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ANAYA’S SHADOW 

The rain had not yet arrived, though the dark clouds had been lingering for quite some time

—but they weren’t the only things casting a shade over Anaya. She wasn’t going to take 

any chances as she hurried her way through the arts district, consistently looking over her 

shoulder and upward, anticipating the moment the downpour would finally begin its conquest. 

This sort of  behavior was not unusual for this woman, as she had somewhat developed a habit of  

expecting aggression over the years. 

	 She passed through the unfamiliar territory, bizarre as it was fascinating. Trinkets and 

flyers hung from the storefronts and light posts, and the wafting smells were distinct from each 

open door, either completely foreign to her, or scents she had not come across since her days at 

the university. One coffee shop, however, did bring her some comfort as she could smell the 

freshly smashed beans while passing by. Though this block was likely bustling with a huge variety 

of  interesting characters over nights and special events, it was eerily desolate during the day in 

the middle of  a work week—a ghost town.  

	 Anaya would have missed her destination had it not been for her GPS buzzing in her 

hand at each corner and milestone. The plain, blue door stood only a few feet away from the 

neighboring businesses, and there was no signage to assure her that this was indeed what she had 

been searching for, nor any indication that this property welcomed strangers. 

	 She checked the large display window, just to be sure, but it belonged to the art supply 

shop next door. Slowly, Anaya reached for the brass knob on the blue door. Resting her hand for 

a moment, she minded her surroundings one last time, then finally gave the knob a slow, gentle 

turn. Sure enough, the door was unlocked, and with a good tug, the entryway introduced itself. 

Opening the door just enough to get around it, Anaya slipped inside. 

	 A soft bell jingled from the door as she politely closed it behind her. When she spun 

around, she found she was greeted by a smorgasbord of  handmade crafts, boxes, and candles. 

Spices and wax surprised her nostrils as the dim light bulbs teased her to enter further for a better 

look at things. Woven totems leaned against skulls of  small animals, to which Anaya was not 

certain about their authenticity. Here and there were books and pamphlets, which none could be 

easily identified of  their publication or origin. In the center of  the room was a glass case holding 

more scattered items, though these seemed more precious as the contents were held within metal 
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and glass containers. Sitting atop the counter was an old, brass cash register—seemingly brought 

in from the same place as everything else—and was accompanied by a portable tablet and credit 

card reader. It was after a minute or two that Anaya realized this store had just about everything 

but a human running it. 

	 The owner must have decided the suspense hand gone long enough, for she soon came 

slithering through the cramped back aisles with her arms tucked in forward, to avoid knocking 

things from the shelves. She was a stout, middle-aged woman with eyes that seemed too heavy to 

keep fully open on a regular basis. Her hair frizzed in whichever direction it liked from beneath a 

bandana, which the woman seemed to prefer. 

	 “Pardon me,” the woman squeaked timidly, “I didn’t hear you come in. Are you…”  

	 “Anaya,” the guest answered after hearing the woman’s voice trail off  as she tried to recall 

their appointment. The owner humbly nodded with a smile as she shook Anaya’s hand. “And you 

must be Mambo Brazin.” 

	 “Yes, yes, come in!” the owner answered as she waddled to the front door and locked it. 

She then headed back through the aisles, this time carelessly waving her hand for Anaya to 

follow. Anaya was, at first, worried as she followed, but she soon found strange comfort in 

knowing she was in a small, quiet place, hidden away from the world. 

	 Brazin cleared several items from the office doorway to give her client room to share the 

space with her. She then inched around to the other side of  an oversized, wooden table at the 

center of  the room and slid a half-eaten sandwich into a plastic container before lowering it out 

of  sight. Pulling back at her tall, velvet chair, she gave a formal grin and motioned toward the 

leather office chair at the opposite end of  the table. 

	 Anaya silently obliged as she sat in the chair, immediately stamping her foot down to 

prevent it from sliding backward into a stack of  oddities against the wall.  

	 Exhausted from her journey to the front of  the store and back, Brazin sighed as she sat 

down.  

	 “Now,” she said, “tell me what this old shaman can do for you.” 

	 “Well…” Anaya whimpered as she squinted, scratching the back of  her head, “I don’t 

really know how to explain it, other than…” 

	 “When did you notice it starting to happen?” Brazin interrupted, cutting to the chase. 
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	 “All my life, really. Or at least, it’s been so long that I can’t remember. I’ve always just had 

this, sort of… feeling.” 

	 Brazin nodded as she leaned back and rifled through an old bookshelf  to her side.  

	 “And what gives you that sort of  impression?” she asked. 

