
The Formidable Boot 

 

She had a formidable left foot, or so her husband used to say when she booted him out of bed in the 

mornings. A kick like a donkey. Or illicit liquor. Not that he would know what that was like, you 

understand. Just a manner of speaking. Well, it goes without saying that a woman in possession of a 

formidable foot would be requiring a formidable boot to go with it. And that was where all the 

trouble began. 

It was the bootmaker’s fault. ‘Oh,’ he said, ‘ah. Odd feet, Mrs. Very odd. Calls for specialist 

’quipment. And I need t’make two boots.’ 

She stared at him. ‘Two boots? I got two feet, y’fool. Course I need two boots.’ 

The bootmaker shook his need. ‘Nah. Y’don’t see. I need t’make two diff’rent boots. Diff’rent sizes. 

For y’odd feet, see? It’ll cost twice as much, Mrs. I never saw such odd feet.’ 

‘Outrageous!’ she said, and stamped her foot threateningly. The formidable left one. 

The bootmaker stood his ground. ‘Take it or leave it, Mrs,’ he said. 

She thought about it. ‘Tell you what,’ she said at last, ‘just make me the left boot, will you? Make it 

fit proper.’ 

The bootmaker rubbed his chin. ‘Ready Tuesday. But I’ll charge you for the pair, Mrs.’ 

‘Do so,’ she said, ‘I’ll pay it.’ 

On Tuesday she came for the finished left boot. And very comfortable it was, too. 

‘Do you propose to hop, then, Mrs?’ The bootmaker sniggered. 

‘No,’ she said. ‘I propose to come in here and boot you in the behind with it every day until you 

make me a boot to fit the other foot. At no further charge.’ And just to test the workmanship, she 

kicked him out of his own shop. 

‘Always said she ’ad a formidable left foot,’ observed her husband. ‘Now she ’as a formidable boot 

for it, too, there’ll be no stoppin’ ’er.’ 

 


