
DOREEN AND 

THE

MAGIC SHOE

(and other fantastical, magical dog 'tails')

First Published in 2023 Copyright © 2023 Richard Hennerley. All rights reserved. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and should not be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. For more information e-mail all enquiries to rich2409@protonmail.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Contents....

Doreen and the Magic Shoe

The Dog Shall Decide!

The Dog who Missed his Human

Another Trip around The Circle

The Secret History of Wilhelmina the Dachshund

Love me, love my dogs

The Asylum for the Strange and the Different

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Contents....

[image: image]


Doreen and The Magic Shoe

Part 1. Doreen's Quest

Part 2. The Old Man in the Mountain

The Dog Shall Decide!

Part 1. Story

Part 2. Truth

Part 3. The dog shall decide!

The Dog who Missed his Human

Another trip around the circle

The Secret history of Wilhelmina the Dachshund

Love me, love my dogs

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Doreen and the Magic Shoe


[image: image]


Part 1. Doreen’s Quest

Once upon a time in the land of Anywhere, in a world long since forgotten, in the fine and prosperous city of Anyplace there lived a dog called Doreen and Doreen was a dachshund, black and tan, smooth-haired, XL, lovely floppy ears, short, stumpy legs and big, chunky dachshund paws. Doreen lived with her family (I say family and not ‘owners’ because, of course, the idea that any living thing can own another is patently absurd) in a very nice part of Anyplace called Primrose Hill. Doreen had a very lovely, loving family and many friends (doggy, human and other) yet she travelled through her life with an underlying sense of unease and ‘not belonging’. You see, Doreen, like many of us, was Different From Others and that Difference always inserted itself as a question mark in all her relationships; always posing the question, even with the closest of her friends, ‘do you really, really accept me for what I am?’ and creating, for Doreen, what she thought was an Unbridgeable Distance.

As a consequence Doreen, who was a thoughtful and intelligent dog, felt she lived a life that was Semi-Detached from others, and this was a Source Of Sadness to her.

And what exactly, I hear you say, was so Different about Doreen? Well. Doreen could speak. That’s right, Doreen was a dachshund who could talk. In truth, talking dogs are not that rare in the land of Anywhere - though rare enough to attract attention and sometimes, from the more ignorant members of the human race, disapproval (another Source Of Sadness to Doreen). As to why Doreen can speak...for that I’m afraid I have no satisfactory answer and if you seek such you’ll have to go ask the Faeries, for it is their Mischievous Magick that is at the root of this Unusual Phenomenon.

Anyway, enough of Faeries, let’s get back to Doreen. Let’s join her on a bright, crisp autumn day. On this day, Doreen awoke in her pleasant home, greeted her family, pestering them for a trip out into the garden and some breakfast and decided to take advantage of the pleasant conditions and do a bit of shopping in nearby Regents Park Road, a part of Primrose Hill filled with Pleasant And Interesting Shops. Now, Doreen didn’t actually want to buy anything, as such, for dogs, being far wiser than humans, don’t actually need ‘stuff’ to make them feel ‘better’ about their lives; for a dog love, companionship, a warm place to sleep and sufficient food to eat are more than enough. Doreen’s ‘shopping’ consisted simply of looking at all the nice, bright, colourful, clever things that the local shopkeepers had for sale and (most of all) sitting down with them for a nice chat over a cup of tea (as well as being able to talk, Doreen was also human-like in her love of a nice cuppa).

So, off to the shops went Doreen. She went in and out of her favourite establishments, examining the wares and chatting about this and that, before coming to her favourite shop of all –the shoe shop, for Doreen was very, very fond of shoes.

In she went, greeted the shoemaker and...she fell in love! For there on the shoemaker’s counter was a shoe. A single solitary shoe (left foot, size seven). And it was the most beautiful shoe, no - most beautiful thing - she had ever seen. It was a gorgeous stiletto shoe of almost impossible, improbable elegance, covered in rich, red sequins from heel to toe! It shone! It cried out, ‘wear me’!

