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'Strange times are these in which we live when old and young are taught falsehoods...and the person that dares to tell the truth is called at once a lunatic and a fool' -Plato

Once upon a time in the land of Anywhere, in a world long since forgotten, in the fine and prosperous city of Anyplace there was a shop. A shoe shop to be precise. The shop was successful and highly regarded, run by a much respected old Shoemaker who lived above the premises and who made all the shoes himself, working from a cramped little studio at the back of the building.

The Shoemaker’s creations were very popular with the residents of Anyplace. His men’s shoes were considered hard wearing and durable, yet stylish. His shoes for ladies were seen as the height of wit and whimsy and the very pinnacle of fashion. Over the years he had built up a considerable clientele and become very comfortably off.

Now, one bright, sunny day, The Shoemaker was taking a break from shoe selling and shoe making and was enjoying a stroll through the pleasant surrounds of Anyplace’s finest public space, The Park Of A Thousand Joyous Souls. As he walked he contemplated the fine views afforded by the park, admired the beautiful statue of the famous Ragged Man (who’s song had shaken a Kingdom) and felt, generally, delighted to be alive. But his Happy Reverie was to be rudely interrupted. Walking past an area of the park thick with bushes and long grass, he thought he heard someone crying. Listen. There it is again. Over there!

Being a Kind And Considerate Soul, The Shoemaker decided that he must investigate the Source Of This Sadness. Pushing himself into the long grass and thick bushes he battled his way towards who, or what, was making such a plaintive noise. And...much to his surprise came across a Faerie. Sitting in a tree. Crying. Tears rolling down her pretty face, each one turning into a tiny diamond as it did so (as Faerie tears do), and then dropping to the ground; a sharp, hard piece of glittering sorrow.

“Why, Faerie, what’s all this then, why the tears?” said The Shoemaker, peering upwards at the tree branch upon which the Faerie was sitting.

“A dog...a dog...a dog ate my shoes! I took them of just for a moment to bathe my feet in a stream, looked back and there was a dog...with my shoes in his mouth...then he swallowed them and ran off! Oh...I loved those shoes!”

“Oh, poor you, that is a sad story. But, Faerie, it’s your lucky day, for I am a shoemaker, one of some renown even though I say so myself. Come with me and I shall make you a beautiful new pair of shoes that you shall come to love even more than those you’ve just lost!”

“Really?” enquired the Faerie, hopefully.

“Really!” responded The Shoemaker, affirmatively.

And off they went, man and Faerie. Before they left on their Quest the Faerie asked The Shoemaker (aware of their value in the Human World) if he’d like to collect her diamond tears that were lying, sparkling, in the grass. The Shoemaker replied, thank you, but no...he was already very blessed in life and one of his blessings was Financial Security...better, then, to leave the Faerie diamonds to be found by someone who needed them more. Such was The Calibre Of The Man.

By and by, the Faerie and the man found themselves back in The Shoemaker’s shop.

“Sit yourself down there, Faerie, let’s have a look at those feet of yours.”

“Oohh...” said The Shoemaker.

“Ahhh...” said The Shoemaker, for the Faeries feet were Very, Very Small, “excuse me just one minute, Faerie.” 

The Shoemaker stood up and popped next door to see his friend, The Watchmaker.

Quickly he returned, bringing with him a fine and delicate set of watchmaker’s tools, the only tools he could think of that would be small enough to fashion a pair of shoes for a pair of tiny Faerie feet.

“So, Faerie, I now have The Tools I Need To Do The Job! Tell me, what do you like to see in a pair of shoes?”

The Faerie looked back at The Shoemaker, thoughtfully pondering the Desired Utility And Properties Of Shoes and said:

“Comfort.”

“Durability.”

“Colour!”

“Stylishness!”

“Stiletto heels!”

“Ahh, Faerie, you are indeed a person...well, mmm, a Faeire...after my own heart! Come, let’s look at my leather stocks and see what tickles your fancy.”

In terms of leather, The Shoemaker recommended to the Faerie a fine Epicurean Leather from the land of Otherplace. Generally held to be the Finest Leather known, Epicurean Leather is soft yet strong and has a dazzling, glossy red finish. When The Shoemaker showed a sample of it to the Faerie, her eyes and mouth opened wide and she let out an awed “ohhh, yes!” and fluttered her wings in excitement. 

Thus the leather for the Faeire's new shoes was chosen and The Shoemaker began his work and, using the fine set of watchmaker’s tools and a magnifying glass, he had, by the end of the day, fashioned a pair of truly beautiful, stylish red shoes with stiletto heels that were both stylish and comfortable. ‘To die for’, I believe you would say in your own world...

All in all, The Shoemaker thought this pair of tiny shoes was probably the most beautiful he had ever fashioned. And the Faerie agreed, she was absolutely delighted - cock-a-hoop with pleasure, even.

And here’s where our tale really begins. For the Faerie was very grateful to The Shoemaker, not just for the beautiful new shoes he had made her but for his Kindness And Solicitude in general and, being bound by the Faerie code of ‘a good deed done is a good deed earned’ she passed to him a very interesting piece of advice.

She told him: “Shoemaker, you must stop making pairs of shoes. From this day forth you must only make left foot shoes, and those only in a size seven, for the time is coming when these are the only shoes that people will want.”

The Shoemaker raised his eyebrows at this extraordinary and strange statement and replied, “why do you tell me this, Faerie? It is a very, very strange thing to say...forgive me, but I have to ask you directly – is the statement you’ve just made the absolute truth?”

And that was very wise thing for The Shoemaker to ask for, if you are a student of the land of Anywhere, you’ll already know that Faeries have a Duality Of Nature. They can be very, very good or they can be downright mischievous. And if they should cast for you a Faerie spell, well, you’d better watch yourself for even when Faeries try their very best to cast a spell that is wholly good a Degree Of Duality (which can represent a substantial sting in the tale of said spell) will always tend to creep into the mix. So, always be cautious when a Faerie makes Magick or tells you something that seems of interest to you. Fortunately, The Shoemaker was wise enough to know all this. He was also wise enough to know that Faeries are bound by the same Universal Principle as The Devil - in that if you ask either a Direct Question they have no choice but to answer honestly.

Thus when the Faerie confirmed the veracity of her statement, The Shoemaker knew that the comment about size seven, left foot shoes was absolutely and undeniably true but, as he said farewell to a very happy Faerie, he pondered where on Earth he should go with the information? Should he follow the Faerie’s advice and do something that really was quite odd and would, no doubt, impact upon his life in a major way? Or should he simply ignore what the Faerie had told him – in the knowledge that it’s rarely a good idea to ignore what a Faerie tells you if you know it to be truth?

The Shoemaker pondered hard and long. And came to a decision. Faeries were basically good creatures. The Faerie said make only size seven, left foot shoes for a reason and The Shoemaker felt convinced that that reason would eventually be revealed to him and, despite any struggles encountered along on the way, it would be for the good. From that point, he decided, he would devote his efforts to making only size seven, left foot shoes.

Which is exactly what The Shoemaker did. After holding a huge Clearance Sale to get rid of stock to make way for his new line of size seven, left foot shoes he began to make said shoes. He made shoe after shoe, day after day
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