
My Title Means Nothing

little overexcited:
 “YEAAAAAAAH! Where am I going? What do I have to do? Where 

 And the answers to my questions were, respectively: You are going to 

in a hot dog suit and pass out balloons. Yes you can see it. And no, you can’t 

            .    .    .    .    .

as she helped me suit up. 

wear. 
 The next step I might as well skip also because it deals with disgusting 

ends.



epiphany, I noticed exactly how heavy the hot dog suit actually was, and when 
my mom pushed down on the removable bright blue baseball cap to make sure 

 The next two steps were more awkward than you’d think. There was a 

that waddling like a duck was the only way. 

the parking lot holding my arm as I got used to walking in those ginormous 

pons.  
 And then I saw her: a tiny blond girl standing next to her large blond 

didn’t care one bit about those balloons.  
 “Are you a Hot Dog?!” she asked me.
 I gave her a thumbs up. 

go.



here! Hot Dog! Go this way! Hot Dog! Do the Macarena dance! Hot Dog! 
Let’s do the wave! Hot Dog! Jump in the air! Higher! Higher! Hot Dog? 

nobody knew it, but I was smiling and laughing the entire time the tiny girl 

 My mom took me back into that now slightly greasy back hallway, and 

completely drenched in sweat. 

 I trundled outside with the surprising ease that came with wearing nor
mal sized shoes, and saw the tiny girl sitting beside her large mother slurping 
down a slushy.
 “Hi! Remember me? I was the hot dog. My name’s Laine!” I waved 
and smiled at her, expecting a wave and smile back. But what I received was 

sweat. Her mother tried to explain to her that I was “the girl in the hot dog 