	 “I… I’m not really sure, honestly. I guess it was after so many years of  things not… going 

right? I don’t know, maybe it’s…” 

	 “It’s all right, honey,” Brazin cooed as she took a small, pine box from the shelf  and 

placed it on the table. “Just do your best; there’s no judgment here.” 

	 “I don’t know. For a long time, I thought maybe I just had bad luck. But then, my pastor 

said there is no such thing as—” 

	 “Pastor?” Brazin interjected with a smirk and an eyebrow raised. 

	 Anaya peered about the room nervously.  

	 “Yes,” she answered in almost a whisper, “I’m a Christian… Is that all right?” 

	 “As I said before, no judgment. But will your pastor be ok knowing you were here?” 

	 “I’d actually prefer he didn’t find out… if  you don’t mind.” 

	 Brazin opened the lid to the pine box as she peeked inside.  

	 “You thought it was bad luck…” she recited. 

	 “Yes. But, like I said, my pastor doesn’t agree luck has anything to do with it—and I 

believe him. I thought, maybe all of  this is in my head, then. Maybe I’m blowing things out of  

proportion and need a new perspective, to learn how to deal with the trauma or something. So, I 

started seeing a therapist. And they were very helpful! I was able to confront my anger and shame 

around the abuse, and…”  

	 Anaya’s voice suddenly faded out. Her head facing down, she looked up to the woman 

from the tops of  her eyes.  

	 “I’m sorry… It’s still a little odd to…” 

	 Brazin closed the box and gave Anaya her undivided attention, patiently smiling as she 

allowed Anaya to muster more strength, silently assuring her the necessity to explain further. 

	 Anaya sighed through her nose, then resumed: “The neglect was hard on me… At least, 

that’s what I’ve been told. Times were tough, and my parents fought. There was lots of  drinking 

and yelling. It was only toward each other at first, but then the violence turned toward me. Most 

kids blame themselves for their parents’ dysfunction—mine made sure I knew it was all my fault.”  
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	 Anaya wiped a few rogue tears.  

	 “Then, I was sent to foster care, and I bounced around between several families. The 

other kids picked on me, some even beat me. I felt like not only did nobody want me, they all 

hated me. Even though I was finally adopted, the trauma seemed to follow me everywhere 

through adolescence and early adulthood. No friends, no boys, bad grades no matter how hard I 

tried… My new family was loving and wonderful, but they could never understand where I was 

coming from. Then, there was the accident…” 

	 A silence fell over the room as both women could feel its weight, but Anaya was 

determined to fight through the sorrow: “I survived, but my dad and brother…”  

	 Brazin’s hand gently rested over Anaya’s fist.  

	 “So, you went to a therapist,” she reiterated gently. “And you thought things were getting 

better.” 

	 “But then…” Anaya sniffled, “I can’t hold onto a single job. Then, there was the 

miscarriages, and my husband not being able to stand it anymore. And yet another accident. And 

my mom passing away from cancer, which was slow and torturous.” She put her fists against her 

forehead. “If  it’s not luck, and all this is in my head, then I must be going crazy… But, that can’t 

be it, right? I show no other symptoms, no signs of  mental instability. Not even my therapist 

noticed it. That’s when I thought, maybe it’s something else. But, if  my pastor doesn’t 

understand, and a therapist can’t help… I didn’t know who else to turn to…” 

	 Brazin calmly sat back in her chair and re-opened the box. She turned it around and slid 

it across the table. Anaya betrayed her own anguish for curiosity.  

	 “I believe your pastor, too: it’s not luck,” Brazin answered sternly. “I believe it’s something 

far more sinister.” 

	 Anaya’s focus darted from the box to the woman.  

	 “Then, you do think…” 

	 “I do.” 

	 Brazin reached over the lid of  the box and pulled out its contents: a stick of  incense and a 

handful of  grey dust. She handed the stick to Anaya. 

	 “That feeling of  something always following you, waiting to trip you up at every turn,” 

she continued, “that’s paranoia. But coming back to the same conclusion after trying everything 

you could to get better? That’s recognition.”  
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	 Brazin dropped the dust back into the box as she took the incense from her client.  

	 “There is something following you, and it is certainly influencing your life. It’s likely not 

anything of  your doing, but a generational occurrence. A legacy, if  you will. And, this spirit is 

passed on from one child to the next.” 

	 Anaya exhaled for several seconds in relief  that someone at last understood the mysteries 

that had made her life a living nightmare.  

	 Brazin leaned back again as she twiddled the incense between her finger and thumb.  

	 “I can help you, but I need you to understand that this is something you’re going to need to 

do. I can’t do it for you. But, I do believe you can do this, Anais—” 

	 “Anaya,” her client corrected. 

	 “Sorry.” Brazin slouched forward, placing her elbow on the table, displaying the incense. 

