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Farewell Sweet Sneakers: A Eulogy 
  

Family and friends, I lament the passing of my dear Nike Air Zoom Vomero 12 
running shoes and honour all of the good times we had. We met in April of 2016, at the 
Nanaimo Frontrunners store. I remember with clarity, the moment Stefan pried open the 
bright orange box and revealed the fresh, unblemished beauty of this pair. It was love at 
first sight. When I tried them on, I knew it was meant to be. I could perceive their 
support and sense their ability to cushion and soften blows, without weighing me down. 
They cradled my arch while allowing my toes to flex and spread. My heart warmed at 
the generosity of their toe box, when faced with my greedily wide forefoot. Our 
relationship became immediately close as they accompanied me to school, track 
practice, basketball, shopping, on walks, and more. Together, we traversed hundreds of 
kilometres. With every step I took, they supported me without a grumble, even when I 
had them glowing with perspiration.  

 
My Nike Vomeros and I made many memories. They gave their all in track and 

field meets and practices. They were my support when I race walked under provincial 
standard time and was nominated for BC Athletics Athlete of the Year. At the basketball 
game where I was awarded M.V.P., they were right there, on my feet, not intimidated by 
the sea of fancy and colourful basketball kicks. I can’t tell you exactly how many times 
they spun around in a hammer circle or ran circles around a track, but it was plenty. I 
pounded them into asphalt and rubberized track, baked them to a crisp in the sun and 
soaked them in rain and mud, an unforgivable amount of times. They would cool down 
or dry out and be waiting by the back door every morning, in anticipatory repose. My 
Nikes accompanied me through the thick and the thin. If I had a bad race, they 
absorbed my slower steps and stabilized my stumbles. There were tears shed and 
laughter spread. The memories we made will last forever. 
 

Together, we traveled. My Nikes vacationed with me at the cabin in the summer, 
where we hiked through the forest and ambled along the beach. They were with me at 
school, through exams, toe-tapping band classes and sweaty P.E. sessions. My shoes 
and I experienced every surface, from sand, grass, mud, dirt, gravel and pavement to 
carpet, hardwood, linoleum and more. They embraced every terrain for me, protecting 
my sole and always providing an extra layer of comfort, until a distressing day a month 
ago. Again, this momentous occasion occurred in Frontrunners, where it all began. 
Shelby pronounced my beloved Nikes dead and recommended that my relationship with 
my precious shoes come to an end. I could never have imagined trusting my sole to 
another pair of runners, until Shelby laced a pair of New Balance 1080’s onto my feet. 
Perhaps my heart is fickle, but the 1080’s have rather quickly filled the void that the 

 



 

Vomeros left. It was a sad day for me, bidding adieu to my beloved Nike Vomeros; they 
will always have a special place in my heart. Rest in peace my good shoes. 
 
Your dear friend and adventuring partner, 
Olivia Lundman 


