The Boot.
I'll just start off by saying that our office Christmas celebrations were legendary.

This particular year, not only were we banned from everywhere that we had been to in previous
years, but word seemed to have got around and we found it hard to find anywhere that would take
us. A fairly appalling but frankly well earned reputation for such a small office, given the
insignificant size of the rural market town where we are based.

We had managed to book somewhere for a meal and perhaps we told a little lie about who we were,
just to get the booking. The office drinks had started at 11am, and we ate at 2pm. Nothing was set
fire to this time and no one got into trouble for getting behind the bar to pour their own drinks. We
spilled out onto the streets at about 5pm. At this point | started to regret having dressed for the
occasion in a rather gorgeous dress and some very expensive heeled designer boots. Those boots
had cost me more money than | was going to admit to anyone and, despite being utterly fabulous,
they were not particularly practical.

Time flew by as we wobbled from pub to pub. | suddenly realised that | had just 5 minutes to run to
the station and catch the last train. No taxi on Mad Friday would take me the 35 miles that the train
would to get home. No big deal! I'd done the panic run of doom to the station every year and
always managed to fling myself on to the train at the very last minute. This year would be no
different, so | packed up and legged it from the pub with all my work colleagues cheering me on. |
flapped down the street at a pretty fast pace in spindly heels and more alcohol than blood in my
veins.

The good thing about rural train services is that they often run late. | had hoped that this was the
case on this occasion, but | hadn't factored in what happened next.

When | reached the deserted and dimly lit station, the train was already there. | just had to make it
over the pedestrian bridge and onto the platform and | was homeward bound, except, that | suddenly
came to an abrupt and unanticipated halt, or rather my lower half did. | fell forwards and classically
saved myself with outstretched hands. The shock of the fall was sobering and the realisation that |
had my boot heel firmly wedged in a drain cover was catastrophic. As much as | pulled, my heel
was firmly trapped in that grate. | stared at my wedged boot. | was a snared animal, there was
absolutely no way it was coming out of that cover in one piece. My precious boots!

The train was preparing to leave and | was caught hostage. In the extended moment of panic, that
gives you little time to decide on action, | considered unlacing my boot, freeing my foot and legging
it for the train. By the time | started to put this plan into action, the train closed its doors and
slowly chugged off.

It really only took moments to unlace my trapped boot, free my foot and expertly wriggle the empty
boot from out of the drain cover vice it was held in. | was remotely aware of my Grandmother's St
Christopher charm that was hanging from my neck, getting in the way of the salvage operation.

Life had, in my inexperience, taught me that there was always a plan B, so | reshod my foot, dusted
myself down as much as | could and headed back to town. | reunited with my colleagues and in my
new-found, forlorn and soberish state, visited the 'Ladies’ to clean off my bleeding grazed hands and
knees, as they had started to sting.

On hearing of my tale of woe, | was offered a safe bed for the night, breakfast in the morning and
the opportunity to party until dawn. Suddenly, with a gin in hand, the trauma of the night dissolved.



Due to our hungover state and subsequent late surfacing, it wasn't until well into the next day that
we learned about the train crash and the multiple fatalities.

The severe and drastic marks on the heel of one of my boots serves as a constant reminder that lives
can change in an instant. I've not worn those boots since, but | keep them as a reminder.



