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The shop from nowhere arrived with the dawn on a
crisp November morning.

Word mavelled quickly around cthe village, and by
midday the place was abuzz with rumour and hearsay.

“There were four shops in the row yesterday. Today
there are fivel”

“Dnd you bear? Tt sits between the butchers and the
HORMOngeErs...

“The brickwork is black as midnight, and it sparkles
strangely in the light!”

By evening time, a curious crowd had begun o
gather around the mysterious building. They josded
for position and readed seeange and wonderful theories
abour where the shop had come from and whar it




mighr sell, all the while hoping ro carch a glimpse of
movement through the darkened windows.

The shop was indeed buile from bricks rhe colour
of midnighr, bricks thar shimmered and sparkled
under the glow of the gas streetlamps. Blocking the
doorway was a golden gare so hne and incricare thar
some wondrous spider mighr have spun ir. Over the

windows, r.ut'ling lerrers .‘i.[lfl.l.l':l:l. OUT 4 ame!

There was a glimmer of movement in rhe
enrranceway, and a ripple of exciremenr passed
through the crowd. And then silence fell — a silence
so deep and heavy thar it seemed ro hang in the
:.1|:|114;:-51_3|:1¢r5: like misr.

The shop's door swung open. The hine golden gare
ruened ro dust, scarrering in the wind.

The air was suddenly alive with a hundred scents:
the perfume of roasted coconur and baking bread; of
salry sea air and freshly fallen rain; of bonhres and
melring ice.



A dove tmtrgn:n:l from the darkness of the shop
and soared thrnugh the air, wings fa 5]1:i115 whire in
the blackness. The enchanred crowd warched as it
climbed unril it was lost to the ul'ghr. And then, as
one, they gasped. The black sky exploded with light
and colour, and a message in dazzling hrework sparks

and shimmers spelled our:

THE NOWHERE EMPORIUM
IS OPEN FOR. BUSINESS.

BRING YOUR IMAGINATHON..

The wriring hunE in the air jusr lﬂng cunugh for
everyone o read ir, and then the words bn:g:m fa |.l:iug

to rthe gmuud.. a rain of gul-:lr:n lighr. The crowd
laughr:d in dtlighr, t'c:lrhing out ro carch che sparks

as they fell.

Everybody whod gathered ourside the Emporium
was entranced. No one had ever seen a specracle such
as this. One by one they walked forward, rouched the
5par|{]i|1g black brickwork, examined the tips of rheir
hngers. And then they stepped through the door o
hind our whar was wairing,
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Twe days larer, wher e shop had vanished, a
srranger arrived in the village. He was polire, and
he paid for his room wich sriff new banknores. Bur
something abour him - his startling height perhaps,
or the hungry look in his cold blue eyes — troubled
the villagers.

He asked questions abour a shop builr from
midnighr bricks.

Bur rhe rall man couldn’r hnd a single person in the
village who could recall the Emporinm,

Wirthin a day he roo was gone, and all rrace of these
strange events fded from the hisrory of the place.

Those whod walked through the Emporiums
doors had no memaory of anything they mighr have
seen inside. More imporrantly, none of them recalled
the price of admission — the lirtle piece of themselves
theyd given for a glimpse ar the Emporiums hidden
secrets and wonders.

Bring your imagination, the sign in rhe sky had

requested.
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Glasgow, present day

“"Look our! Coming through!”

“Oil”

“Warch where you're Enin: wee man!”

"Sorry!”

Daniel Holmes darred through the Sarurday
shopping crowds in Glasgow, pushing and rwisting
and weaving, His lungs burned and his legs ached,
bur he did not srop. He couldn’t srop: Spud Harper
and his gang were chasing him. And everyone in the
children’s home knew thar if Spud Harper was atrer
you, you didn't slow down.

Draniel wheeled lefv ar a burcher shop, almost




slipping on a blood-red puddle. He turned inro
a narrow srreer lined wirth old buildings housing
fashion bouriques, resraurants and coffee shops.
Carved srone angels and gargoyles seemed ro warch
the street from high above.

