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The book shop, once vibrant with customers, was empty of life aside from its owner
Terry sat hunched in the semi-darkness amongst the many characters and their worlds
which had brought such colour to his own. Trenches etched on his forehead told the
story of his life. His body bent and sore, hair receding and thin, Terry was a relic, like
his shop, no longer relevant to the modern world. He pulled his filthy fleece closer round
his shoulders, the collar of his checked shirt stuck out, a flash of colour out of place in
such a dreary setting. His beard, patched and wiry jutted out from his chin. Yet, despite
the gloominess surrounding him, Terry was enveloped in another world. In his aged
hands he held a friend and, in his mind, he was not in a closed, failed bookstore and he
himself was not a frail, feeble man: he was off on an adventure, in another world and
was transformed himself.
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