‘Wha...wha...what is that!’ she stammered to the shoemaker (a kindly old gent with whom she’d passed many a chatty hour).

‘It’s a beauty isn’t it, Doreen...not one I made I’m sorry to say, the level of skill that’s gone into that shoe is far beyond me,’ replied the shoemaker.

‘You know, shoemaker, that is – and I hope you forgive me for saying this given that it’s not one of your own creations – the most beautiful shoe I have ever seen! Where did it come? Where’s the other one? Where...’

‘Woah, woah, Doreen, calm down! You’re quite right, it is a truly stunning shoe – no offence taken, by the way – but apart from that I can’t tell you more. I have no idea where it came from, where the other half of the pair is or who the maker was...it’s a funny thing...the shoe arrived in the post this morning, just on its own, no letter, no paperwork...just a shoe.’

‘Can...can I try it on?’

‘Of course you may, though I think you may find it a little on the large side even for your big, chunky dachshund paws!’

The shoemaker leaned across his desk, took the shoe in his hand (once again admiring it with a keen professional eye – and a hint of professional envy), walked over to Doreen, bent, and placed the shoe on the floor by her left paw, ‘madam...’ he said.

Doreen, eyes wide and excited, slowly slid her paw into the shoe and, to both her surprise and that of the shoemaker, it turned out not to be too big...rather it fitted perfectly, seeming almost to mould itself to fit. Doreen, of course, wasn’t in the habit of wearing shoes but she knew that had she been she would, at this moment, be thinking something along the lines of ‘oh my, I have never worn such a comfortable shoe!’

“Well, look at that, Doreen!’ said the shoemaker, excited and amazed, ‘that shoe fits you like, well, a glove! I don’t know who sent the shoe or who made it but I know why they sent here...so you would find it...here...wait a moment.’

And with that the shoemaker bustled off into the back off his shop and quickly returned with a smart little rucksack, perfectly sized for a dachshund. He knelt down by Doreen, helped her out of the wondrous shoe (she was a bit reluctant to take it off, to be honest), popped it into the rucksack and, smiling, handed it to Doreen and said, ‘this is for you, my little dachsie princess, for this shoe was meant to be yours, as surely as the sun rises and sets and the fish swim in the sea.’ And Doreen let out a yelp of delight!

Doreen spent another hour or so talking happily with the old shoemaker, made her excuses, slipped her new rucksack (with precious shoe) on to her back and ran all the way home as fast as her short, stumpy dachshund legs and big chunky dachshund paws would allow.

Later that night, after her family had all gone off to sleep, Doreen sat entranced, staring at the shoe. Such a beautiful thing. Where had it come from? Who had made it? Doreen resolved that she had to know the answers to these questions...for some reason, she felt that this was very, very important; a mystery had to be solved and, most of all, she had to find her shoe’s partner shoe for every left shoe needs a right shoe, does it not? But where to start? The shoemaker had known nothing of the shoes provenance, apart from it being of exceptional quality. Ah, of course, tomorrow she would pay a visit to Primrose Hill Park to talk to Soho...he was a wise, wise creature and he would know where she should begin her quest – for this was surely a quest, thought Doreen, a quest for what she was not exactly sure but a quest indeed it was.

At this point, reader, I need to both interject and digress, not to interrupt the smooth flow of this tale but to provide you with knowledge about Soho that you will need ‘going forward’ (as I believe you say in your world).

When Doreen, as a talkative and excitable young puppy, joined her present family, Soho was already there, another dog who had been with Doreen’s family for many years. He was a big shaggy, mongrel – a scruffy chap but with a striking coat of many colours, a big heart and a nature that was exceptionally warm and extremely wise. Doreen liked Soho the minute she saw him and they became the firmest of friends, indeed they loved each other deeply and Doreen always considered Soho to be her boyfriend. You can imagine, then, that when Soho passed away three years later, she was devastated. But...only temporarily for Soho’s Soul chose not to move on to That Which Lies Beyond but decided to hover between this world and the other. That made him what you in your world would call a ghost. Many Souls choose this course, indeed this world and yours are full of
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