Daniels head swung righr ro lefr. Where nexr?
He wondered how far he was from rthe bus sraron.
He imagined jumping on a bus headed ro the coasr,
where he could stow away on a boar and escape from
Glasgow and Sr Carherines. Somewhere with no
Spud Harper would be nice.

“Nor crying for your dad?” Spud yelled ar him from
somewhere back among the crowds.” You were wailing
like a baby in your sleep again last nighe. The whole
home heard you! 'Daddy! Daddy! Don'r die, Daddy!
Ha, ha! Don't worry, wee man, when were through
with you, you'll have something else ro cry abour!”

Spud and his gang were bigger than Daniel, and
fasrer and srronger. Sooner or larer theyd carch him.
He sprinted across the streer, jinked into the nearest
shop and slammed the heavy door shur. He clurched
ar his chest and warched through the darkened glass of
the door, crouching our of sight. He could hear Spud's
gang shouring as they thundered past.

“Whered he go? Where is the wee weasel "

“Must be up here!”

Daniels shoulders sagged. He dosed his eyes
and breached deeply. The air was infused with the
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jumbled perfume of furnirure polish and dusr, and
something like melring chocolare. Then he opened
his eyes, and for the hese rime became fully aware of
his EUL'rnunding.i.

The shop was a cave of wonders. Everywhere he
looked, Daniel saw something he wanred ro pick
up, o hold, ro have as his own. Silver and gold and
crystal gleamed and sparkled in the lighr of a spirring
hire. Intricare wooden clocks and mirrors of varying
size and splendour covered the walls. Tiny hAsh
Hlashed like bars of copper in a glass rank. There were
porcelain dolls and wooden soldiers; rusred swords;
stuffed animals; columns of books as high as the
ceiling; jewels thar seemed ro glow with a silvery light.
A sruffed polar bear sar in one corner, eyeing the shop
like 2 warchman. Even parricles of dust, caughr in a
bar of f.unlighr. seemed o E;lnw like srars.

“How did you ger in here? We're closed!”

The voice srarrled Daniel. In the far corner of the
room stood a grand desk with feer carved like an
eagle’s ralons. Behind the desk sar a small man in a
dusry suir. His wavy brown hair was wild and tangled,
falling over his handsome face. On the desk in fronr of
the man lay a barrered book. His hand hovered over
an open page, clurching a founrain pen. He stared ar
Daniel with eyes the colour of thunderclouds.

“Sorey, said Daniel. “Didn’t mean to bother you.
Someones chasing me” As he spoke, his eyes were
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drawn ro the book on the desk, which had begun ro
tremble against the dark grain of the wood, as if there
was something in the pages rrying ro ger our.

The man in the suit frowned. He glanced from
Dianiel ro the book and back. Then he snapped the
book shur, locked it away in his desk, and gor up and
marched pasr Daniel ro the door.

“Seef” he said, pointing ro a sign hanging on rthe
door thar read CLOSED. "Closed.” He tried the
door handle, opened the door."T could have sworn 1
locked ir." He spun back ro face Daniel, staring ar him
through narrowed eyes."Whos afrer yous”

“Big boys. From my children’s home.”

The man raised an eycbrow.

“You are an orphans”

Daniel nodded.

The hre snapped and cracked.

“Whar happened ro your parenes?” said che man,

Daniel thoughe this was an odd quesrion for a
stranger to ask, bur he didn’t want o be thrown back
our into the streer, so he answered.

“Dad was a hsherman. Died ar sea. Mum only
lasted a couple of years afrer thar.”

This seemed ro saristy the shopkeeper.

“And why are these big boys afrer you?" he said.
“There must be a reason.”

Daniel folded his arms."Yeah, there isa reason. They're
goons. Spud and his pals think they run the home. They
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rake things from the other kids — imporcant things, like
reminders of their parenrs and smuff. And nobody ever
stands up ro them. Bur 1 couldnt take i any more. 1
tollowed them. I found our where they kepr their srash. 1
gor everyones stuff back and 1 explained thar if the other
kids srick cogether, Spud and his gang can't ger ro them.
Spud didnt like char.”

The lictle man in rhe dusty suic jurred our his
borrom lip and nodded, disguising a smile, “Ah.
Bullies. I see.” He wandered around from behind his
desk." Whar is your name?"

