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DEDICATED TO

Alikai who inspired the creation of our heroes
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and has been a true friend
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DESTINY GETS A FOOTHOLD
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3500 BCE

Razmic,the least auspicious of the mountain people, was sewing himself a pair of shoes, the thick fur and hard soles would protect his feet from stones and cold on the inhospitable mountain where his people dwelt. He needed some protection since he had been chosen to leave the mountain and seek out the enemies of the mountain people. A man known only as Caren and his people. Razmic had a long and dangerous climb down not to mention the danger of meeting an enemy of legendary strength and guile. Razmic had neither of these gifts. He was a small man and not particularly brave. but he was steadfast in doing what was right and tenacious in doing what he must. Beside him lay his cloak, shield and knife. They were his only protection for the coming adventure needing only the shoes to be completed. As he used the small thin shavings of iron to hold the sole to the rest he heard the rumble of thunder.

Razmic nervously entered the last of the iron and held the shoes aloft. He honored the Gods with his work and prayed for their success and protection. His answer arrived in a bolt of lightning that struck both man and shoes. The shoes glowed from the strike. The fur burnt away leaving the chard leather clean and smooth, it also strengthened them and turned them a deep lustrous black. He gazed around himself, surprised that he was unharmed save that the lightning had burnt away the hair from his wrist to his elbow in the shape of a bolt of lightning. He slipped on the shoes and his body glowed with power. His muscles grew and rippled as he was infused with strength and endurance. He flung the cloak over his shoulders and picked up shield and knife. His shoulders squared as he set out from his humble shack determined to meet his destiny or perish in the attempt. He confidently marched down the mountain.

3475 BCE

ARMENIA

In the orange haze of a setting sun the dust swirled frum a gust of arid wind blocking its meager light. The dimming glow signaled that the day was almost complete. Crawling, painfully on all fours, an old man hauled himself along a jutted mountain path. He cursed the pain but fought his way forward wheezing as he breathed in the dry air. His hands and knees and most of his body were covered in cuts and sores indicating he had been in many battles. 

He inched closer to his destination at the end of a long and winding track. An hour passed and Razmic was almost at his uninspiring destination, his simple wooden rounded hut, around fifteen feet wide. It was basic, the only access was the sole opening that led inside. Razmic could see the flicker of a flame as he crawled up the single step and threw his body inside. Home at last he lay motionless for about half an hour, exhausted and near death. Razmic removed his shoes, his only remaining precious cargo and placed them neatly on a stone ledge by the roaring fire. Razmic closed his eyes content that he had accomplished his mission and the mountain people were safe at last. With a final gasp he stopped breathing.

Finally at peace Razmic lay by the fire in his tatty and dirty robes. A shallow light radiated from the hole in the roof that let the smoke escape from the fire. It then consumed Razmic who slowly vanished. The fire abruptly extinguished as the hut faded out of existence, any indication that the hut once stood at that particular point were dissipated, there was nothing to ever prove that a hut once stood there..... 

Except for a pair of size 9 shoes sitting on a stone ledge...

2500 BCE

ARMENIA

Twenty five year old shepherd Alen was herding some sheep up a long and winding dirt track. It was midafternoon and the blazing, unforgiving sun felt like it was melting his head. Even through his makeshift hood, the intense heat was intolerable. Alen needed a rest, he was weary and dehydrated. On his belt, Alen removed a small pouch of water and for some mystical reason, he felt an urge to sit on a particular group of rocks by the track which had a little stone ledge amongst them. Alen thought it was little odd that this smooth stone ledge was here, in the middle of nowhere, but he decided he was just too thirsty to care. He slumped and greedily gulped several mouthfuls until he felt a little better (up in the mountains, you had to spare your fluids) and placed his water pouch on the stone ledge. What surprised him most was the pair of jet black shoes that suddenly appeared next to his pouch. 

Alen looked around, he was sure the ledge had been unoccupied when he first sat down, he scanned the area for anyone else. There was no one. Alen gingerly picked up and examined the shoes, they looked brand new. Instantly he felt a connection, a magnetic pull that was so strong, he became lightheaded. A few moments later, kicking off his old well worn sandals, Alen heeded to a powerful inspiration and slipped his feet into what felt like the world’s most comfortable shoes. Alen stood, with renewed enthusiasm, energy and a profound sense of justice. A flow of light filled his body as the sole of the shoes integrated into Alen’s soul.The shoes had a strong power for good and they infused his soul with their power. Leaving the sheep to fend for themselves he headed back to the village. There had been much injustice done and now it was time for those who caused so much pain to pay for their evil ways.

