
KING TUT 
 

Eli E. Elbogen 
 

 
 

When she stood up to get off the Muni, I saw through the buttons in her blouse. 
It wasn’t my stop but I followed her off the bus. Her hair was light blonde, darker on the 
inside of her ponytail. I was 15. She looked like she might be of age, at least 17. The 
Muni pulled away. I could hear the faint electric cough of the engine as it continued 
down Carl Street. She lifted her left foot onto the bus stop bench. I hung around the 
booth pretending to examine the gridlines on the large map of San Francisco. 

I saw her reflection in the corner of the plastic map encasement. She looked 
irritated. Her high heel strap wasn’t latching or buckling or doing whatever high heel 
straps are supposed to do. She didn’t like me watching her fumble around. That was 
obvious. She shot me a look with her sour face. 

I was one huge butterfly. I was a thousand tiny, nervous butterflies. The only girls 
I ever really talked to were my twin sister and her best friend Paige. Like the sudden 
announcement of a fire hose, I said, “Do you know a lot about high heels?”  

The girl with the widely separated blouse buttons replied, “Do you?”  
Damn it. She got me. I hadn’t planned that far ahead. I shoved my hands deep 

into my jacket pockets. My right hand found a small pyramid. It was a keychain maybe 
or a piece from a board game. I didn’t know how it got there. I squeezed the pyramid 
into my palm until it stabbed into the skin below my thumb. She was still looking at me. 
Her high heel was still stubborn. I squeezed harder. She was about to say something 
then didn’t. The pain in my palm distracted me from the awkward silence.  

I tried to think of what I would say to my sister. But, then, my sister didn’t own 
high heels. Or a dress. She could do more pull-ups than me. Over 25. Paige couldn’t do 
more pull-ups than me, but she didn’t own a dress either. The three of us talked about 
skateboarding and mud soccer and how many pull-ups we could do. Then I let go of 
the pyramid piercing into my palm and said, “The first high heels were actually worn by 
men.”  

Unimpressed, she replied, “You have a pair then?”  
She was feisty. I liked that. My sister and Paige talked to me like that too.  
I ignored her fiery answer and carried on, “Egyptians were the first to wear heels. 

It was the pharaohs that started it.” 
I paused to read her face, to catch a curious eyebrow raise or slanted smile. She 

gave me nothing. 



I kept going anyway, my hands sweaty inside my jacket pockets. “They were 
more vain than the women. The pharaohs wore jeweled head dresses and demanded 
that hoards of gold be buried in their tombs next to their mummified bodies.”  

“You’re full of shit,” she said back to me. She was standing with both feet on the 
sidewalk now, her left heel still not strapped. “I don’t believe you.”  

That’s exactly what my sister would’ve said. I blazed on. “No really, it was King 
Tut that started it. He was the shortest pharaoh of them all. He was mocked by the 
upper class, mocked by the peasants. He was humiliated by his short height.”  

“Sure,” she said. She put her hands on her hips in a sassy way but at least I had 
her full attention. 

“He always had the most beautiful women around him. Dark skinned women, 
light skinned women, young women, old women. But they were all taller than him. The 
pyramids towered over him. One day, King Tut’s most loyal servant took notice. Without 
his master knowing, he ordered the royal seamstress to sew a longer robe for the king. 
He went to the shoemaker and told him his revolutionary idea to make the king’s shoes 
taller. He told him to put little wooden pillars under the heels of his shoes to raise him 
up to his proper stature.”  

“What was his name?” The girl looked more convinced, but not completely.  
“King Tut.”  
“No, the servant. Who was the servant?”  
“Oh, the servant.” This was the kicker. This is how I got her. “His name is the 

same one that’s on my birth certificate. Elias.” 
Before she could respond, and I don’t know where I got this from, I bent down to 

the sidewalk and sorted out the clasp around her ankle. I pieced together her leather 
riddle. I was smooth. She bent down to check my miracle work just as I was lifting up. I 
saw all the way down her blouse this time. Her whole bra and everything good inside. 
She couldn’t believe I fixed her strap. I pretended it wasn’t a big deal and she switched 
to shy all of the sudden. She stuck out her hand in a delicate way. With the imprint of a 
pyramid still burned in my palm, I shook the entire breadth of her beautiful hand.  

She said, “My name’s Cleo.” 