“What I need to know is… are you willing to go through with this, and to finish it no matter what 

the cost? Because if  you quit halfway through, or even at the very end, you will not only undo the 

process, but something catastrophic could occur.” She held out the stick in front of  Anaya. “So, 

are you really, truly willing?” 

	 Anaya stared down the object for a good, long while, her chest visibly taking breaths. She 

bit her lip, and snatched the stick. 

	 A grin of  approval widening on her face, Brazin reached into a drawer and pulled out a 

lighter, then reached for the incense and singed the edge under its flame. A stream of  violet 

smoke slowly appeared as it calmly danced its way to the ceiling.  

	 “Close your eyes and take a deep breath. A really big breath,” Brazin instructed. 

	 Anaya reluctantly closed her eyes, then nodded. She started inhaling. 

	 “Slower,” Brazin replied, “Breathe in through your nose… And hold it. Now, release 

through the mouth… Yes, that’s it. Keep doing it just like that.” 

	 Brazin rotated the box back toward herself  as she dipped her hand inside. 

	 “Now, honey,” she said, “Look at me.” 

	 It took great effort for Anaya to open her heavy eyelids, but as soon as she did, they were 

met by a cloud of  dust blown from Brazin’s open palm. Anaya flinched, her chair rolling back as 

she coughed and gagged. Items behind her did indeed topple over, though Anaya never noticed. 

	 “What did you do to me?” she exclaimed as she rubbed at her eyes.  
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	 When she was finally able to open them again, she realized the blurry haze was not a 

direct result of  the dust, as it continued to strengthen the more she blinked and the longer she 

watched. It was now as if  the room was reverberating, even echoing within itself. Sounds became 

muffled as items in the room couldn’t decide on what colors they were. Shaking violently in front 

of  her was the old witch, sitting in a still position. 

	 Things from Brazin’s perspective had remained unchanged, however, as she asked her 

fidgeting client, “Can you hear me, honey?” 

	 “Y-yes…” Anaya answered, looking around as if  she wasn’t able to pinpoint the exact 

source of  the voice. 

	 “Good. Now, I need to you focus on all the feelings you had when you explained 

everything to me a moment ago. All the feelings that monster forced you to experience your 

whole life. Can you do that?” 

	 Anaya nodded nervously. 

	 “Think real hard on that, honey, and don’t let it go. Try to figure out where that feeling is 

coming from… Is it here in this room?” 

	 “It… it is! I can feel it!” 

	 “Wonderful! You are doing a wonderful job. What I need you to do is focus and locate it 

within the room. These emotions are your connection.” 

	 The walls and floor wriggled as Anaya peered about the office. The muffled sounds were 

now like heavy heartbeats—the room had a pulse. Voices seemingly surfaced at times, but they 

were not the source she was looking for and faded as she ignored them. Finally, a deep murmur 

buzzed and grew louder as she turned her head in one direction, yet faded slightly when she 

faced the other way. Nevertheless, it remained as she listened, using its volume and strength as a 

locator.  

	 A white glow began to shine in the corner of  her vision. Anaya squinted as she moved her 

head to and fro ever so slightly. The light grew brighter as it swayed left and right, but remained 

in her line of  sight. The light gradually grew in size, then deflated to shape a vague form in front 

of  her… the form of  a tall figure. 

	 Anaya gasped as she drew back. “I see it!” 

	 Brazin clapped her hands in excitement, then replied, “Fantastic! What is its name? You’ll 

hear it… What is its name, honey?” 
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	 Anaya sat staring for a good period of  time, silently moving her lips as if  she were reciting 

her favorite movie. 

	 “Chasah…” she vocalized at last. “It’s Chasah!” 

	 “You did it, honey!” Brazin shouted, sharing in the excitement. “Now, all you have to do 

is hold out the incense and tell Chasah it’s time to leave. Tell it, ‘You are not welcome here, 

Chasah!’” 

	 “You are not welcome here, Chasah!” Anaya happily repeated as she pointed the stick 

straight at her phantom. 

	 “Tell it, ‘Your time is finished, and now you must go, Chasah!’” 

	 “Your time is finished, and now you must go, Chasah!” 

	 “That’s it, honey! Keep saying those words. Use its name!” 

	 “You are not welcome here, Chasah!” 

	 Anaya continued using the mantras over and over, each time with more enthusiasm. Her 

excitement swelled as commands became yells, and soon the emotion blended with rage. She 

brought out all of  the emotions she had felt—as someone nobody wanted, a mother who couldn’t 

be, a daughter of  no one. She put everything she had into her voice, her tone switching from 

authoritative to one with murderous intent. She had become the hunter, and she had no 

intentions of  allowing her prey to escape. 

