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He stepped out from the entrance of the Vue Cinemas. One day she would be his. But not today. 

Now was not the right time. He was not ready. No instructions came from within his brain. The 

voices hadn’t spoken to him yet. Only when they did, would the time be right. 

In the month since his arrival, he spent hours at the Central Library searching through the 

city directories to confirm ownership of As the Pages Turn. The business had not changed hands. 

In addition to those, he perused back issues of The Press and Journal on microfilm for more 

information about the shop and its owners. 

The streets were busy tonight. A group of giggling young women, their skirts too short, and 

their heels too high, wearing far too much makeup, walked past his hiding place forcing him to 

retreat further into the shadows. Any one of these girls could be his, but his heart was set on the 

one with the fiery red tresses. The owner of the bookstore. 

Captivated by her beauty, he emerged from the darkness and started across the street, careful 

not to be seen by the CCTV camera. He crept to the corner of the casino building giving the 

video surveillance a wide berth. 

Back garden fireworks popped and banged. The occasional starbursts of red, green, blue and 

white rose above the buildings. One, louder than the others made him jump – so nearby it could 

have been set off beside him. Aberdeen’s official display wouldn’t start until midnight. The 

clock, barely visible over the rooftops read fifteen minutes to six. 

His threadbare overcoat was useless in this cold, damp night air. He rubbed his hands up and 

down his upper arms in an attempt to warm himself but the action only provided temporary 

relief. 

He pressed himself against the back wall under the shelter of the roof. He could see her 

clearer. No one could notice his interest in her. 

Oblivious to his presence, she carried on as usual. Just the way he wanted. She couldn’t be 

aware of him. Not now. Not yet. He was the invisible man, skulking in the gloom a short 

distance from her store. Just beyond her vision. He didn’t exist to her, as it had to be for now. 

But the day would come and she would be the first to know when he was ready to reveal himself. 
 