However....

3500 BCE

ARMENIA

To maintain balance, nature couldn’t help but counter the weight. It created an opposite power so awful that the wearer would be equally cruel. And this wearer had just crawled on all fours, not up a mountain track, but deep into an underground cave system. The man looked as if he had been in a ferocious fight. Caran, dressed in a dirty, ripped robe was exhausted and near death. In his time he had worked a great deal of destruction. He had an evil expression and grinned when he reached the flames in the middle of a small 15 foot cave. He lay by the side of it, removed his dark, reeking boots and placed them on a smooth piece of stone. The fire died and dissipated taking Caran with it. All that was left was a pair of size 9 boots, that absolutely stank.

2500 BCE

ARMENIA

Taniel was running fast. The huge man chasing him was brandishing a very sharp knife and had a look of how to use it. Taniel was running out of steam, he could feel his heart pounding in his chest, but how the huge man was maintaining the chase, was a complete mystery to Taniel. But he had to keep running, if he stopped the shop keeper will kill him. Taniel clutched onto the loaf of bread he had stolen and dug deep. The shop keeperwas, inexplicably gaining. Taniel had to think fast, he saw a crop of rocks to his left and diverted, a weird calling infected his mind. He reached the rocks and just as the huge shop keeper was about to plunge a knife through his back, Taniel fell into a hole and disappeared into a dark network of caves. 

The shop keeper grunted, hung around for a while until he felt satisfied that the thieving scoundrel had fallen to his death. Taniel screamed as he slid down a smooth rock face that gently curved and slowed his descent until finally, Taniel hit a hard surface and rolled into the middle of a cave. A steam of light from a hole in the rocks above allowed enough light to penetrate the rocks and they shone, directly into a pair of boots. Taniel, for reasons he just didn’t understand, put them on and felt a surge of darkness run through his body. He went in search of the shop keeper who had hunted him. He would pay for his insolence and pay dearly in fact, all the people of the village would pay. Not one would survive if he had his say.

So began the everlasting battle between good soles and bad soles. Soleman and Big Toe, battling it out over centuries, passing down the power of the soles to the next generation until finally, there is deciding factor......

Soleman, the chosen sole. Hero to the downtrodden, savior of those underfoot and friend to those whom others have stepped on.
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A NEW HERO IS BORN
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Perry stood in back of the shoe store minutely examining the pair of shoes a customer had tossed in the trash. His fellow salesmen were constantly ribbing him regarding his “shoe fetish”. He consistently reminded them it was no fetish but a desire to cultivate an analytical process for the selling of shoes. Tom walked in as Perry was completing his examination. He considered that all this talk of analysis and was to hide that somehow Perry got off on the smell or some other facet of the cast off shoes. 

Seeing the look of disdain from Tom, Perry held the shoe in question on his palm and delineated his findings pointing out the various points of interest with his small magnifier. “From the wear marks on the corner of the heal this gentleman walks duck footed with his feet splayed and turned up. He also walks predominately on the heels,” he pointed to the deep worn away portion, “which suggests the probability of bunions. He is overweight indicated by the depth of the area worn away versus the fact that this shoe was only put out for sale two years ago. He has calf pain as well as the pain from the bunions, a classical consequence of walking as he does. He showed the underside pointing out groove marks of a slight twist from the pain, “I would suggest oversizing his shoes slightly using the pads under the tongue and at the rear as well as two sets of innersoles to ensure proper fit and comfort without causing the bunions to inflame.”

Tom looked at the indicators. “Well I’ll tell ya, it was one of my customers and it so happens you’re right. He had a lot of pain from his toes and as a consequencehe did walk on his heels and all the rest. But you probably saw him come in and “deduced” all that just from the way he was walking.” Perry denied having seen the customer. “As you know, we are not allowed on the floor until called out by the mike man. This ensures that all salesmen are given a fair share of customers and no one purloins another person’s sales. I have been deep in analysis on a wide variety of discarded shoes in the interim and have not set foot outside the confines of this enclosure.” Tom handed back the shoe, “is it possible for you to speak normally?” Perry tossed the shoe into the bin and wiped his hands with a convenient shoe cloth.“I do speak normally for one of my intellectual attainments.” He bowed his head modestly. 

