to today’s first Catwalk general assembly meeting to participate in the task of nominating qualified candidates? Still don’t want any part of this democratic process? Sorry to hear that, but may I suggest dropping out of school altogether? Then perhaps, one day in your player-hating future, you can obtain a GED by visiting the Web site www.thatsyourproblemnotmine.com.
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I can’t believe that the school year has just begun and Shalimar Jackson is already back in business with her horse and phony show, jamming up the security checkpoint line in the process. This time Shalimar is pretending that her four-legged constant companion J.B. still has a Limited Access Fashion Pass when everybody knows the Fendi fiend was banned last semester. But leave it to Miss Jackson to crank out a Coty Fashion Critics’ Awards performance before she even snags a house leader nomination.

“He does have a pass—I swear! I left it at home cuz it got sucked into my Dirt Devil by accident and I haven’t had time to get it out of the lint bag!” whines my biggest Catwalk rival. Petulantly, Shalimar stomps her foot in protest, but instead the clunky heel of her brown lizard “Shimmy Choo” lands on the precious toes of Willi Ninja, Jr., as he tries to cut the line.

“Ouch!” snaps Willi, whose feet will no doubt be insured by Lloyd’s of London one day, given his star status in voguing—our fave phys ed class.

“My bad,” quips Shalimar. “I thought I was light on my feet.”

“Yeah, well, you’re heavy on my corns!” retorts Willi, another Catwalk rival.

The crowd in line snickers like bloodthirsty spectators at the Colosseum in ancient Rome, except in this case, it’s the House of Ninja against the House of Shalimar—coming soon to a runway near you!
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