	 “Keep at it, love!” Brazin shouted, barely able to chime in over the ruckus. “It’s resisting, 

doing all it can to not let go. You just gotta keep fighting back, keep going!” 

	 With one last shout, Anaya collapsed into her chair mid-sentence. Brazin leapt from her 

seat and rushed to her side. As she lifted her client’s head, Anaya slowly came to. Her speech was 

slurred beyond comprehension as her eyes gradually uncrossed. Finally, with the witch’s 

guidance, she had returned to an upright position. 

	 “Wh… what happened?” she muttered softly. 

	 “You did it, child! The spirit has left! Feel for it! Go on!” 

	 Anaya looked around the room, her face displaying a confusion as if  she had misplaced 

something. Then, she stared into Brazin’s eyes as her own widened. A smile quivered over her 

face as she began to hop in her seat.	  

	 “It’s gone…” she squealed. “The feelings are gone! They’re all gone!” 
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	 Brazin opened her arms, and Anaya leaned into her embrace as both women celebrated 

her newly-found freedom.  

	 They conversed for a good while and finally made their way to the main lobby of  the 

store, where Anaya gratefully paid what was owed. She swiped her card a few times, and after a 

few error notifications, the tablet accepted the transaction. Anaya waved the shop owner farewell 

as Brazin unlocked the door and held it open. Stepping out onto the sidewalk, it felt as though 

she had entered an entirely different world. The abandoned city block was now an untapped 

vessel, full of  hidden gems and opportunity! 

	 The following weeks of  overcast skies had no effect on Anaya. In fact, all she could pay 

attention to was the sudden calm in even the smallest parts of  her everyday routine. The peaceful 

silence was louder than anything that had happened prior in her lifetime. And, she had already 

begun adapting to it much faster than she could have imagined. She couldn’t believe the things 

she noticed—the finest, smallest details of  the world—that had been there the whole time. She 

stopped looking behind her, and started focusing on what was ahead. She had a second job 

interview in line. She even found no reason to hurry home after Sunday service. 

	 “Something is different about you, Anaya,” her pastor commented as they stacked chairs 

into neat rows against the wall. 

	 For the first time since her encounter, Anaya’s lip twitched with uncertainty. She was 

brimming with excitement to tell her pastor of  all that had transpired, but she just couldn’t bring 

herself  to confess resorting to such an unorthodox solution. Though the other volunteers were 

well out of  range, and she had full confidence in her pastor's discretion, perhaps it would be 

better to discuss things privately, at a later time. It seemed fair to allow him a chance to react 

genuinely.  

	 “I guess I’ve just finally learned to deal with things,” she answered simply, “in my own 

way.” 

	 “Well, praise the Lord!” her pastor answered, which forced Anaya to turn away and slip 

in a quick eye roll. “I know you have suffered so much, so I in no way want to discredit what 

you’ve gone through… but you don’t know how happy I am to hear you’ve found solitude, and 

the strength to keep fighting the good fight.” 

	 “Yeah, well,” Anaya snickered, “I’m pretty happy with how things turned out, too.” 
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	 “You have no idea how powerful this will be for your testimony, Anaya. A life like yours 

can really help folks who are enduring hardships, even if  only at a degree of  what you have 

persevered. After everything, it truly is a miracle that you’ve even survived. But, look at you—

thriving! Someone’s definitely been watching out for you all this time…” 

	 Anaya froze with a chair in her hand, patiently hovering over its allotted stack. That 

dynamic was a new concept to her.  

	 “What do you mean?” she asked, finally allowing the chair to join its kin. 

	 “I just mean with all you’ve been through, you must’ve had one heck of  a guardian angel 

to come out on top!” 

	 Anaya stared at the chairs below, but they were nowhere near being on her mind… 

	 “‘Be-ray-ay-tow,’ erm… How does it go?” he clumsily cited, “‘Yid-day-heh, ray-say… wah…’ 

Is it, ‘chasah?’” Anaya felt as though she had just been jumped by a defibrillator. “Let’s see, uh… 

‘Beh-moh-w’toh… sahd-deak.’” 

	 Anaya’s breathing began to accelerate as she remained motionless, but the pastor 

misinterpreted her reaction entirely. 

	 “I’m so sorry,” he chucked, patting her on the shoulder, “I thought that would have been 

neat, but I completely botched the Hebrew. I promise I know the passage by heart, though: 

‘When calamity comes, the wicked are brought down, but even in death the righteous seek refuge 

in God.’ Anyway, I look forward to hearing more about your story!”  

	 Anaya helplessly watched her pastor break away and join his congregants in merriment as 

they continued cleaning up, almost fading away beneath the sound of  heavy rain pelting against 

the ceramic rooftops. 


