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Shoes? It’s life and death to me. I had to go all the way to
Luton in these.

–  Harold Pinter

Mi corazón tendría la forma de un zapato
si cada aldea tuviera una sirena 

[...]

No nos salva la gente de las zapaterías, ni los paisajes que
se hacen música al encontrar las llaves oxidas.

–  Federico Garcia Lorca

Give us five quid. My feet’re bleedin’ in these shoes.

–  from Sirens, by Matt Clegg





LLee tt it be known solemnly that the author of this shodspell is
not a Christian, a Muslim, a Buddhist, a Jew, nor a Hindu but the
author is a none-atheist, a none-believer of none-believing & yet
a believer in not believing. Please let it be 

known to those 

of dogma & quick-temper that humour & its sense is its own
form of reverence, for it is said in The Great Book of Clichés:
Mimicry is the sincerest form of flatter y. But let it be known
the author of this shodspell means, intends & hopes far more 

than the shallows of flattery. The author of this story believes,
from his/her crown in the air to his/her feet on the ground,
that her/his here given comedy & its tragedy is reverence 

for all that rhymes lovingly with   Shod

The author, being the kind of sinner known as ‘poet’, can only
worship one good/bad, and that bad/good, for better or worse, is





The Word.

the   word 

is the said & the written & the heard & the read 
is read          & heard           & written      & said

word is word is 
the narrow vast the expanse 

yet limit of mind 

only touch is un
-touched by 

words but words 

may ease the strange 
pains of touch. If

the word fits, wear it.

Good readings, and may 
your God shod you!





Begin at ground

a human does
feet touch

then upwards
towards air

the body goes

•

begin by shoes

this story is
shoe-speech

the speaking
of feet from

their soft
leather shells

feet speaking
good in 

the begging

•

each little black circle
between each of this 

song’s steps
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is a hole
through which 

to thread
laces like faith 

remember

laces can be tugged
tight or not knotted

laces can be threaded
as parallels

like a ladder or crossed
as a sequence of cruxes

•

•

•
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First Time

Kneeling
at my feet her hands gently untied
my laces; slipped

my shoe right off

in one neat
expert-shoe-fitter’s movement.

My mum nearby but
this stranger was replacing her.

O, then the plastic measuring gadget was cupped
to my socked sensitivity; the little tape tugged
tight lightly tickled

my un-shod in-step in public. Lovely.

•

twenty-seven
years later

the tiny musty
& hard dry

shoe-seed felt
rain in a 

man’s brain
and grew
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from his mouth
rooted through

his feet & future

•

it was Nike herself
she leapt at me 
from a shelf

all white & daring
treading air

her robes glowing white
and under those her
glowing underwear

and her wings were huge
white feathery trainers
flapping on her back

I was daft
I asked
where’s Gabrielle?

Nike just laughed

the clear gas
of her breath
smacked

Nike laughed at last 
laughed
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as I did then at every
dazzling white ad
every suddenly colourless
whiter than white
copywriter’s line

I laughed

as a dad i did i
laughed as 
a dad & a kid

as Nike said:
Sidney Realer If

The Shoe Fits

•

An article in The Guardian started me off.
An article about a homeless bloke. You see,

I noticed in the photo that his shoes, neatly
placed next to his cardboard bed, were exactly

the same as my shoes – shoes I’d bought,
red-hot branded-new, for less then twelve quid

from one of AZDA’s nasty massive town-sucking
superstores, clipped on to the city’s perimeter

like a fat tick on a once 
sleek but now sickly fox.
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A homeless guy in my shoes. The next I knew
I was in the small (tight brightly lit) hours, on an aisle,

in a twenty-four hour AZDA, lined 
with shelves of cheap shoes. I

had an urge to buy 

affordable footwear, a huge urge
to buy vast quantities 

of leather uppers & rubber soles. Over
a period of thirty-six weeks of sleepless 

nights I bought

shoes in bulk. Thousands of shoes 
from sixty-six AZDAs I visited – spread across 

just three of England’s over
-crowded vacuum-packed counties. To pay

for this, jumping in with both feet, this sudden impulse
to get away with it, this wish to run free, to go

one step beyond – to pay

for this I sold my young burgeoning 
advertising agency (Glass Lips Ltd).

And I left my house & its precious contents 
of wife & kids. I left them,

my loved ones, alone & only just afloat on a suburban sea.
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The first night in a ditch on the rim of the city, the first night
I’d ever not been in a smooth clean bed, I slept through fits

of at first grief, but then, by morning I was warm with glee.
I had unshackled myself from solid illusions, and I knew

that safe in twelve lockups, beneath Stainrail Viaduct,
were piles of sleeping shoes. Now nearly a million of ‘em, but

they were as yet ownerless, had never been worn. They
were calm & soft & patient. (They were not

like the piles of worn shoes full 
of the ghosts of all those

poor souls lost to the ravenous 
middle of the last century.)