Tom headed back onto the floor with a pair of size ten brogues in brownonly to turn around immediately, “If you’re so brilliant why, pray tell, are you selling shoes.” Perry shrugged, “I have a gift of analysis and use it in whatever capacity isafforded me. I must admit I have yet to find thesuitable outlet for these gifts and am trying various employmentsas a means of researching my proper sphere.I am here now I will use it in the selling of shoes. I did the same when I sold men’s suitsand also in kitchenware. The benefits of analytical sales are obvious since as you may be aware, I rank highest in commissions as well as in repeat customers. Being in the upper echelon and so forth, I have acquired the animosity of my compatriots so I do not foresee that I will be here much longer as they have determined that I am detrimental to the furtherance of their own commissions.”

He sighed heavily. “It is the same tale in a different story.Fortunately I am of independent means and do not rely on the meager salary and commission they offer here. I do this to alleviate the ennui of existence.” He sighed again and sat down comfortably to wait for his next foray onto the sales floor. A voice from the speaker summoned him, “Customer for Perry, men’s shoes.” Checking himself in the mirror enroute, he strode majestically onto the sales floor. 

His customer was near the tennis shoes and was slovenly dressed and unkempt in appearance. Hardly the style of customer he was accustomed to but a sale is a sale. Who knew, this customer might be a diamond in the rough. Somehow though he very much doubted it. Perry cast a glance of irritation at the young man working the microphone who shrugged and went back to his paperback. Approaching the customer he put on his best service smile, “Good day sir, and how may I be of assistance?” The man pulled a pair of low priced sneakers off the shelf and held them out, “I’ll take a pair of these in size ten and a half.” Perry was about to begin a sales pitch for a better pair that was only slightly more expensive but would last longer. A glance at the man’s face told him that this was a rush order. 

Finding the shoes he brought them out to find the man impatiently waiting in his stocking feet. His toes showed through the holes in his socks. The shoes he had been wearingwere nowhere to be seen. Handing over the shoes he inquired where the old ones were. The man said nothing, just slipped the new pair on without tying the laces, paid with cash at the cashier and ran out into the thunderstorm. Irritated on being sent to a customer who would obviously present no commission Perry admonished the young man at the mike for sending him a worthless customer. 

The young man at the mike shrugged. “Look. You were next in line. I don’t get to pick and choose who goes to whom. If you don’t want the customer then let me know and you can forfeit them and the next person in line will take them.” The manager behind him indicated the young man was correct. 

Perry grumbled but accepted the remonstrance. He could have turned down the customer and the meager commission. As he thought about the last transaction something about the customer was bothering him. They had been in such a hurry that they had removed their shoes, placed the new ones on and just tucked in the laces untied. Also there was the matter of the vanishing pair they had come in with. With a fierce storm outside and few customers inside Perry was sure to be free for a while. Pulling out a notebook he wrote pertinent information regarding the customer he had just taken care of. 

“Appx 20 years old, Shirt ripped on upper right shoulder showing recent scratch on skin. Dirt on the lower left side of shirt with slight green stain indicative of grass stains. Hair greasy with slight tufting of white particles, probably dandelion tufts. Western style belt buckle.” 

He stood in place trying to figure out what the customer had done with his cast offs. Approaching the mike person he inquired if his customer had moved from the spot he had found him at. Negative. In Perry’s opinion then, there was only one place where the shoes could have been hidden. Retrieving the plastic gloves he used when dealing with customer feet who had questionable hygiene he slid the hidden latch and opened the cavernous area behind the floor mirrors. Sure enough there were the cast off shoes. There was also a horrendous odor. Pulling the shoes out and bagging them he tossed them out the rear door for collection later. 

Bob, the store manager stood looking outside and then into the empty place filled with expensive salesmen lounging around looking bored. “Anyone who wants to leave is free to go.” He could see them debating leaving or waiting for the storm to break. Even in the storm it was possible there might be a run on totes overshoes. For Perry, there was nothing to debate, he had a self-appointed appointment with the forces of the law. Perry flung his long coat over his shoulders and headed for the exit. As he passed the shelf with old stock that his manager allowed to be freely taken Perry was blinded by the flash of a lightning bolt that struck outside. When his vision cleared he saw a pair of black slip on shoes that he hadn’t noticed before. They appeared to be glowing, retaining a sheen from the light emanating outside. Without thinking he automatically picked them up and pocketed them inside his jacket. Skirting the building he snapped up his bag and splashed his way into his car. 

In thecar he tuned in to the police channel on his Citizens Band Radio. “Repeat, a robbery occurred at 1321 Margo Ln, Skokie Illinois at 1227 this afternoon. The suspect was male, approximately 20 to 25 years of age, short brown hair, wearing a white T-shirt and blue jeans, last seen heading east on Margo Lane. Officers are on the scene.” The location was less than a mile away. Perry decided it was worth a visit then he could take the probable culprits’shoes to the station or find an interested officer to present them to. Beside him the evidence sat quietly festering in a plastic bag, the odor from the shoes slowly seeping through the plastic. He made a long arm and put them in the back under a blanket. 

Heading up Margo Lane he saw flashing lights and several police wandering around. He parked across the street and watched them in action. They appeared to be going over the grounds in a haphazard fashion as though their heart, not to mention their head was not in the work. In the glow from a street light he saw the sheen of rainwater gleaming off of their coats and hats and perhaps it was the rain that was deterring them from enthusiastically following the criminals trail.

Deciding that his evidence might assist them in comparing shoe indentations he grabbed the bag and tried to catch the attention of one of the officers. Waiving his hand he shouted out to an officer standing near the fence. “Excuse me, I think I have some evidence you should see.” The officer turned slowly. The face was not friendly; he looked as if he had just been going off duty when this call came in. He snatched the bag Perry held out to him and opened it. The bag fell as the reek of mold and festering foot sores assailed the officer’s nose. “Where the hell did you find these?” 

Perry pulled out his notebook importantly and began his tale. “I work at Chernin’sshoe store in the MG Mall. At 1530 A male customer of approximately 20 years of age came in to purchase some new shoes. Those you have were his previous pair which he had secreted in a compartment in the rear of our floor mirrors. He had a slight tear in the upper right hand rear shoulder and a fresh scrape on his skin. He had brown hair and grass stains on the knees and border of his shirt. When he departed the store he left in an easterly direction.” He flipped closed his notebook and waited for the approbation he felt was his due. The officer turned his back on him and went about his business.Perry was understandably perturbed. No thanks, no gratitude and no recognition for the assistance he had nobly given the bastions of the law.

Trudging through wet grass and stomping through ankle deep puddles his sodden shoes began to irritate his feet. Sliding them off he placed them in the rear of his car and pulled out the shoes he had taken from the shelf. From the glove compartment he pulled a fresh pair of socks. The compartment held not only socks but handkerchiefs and three pairs of clean underwear. Perry believed in always being prepared for an emergency. 

Drying off his soaked feet with a convenient rag he donned the socks and shoes. He was thankful to find they fitted him comfortably. As the shoes slipped on a tingle of energy and enlightenment flowed through him. In the flash of lighting they glowed once more. Suddenly he was sure of himself and at last understood his purpose. It was as if he was seeing outside himself and looking back. 

“Fine,” he thought angerly,“if they won’t acknowledge my assistance then Iwill capture the perpetrator alone.” On the drive home he contemplated how to do this and not get himself in trouble. Memory took him back to watching his favorite heroes on television. The Lone Ranger, Batman, The Phantom. They all wore masks and had an alter ego. 

Indeep reflection he decided to create a whole new persona for himself. Remembering The Shadow stories he had read in his youth,he would create for himself an alter ego that would strike terror in evil doers. But, it must be unique. Having a turn for deduction and recently proving itsaccuracy through the confirmation by Tom he felt his talents must be used in more than the expedient of selling shoes. For his persona as a hidden avenger in a never ending war on crime he decided on the name Soleman, The Heeled Avenger! At least it would be a temporary working title until he could think of something better.

Stepping into his elegant abode he strode purposefully to his bedroom to begin his transformation. Looking around the room he picked carefully from his splendid clothes for the right look. Secreted in his closet was a pair of black pants of sleek design with the faintest hint of blue stripes. A black shirt with long sleeves over which he placed a richdark brown leather vest. Intrigued with the theme he wove a brown knit style tie from laces. A two tone handkerchiefthat took in the color scheme added the finishing touches to his ensemble. Finally, his long trench coat would blow menacingly in the breeze yet keep him warm and dry. He found a fedora with a wide brim coupled with brown tight fitting driving gloves. He gave the shoes a spit shine polish and added silver tipsat the front and heels. He looked into the mirror and liked the menacing façade he projected. Folding the brim down it effectively shaded the upper portion of his face adding to his mysterious appearance. 

Sure he would strike terror into the hearts of evil doers;he now needed armaments. While the idea of shooting or even seriously harming someone was abhorrent to him he realized that the criminal element had no such compunction. He would still need offensive as well as defensive accessories. He’d need objects that also fit his new persona and he knew just where to find them. As a top salesman and one who was always on time and reliable, his manager had given him the keys to the store and in fact, he was the defacto manager at times. He opened the rear door and made his way to the manager’s office turning off the alarm as he passed it.

From the sales tools locker he filled his pockets with all he would require.A couple of shoehorns fit snugly into his back pockets. He fashioned a whip of extremely long bootlaces affixing them through a shoe repair handle. A leather strap to hold it and the whip was tucked onto his belt. For throwing he placed several hard rubber heels into his pockets. Lastly extra thick laces to truss the villain up in. 

Leaving money to cover the cost of the items he had removed he felt ready. From his locker he took his scarf to place across the lower half of his face. Sweeping swiftly back outside and walking with long strides his trench coat billowed behind. He glanced into a window as he passed it and liked the view his reflection presented. He looked as menacing as he felt.

He reentered the back of the store to gain access to information.  His brilliant mind had already deduced that the perpetrator of the robbery was a former employee of this very establishment. The fact that they knew about the latch that opened the chasm behind the floor mirror indicated as much. The locking mechanism was such that the average customer would not have been able to open it easily or even be aware of its existence. Going through his manager’s index cards he checked off the previous employees. His manager kept their information in case he wanted to rehire them. Upon reading the reasons for their termination he found the one he wanted. Jack Morgan, truly a lost soul if there ever was one. He had been terminated for selling shoes and pocketing the proceeds instead of sending them to the register. He couldn’t fathom why the manager had kept their information. This was hardly a person you would want to have set foot in the store again. 

A soft chuckle issued from Perry’s throat as he replaced everything as it had been and turning on the alarm as he swiftly made his departure. Into the night he raced to his 74 Black Buick LeSabrenewly rechristened The Midnight Stiletto.

Approaching Morgan’s residence he turned off the engine and coasted to the curb. He arrived in time to see the young man heading cautiously out on another theft. It was time for action, time to, he paused trying to figure out an appropriate adage. Time to  stomp out crime. When the thought occurred to him he decided it was a good catch phrase and determined to think up a whole slew of them to use.  Following Jack from across the street he kept outside of the streetlights and in the shrouding darkness. As he silently progressed he was thankful for the quiet soles of his new shoes. Had he chosen his other pair, the cleats in the heels would have given the game away. 

Jack seemed to know exactly where he was going. The fact that his destination was of ill intent was shown implicitly as he walked with a crouching stealth that kept him hidden from the possible prying eyes of those whose homes he passed. He could not evade the penetrating eyes of Soleman. As he glided onward, a thought occurred, “I must look over my collection of music for an appropriate theme.” He considered a few melodies as he followed with quiet speed. The Peter Gunn theme was an obvious choice but he considered Harlem Nocturnemore appropriate for its saxophone noir feel. 

Jack slowed and crouched still further. Soleman was sure that here was where Jack intended to procure ill-gotten gains once more. Jack leapt over the fence and headed towards the basement windows. Working with a thin jimmy he soon had the latch pushed away and forced the window open. Placing a thin metal rod to hold the window extended he slithered throughlanding softly inside. Soleman was unsure if he should follow and prevent the theft or wait for the fait accompli. He considered that waiting was the better option. It was better to capture him with the purloined goods. 

The occupants were to all appearances not home or were soundly sleeping the untroubledrepose of the just and honorable. He saw the flicker of light as the flashes from Jacks flashlight sought items to steal. Soleman maneuvered himself to a position for immediate surprise and capture. A black pillowcase filled with ill gotten spoils was thrust out and rolled away from the window. 
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