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Chasing Shadows 
 
“Run.” 

Jewel looked around. The man that stood behind her didn’t show any particular urgency. 

He wasn’t even looking at her. She shrugged and went back to watching the street, waiting to 

cross.  

“Run.” 

Jewel glanced back again, uneasy. Again, the man that stood there was paying no 

attention to her. He glanced at her as she stared, but nothing showed on his disinterested face. 

She glanced around for someone else, but there was no one. Just her and the man behind her, 

both waiting to cross the busy street.  

She faced the road again, her heartbeat racing. The light changed and she hurried across. 

Once across, she continued straight ahead. She gave a quick glance back and saw the man had 

turned left after crossing. She drew a deep breath and slowed down a little, relieved. 	

“Run!”	

She whipped around, but there was nobody there. She froze, scanning the area. Empty 

doorways and speeding traffic was all she saw.	

“Who’s there?” 	

“Don’t waste time asking useless questions. Run!”	

The voice, wherever it was coming from, had was more than insistent. It was afraid. 	

Jewel ran. She wasn’t sure what she was running from. She didn’t even know who was 

talking to her. She just ran. 

“Turn right.” 



The light had just changed at that intersection, so she turned right and bolted across the 

road. 

The side street she found herself on had no traffic and almost no lights. She kept running 

until she was gasping for breath. The voice was silent, so she slowed down to a stop and doubled 

over, trying to catch her breath.  

As her heart slowed it’s racing she began to look around. She’d run further than she 

thought. She was so far down the road, that there was no traffic. The street was deserted, and 

evening was casting doorways in deep shadows. 	

She spun around, her pulse racing again. She didn’t recognize anything, but she couldn’t 

have run that far. She knew most of the town. To find herself in a strange area that soon should 

be impossible.	

“Go into the bookstore.”	

She turned around until she saw the bookstore on the corner. A plain wooden sign hung 

over the sidewalk. The faded lettering named it ‘The Book Worm’s Haven’. 

“You’re wasting time again. You aren’t out of danger yet.” 

This is crazy. I’m following the instructions of a disembodied voice. I’m going crazy! 

“Run!” 

She shouldn’t. She knew that. She tried to quench the fear with logic, but in the end it 

was a lost cause. She bolted across the street to the door of ‘The Book Worm’s Haven’. 

She pushed open the door and stood just outside for a moment. There was no jingle of a 

bell as she had expected and the interior was dark. With a deep breath, she stepped inside. As she 

released the door, it swung shut behind her without a sound. The room plunged into darkness. 	

She waited, listening for any sounds. Nothing. Not even the disembodied voice. 	



She took a deep breath again. “Hello?”	

Silence.  

Her eyes started adjust to the darkness and she saw rows upon rows of bookshelves. A 

counter to the right held an old fashioned cash register. She ran her fingertips along the edge of 

the wooden counter as she walked into the store. The wood was smooth. She breathed deep of 

the musty smell of books. Hints of leather and ink tantalized at the out edges of her senses, 

drawing her further into the room.	

Books	lined	the	shelves	without	an	empty	space.	She	ran	her	fingers	along	the	book	

spines.	Old	books,	mixed	in	with	newer	ones.	As	deserted	as	the	place	looked,	she	also	noticed	

that	there	was	no	dust.	The	place	was	clean.	

She	came	to	the	end	of	the	long	row	and	saw	a	table.	Stacks	of	books	lay	spread	across	

its	surface.	There	were	some	chairs	by	the	table	too,	and	she	realized	how	tired	her	legs	were	

from	the	run.	She	sank	into	one	of	the	chairs,	letting	out	a	sigh	of	relief.	

Before	she	could	begin	to	gather	her	thoughts,	a	light	appeared	from	one	of	the	rows	

further	down.	She	straightened	up,	fear	making	her	alert	once	more.	It	grew	closer.	She	

gathered	herself,	ready	to	run	again.	

Around the corner came an older gentleman pushing a book trolley. An electric lamp sat 

on top of the trolley, illuminating the man. He had a straight posture and wore a light grey shirt 

under a floral print vest and bow-tie. Pressed black trousers just touched the tops of his polished 

black shoes. 

“Ah, hello there,” the man said. He picked up a book from his trolley and slid it into the 

shelf. “I hope you weren’t waiting long.” 