So what could I do? I had a secret trove of shoes, and I 
was a homeless one. I looked down at my feet’s cheap

but neat protective skins. I thought of the skins of the beasts
that my feet now sweated through. I thought of my

homeless other in The Guardian photo. I wondered –
was he at that exact moment wearing the very-very

same shoes as my own? I knew I wouldn’t be able to find
him, whoever-he-was-wherever-he-was. But I could find

similar people with similar feet, but feet without similar
shoes to mine. People with cold feet, & itchy feet, & shoes

with soles with holes in them. So, this is what I did:



I decided to begin 

a kind pilgrimage 
to all the desecrated temples
made of hungry flesh

& aching bones; the temples
of homeless bodies with souls
hunkered deep down

in the bottom of them. Discarded 
people with Dark’s secrets
kept in the cellars 

of selves. Those with holies
of holies, unknown to them 
or anyone, enshrouded within

the bile & shit 
of their lingering 
only-just-living carcases.

I would go 

in search,
on foot in hope 

of finding
the gleaming ghost 

of some hope huddled 
in those tabernacles 

of the hopeless hidden 
behind pungent veils 

of hunger & alcohol.
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•

So, Mrs Realer, let’s go 
over it again. You say

you last saw your 
husband, Sidney, in the car

park of Meltdown Woebury’s 
eleventh AZDA, loading

his car with shoes. You shouted
after him as he drove 

off, but he didn’t, or perhaps

couldn’t, or just wouldn’t,
notice you. Did your

husband have any cause 
to disappear? 

Would you say he has 
disappeared, or in fact

has actually vanished? 
How can you prove

exactly that he ever really 
existed? Was he in debt? 

Had he behaved 
oddly before he left? 

23



Was he agitated?
No. Are you sure,

there’s nothing 
you can think of that might 

have caused him 
to behave so strangely?

I see. Don’t take this 
the wrong way Mrs Realer, but 

did you & your 
husband have regular sex?

I am sorry Mrs Realer, but it is 
my job, I do have to dare

to ask that question. Please 
calm down. The police 

have their reasons 
for seeking evidence 

of intimacy or 
estrangement. Can I see 

your I.D. – just a precaution 
for your protection. We 

have to explore all avenues,
and possibly even certain

orifices. Just gaze into the 
retina-scope and we’ll confirm
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you’re you. That’s good. Now 

Mrs Realer if you don’t 
mind, if you’d be so kind,

could we bother you for a drop 
of your blood. No, no, you don’t

understand; that was not
a question –  it was a reasonable

legally-binding demand.

•
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The Book of Jobs

and for nine months
Sidney did suffer

his Shod’s Stamp

his stomach groaned like
leather ripped

as his Shod’s tread left
tracks crossing his body

then did Sidney share
with his fellows 

whose ghosts were laid 
out on the sky’s table shim

-mering like layers of ether
whilst their frames were made

use of

so Sidney did stand
in The Queue of Dolls

as a husk to be filled
by God Quid as 

It 

doled out holes for dosh 
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in return 
for souls

and under a brown 
winter-dawn fog

Sidney did shuffle 

with the un
-done but not 

quite yet dead

Sid bobbed 
along in the flow

with the wooden-footed 

shod in priceless 
skins afforded

only through 
poisoned mortgages

& the white noise 
of digital futures 

Sidney witnessed 
all the poor transfixed

by the one 

moon of one 
coin glued onto 
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some billion palms

and Sid did know 
the sins & miss 

-givings & gnashings 
& crunching of homes
& the sharp-tugged strings
of puppet-puppeteer 

thieves

•

for a second

time Sid was cut
free from real’s dream

through Shod
to ground

Sid’s limbs hissed
as his feet- & his 

wrist-strings burned

his scalp wobbled hot
as an egg on a sun

-seared stone
as he staggered
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his soles made the sounds
of stars sucked

into dark holes

a dog barked
and Sid’s head

echoed
echoed 

as a crow blowing
up on a busy bus

echoed 

as a sepulchre opened echoed 

as thunder swaying through 
smoke from some far 

-flung volcano echoed 

echoed as a street with homes

gone

•

29



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /Unknown

  /Description <<
    /ENU (Use these settings to create PDF documents with higher image resolution for high quality pre-press printing. The PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Reader 5.0 and later. These settings require font embedding.)
    /JPN <FEFF3053306e8a2d5b9a306f30019ad889e350cf5ea6753b50cf3092542b308030d730ea30d730ec30b9537052377528306e00200050004400460020658766f830924f5c62103059308b3068304d306b4f7f75283057307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103057305f00200050004400460020658766f8306f0020004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d30678868793a3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a306b306f30d530a930f330c8306e57cb30818fbc307f304c5fc59808306730593002>
    /FRA <>
    /DEU <>
    /PTB <>
    /DAN <>
    /NLD <>
    /ESP <>
    /SUO <>
    /ITA <>
    /NOR <>
    /SVE <>
  >>
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice




