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The Bookshop





Rex stretched his paws into the first drips of early morning sun that pooled on the wooden floor in the ‘new arrivals’ aisle. The dark stripes that crisscrossed along his spine rippled as the stretch worked its way all the way to the tip of his ringed tail. Rex knew he needed to do his rounds in preparation for the bookseller arriving, with a burst of chilly air from the door and too small coffee in hand. A screeching caw caught his attention and drew him to the front window to find the local murder scavenging the remains of someone’s cinema popcorn. He sat in the window for a long moment before the matron finally noticed him and hopped over the sidewalk to chat. 

She bowed her feathered head slightly in greeting as the rest of her murder continued along in their hunt for breakfast, “Morning to you, old timer.”

“You wouldn’t call me old if this glass wasn’t between us,” Rex grumbled.

Her cackle was almost human, “Ah yes, you’d no doubt try to catch me. But I think you’ve grown far more comfortable with ruling from within the warmth of your little bookshop.”

Rex sat up a little taller, graying chest fur puffed out, his tail whipping back and forth behind him. “Someone has to ensure the books are taken care of properly. Humans are hardly capable in most cases.”

Stretching out her wings, the crow shook her beak in amusement, “Maybe, but you do seem to be very happy in your current arrangement.”

“It’s acceptable for the moment,” Rex said. The books were safe from mold and damp and other critters that might try to nibble holes in the pages.

“Your human seems to be getting on in years. How long have you had him?”

It had been decades since the current bookseller inherited the shop from his grandfather. “He still has plenty of years in him.”

The crow’s black eyes shined. “Humans are fragile and fickle things. Don’t get too attached.”

“My attachment is to the shop.”

“And the books?”

“Yes, of course to the books,” he hissed. The crow was needlessly taunting that morning.

“Well, if you ever wish to take to the skies again, you know where we roost,” the crow said as she took flight to join the rest of her murder.

“Damn feathered busybody,” he muttered after her. The crow couldn’t know more about the inner workings of his shop, or the shopkeeper, than he did. 

A few regular passersby hurried by the window, paying little mind to Rex as they trekked their usual paths. The street was pleasantly quiet without Grandmother Crow squawking at him, draped in a blanket of grey mist. With the early morning quickly slipping away, the shop wasn’t going to ready itself. That was magic even beyond him. After relinquishing his window spot, he lapped at his water dish and spent a few minutes cleaning his paws and the dust from his ears. Then it was time to inspect the stacks.

His feather duster tail brushed along the spines of the books on the lowest shelf. He always checked them for errant titles that had been shoved back into the wrong location. Today, there was only one book out of place which he delicately pawed at until it fell off the shelf. 

The higher shelves were a little more difficult to rearrange - being in the form of a common house cat, long boned as he might be, did have its disadvantages. Though the only bookcase that regularly gave him trouble was one in the back corner most often perused by teenagers. Those books were more pictures and illustrations than words and the young humans would sprawl out in the aisles, bookbags used as cushions or backrests, as they eagerly read through the pages. He’d nearly given up on trying to ensure the bookseller kept that area organized and had made it his mission to keep the shelves tidy.
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