“Daniel. Daniel Holmes.”

“Well, Daniel Holmes, I know how ir feels ra live
life in the shadow of a bully. We have that in commeon.”

“Reeallys”

“Mmm hmm. I'll rell you whar. You can wair in here
uneil you are sure Spud and his gang are gone.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you.”

“It’s no trouble,” said the man in the suir.“MNow, if
you'll excuse me, T have business ro arrend ro.”

He rurned and wandered rowards a velver curtain
of rich, deep crimson ar the back of the shop. As he
reached tor the curtain, he paused.

“Daniel, do you have a Favourire animal?”

“Animal?” Daniel [hnughr for a moment. “Tr's a bir
weird,” he said,"bur T like magpies. People say they're
the cleverest of the birds. Theres a rhyme abour
them..”
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“Ah,” said the man in the suir, “one for sorrow, rwo
for joy?”

“Aye, that’s the one”

"Very good,’ said the shopkeeper. He smiled to
himself, then said, “Well, I musr be off”

“See you,” said Daniel. "Hey, maybe I'll come back
and buy somerhing from you one day.’

A Hr:cring smile ¢rossed the mans face. "Oh, 1
wouldn't be roo sure. Rerurn cusromers are very rare
in this place.’

And wich thar he was rl':muﬂ't the curtain and
away.

Daniel peered our of the window, which was rinred
sepia so rhar the ourside world looked like an old
photograph. Grey Glasgow rain had begun ro fall
in far drops. Puddles were already gathering on the
road.

Spud Harper and his gang were long gone, bur
Daniel was keen ro have one last look around before
he lefr. He wandered rowards a table scarrered with
metal toy soldiers. He picked rwo of the soldiers up,
imagining thar one was himself and the other Spud
Harper, and staged a hght berween the rwo.

Daniel’s soldier was abour ro throw Spud off the
table when something srarded him, a soft, Aurrering
sound. He dropped the toys and stared ar the red
curtain to the back of the shop. Another Hurrer, The
currain waved genrly.



e Edgcd forward, his heart r:lr.ing. When he was
close Ennugh, he reached our a m:ml:lling hand and
slowly ... Ecnrl}r oo tounched che marerial.

A bursr of red velver, the sound of Happing wings,

and rwo silver birds exploded from behind the currain.
Daniel ducked and spun, and the birds Hew across the
store and landed on a column of stacked books.

They were magpies. Bur they were like no magpies
Daniel had ever seen.

They were made of brillianr, gleaming silver.

Every feather, delicare as a shaving of ice, reflecred
the Hames of the coal hre. The silver magpies hxed

him with shining ruby eyes, twirched their heads ro
one ﬁ-idE.

“"How?" whispered Daniel, rreading softly rowards
them, though they did nor shy away as he advanced.
WJ'IETL hf Wils Eln.*i.r: Enﬂugh. h.lE L'Eﬁ'L'J'IEd. Qur a h-'l.l.'ld..
“Are you real?”

His fingers rouched upon the cool silver of one of the
magpies wings. The bird ler our an indignant call and
Happed away, leading irs rwin back rowards the curtain.
Bur when they reached the rich red velver, the birds did
not fly through. Tnstead, they exploded with a flash, and
a shower of rubies rained down on the shq:pp Hoor,

Daniel’s mourh hu ng open.

“Whar's going on our there?" came the shop
owners voice from behind the currain. "Whar was
thar sound? Mothing had berrer be damaged!”
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Suddenly unsure of exactly whar he'ld seen, or whar
kind of a place hed srumbled upon, Daniel made for
the door. A lirtle bell sang as he dashed our into the
rain and down the srreer.

A momenr larer, the shorr man in the dusey old
suit stepped from behind the currain, He sraved
around rthe shop. Then he leaned over and plucked
two of the magpie rubies from rhe Hoor, mlling them
berween his thumbs and fingers. His hands closed
around the srones, and when they opened once more,
the magpies were sitting in his palms, brillianr silver,
almost glowing in the gloom.

The man in rthe suir released the birds and warched
as they circled the shop before sertling once again
on a column of books, Then he smiled a wide, clever
smile, and disappeared back through rhe currain,
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