She shook her head. “Uh, no. Not long at all. I didn’t know you were open, even.” 



“Oh, not to worry, dear.” He smiled at her and pushed the trolley over to the table. “We 

are always open for those who need us.” 

She blinked at him and watched as he loaded the trolley with books from the table. He 

handled each one with care. “I was told I was in danger and to come here,” she said. Saying it 

out loud made it sound even more crazy. 

“Yes of course.” The man smiled at her. “People are usually in trouble when they come 

here. But rest assured, you are safe within these walls.” He placed a few more books on the 

trolley before turning back to face her again. “Oh, but look at me. Forgetting my manners. I am 

Léxico Gusano. I am the curator of this shop. If there is anything you need, just ask me. I know 

every item in here.” 

She cleared her throat. “I’m Jewel. I wonder, can you tell me where this is? I seem to 

have become somewhat lost.”	

Mr. Gusano returned to the books. “Well, the lost come here too. Not to worry though, 

you are quite safe. As for where this is, well. That’s more complicated than you might think. You 

see, this place is wherever it needs to be.”	

She sat down again. “I’m not sure I understand.”	

“Perhaps I can help.”	

She shot to her feet, her heart racing. Mr. Gusano didn’t look up from placing the books 

on the trolley. 	

A glow appeared in the air several feet in front of her and the air rippled like water. As 

she stared in fascination, a younger gentleman stepped forward out of thin air. His clothes were 

those of a butler, along with a top hat and a cane topped with a rainbowed crystal ball. His hair 



was so black that it appeared to have green tints. As he stepped through the rippling air, the glow 

disappeared and the air became still again. 

“You,” Jewel gasped. “It was you who told me to run and come in here.” 

The man gave an elegant bow. “Indeed. My apologies on how I was forced to 

communicate with you. Those within your world call me Raum Zeit. I would have helped you in 

person, but I had to get you as far away as possible first.” 

“Away from what?” Jewel asked. “I don’t have any enemies. No one that would want to 

hurt me. So why say that I’m in danger?” 

“Again, I must apologize. You are correct. You have no human enemies. If you had 

human enemies, then it would be up to the human authorities to deal with them.” He pulled a 

small book out of his pocket and handed it to Mr. Gusano. “ Léxico, here is that book you 

requested. In perfect condition.”	

Mr. Gusano’s eyes lit up as he accepted the book. “Ah, thank you. This will be an 

excellent addition to the store.”	

“Excuse me, “ Jewel said. She crossed her arms. “Do you mind explaining yourself? 

What do you mean by human enemies? Are you saying I have non-human enemies?”	

“Exactly.” The man faced her. “You are the heir to an ancient throne. A throne that 

comes with ancient enemies. Enemies you are not yet ready to face.”	

“And you expect that an old bookstore in the middle of the city is a safe place from these 

nameless foes?” 

“This bookstore is safer than any other place,” Mr. Zeit answered. “We will use this as a 

base to get you ready. Our first step will be to outfit you to be ready to meet the family. We will 

have to prepare you to be able to protect yourself.” 



She eyed Raum. Mr. Gusano pulled out a lamp and placed it on the table before he 

walked away, pushing his trolley down the aisles. 

“Look, I have no idea what you’re talking about. You talk as though I have alien 

enemies, saying I’m the heir to ancient throne. Seriously. How can you expect me to believe 

you? I can’t believe I came here to begin with. The only danger I find myself in at the moment is 

being in this deserted store with a strange man.” 

Mr. Zeit smiled. “You do have good instincts. That will work in your favor. We will not 

keep you here, if you wish to leave. The door is back the way you came. You will find yourself 

back in familiar areas when you leave.” 

“Good.” She turned down the dim row, paused, and then turned back and picked up the 

lamp. As she walked towards the front of the shop, she heard him walking behind her. She set 

the lamp down on the front counter and opened the door. 

“Remember.” She looked over her shoulder to see Mr. Zeit standing just at the edge of 

the shelves. “If you find yourself in danger and need a haven, all you have to do is look for us. 

We will be here to help you. All you have to do is come inside.” 

She turned away and stepped out. She stopped in surprise as she realized she was on the 

same street corner where she had been at the start. The door clicked shut behind her and she spun 

around to find a dusty, boarded up shop.  


