Chapter Two 

Barkley was lying on her bed, sleeping. She laughed as
 she watched his legs twitch as
 if chasing something. Se
 turned back to her game of solitaire and moved the eight of spades under the nine of diamonds and flipped the unexposed card. 

“Dangit,” she muttered, it was a queen.
 “I didn’t need one of those.” 

Barkley growled in his sleep
. 

Deciding the game was a goner, she put the cards back in a stack and patted Barkley’s head. He calmed and his legs stopped twitching. 

“You catch that cat, baby boy
,” she whispered in his ear and lay down next to him. Her head hit something hard and she turned to find The Storybook sitting near her pillow. 

“I didn’t put you there,” she 
muttered, sitting up. She took it and set it on her lap. “Do you want me to read you or something?” she asked it. 

Yes. 

She looked around, startled, but found she was completely alone. 

“Ok, wow. This is creepy,” she said and put the book back down by her pillow, but some weird force
 urged her to pick it up again, so she did. 

Looking around, making sure Jeff wasn’t there trying to freak her out or something
, she opened the cover and a breeze blew up in her face. Leaves sputtered out of the picture on the first page and drifted to her lap. One landed in her hair. She slammed the book shut, adrenaline pulsed through her veins and she could taste the bitter taste of bile sitting at the back of her throat. 

Barkley woke up, looked at her and whined. Leaves covered her whole bedspread. 

“Did you see that, baby boy
?” she asked Barkley, her voice on the verge of panic. He jumped off her bed and sat next to her door, wanting out. 

“You’re a baby,” she laughed, shakily, and opened her door to let him out. He trotted down the hall and around the corner. 

She sat back down on her bed and grabbed the book. Maybe it was just my imagination, she thought. The only problem was the leaves were still there, and her window was completely shut. 

Rain pounded against her window and thunder cracked outside. Hadn’t it just been quiet only moments before? Something weird was going on, and she wanted to find out what
. 

Taking a deep breath, she opened the book once more. 

Nothing. 

No leaves, no breeze, but the thunder and lightning remained and the rain still smacked against her window. 

She looked at the page and saw a tree. Blue, cloudless sky hung overhead, and green grass cushioned the ground around the tree. She could almost see the breeze flutter the leaves and make the grass sway in waves like a green ocean. 

Below the picture was printed a single word, Delaine. 

She raised her hand to touch the picture. Her fingers brushed it and then plunged into the picture. She gasped and pulled her hand out. She brought it up to her face and found there was not even a scratch. She went to try again and it rippled into rings where her fingers went in. She wiggled them and could see them on the other side. She felt the grass! It was very warm. 

She found herself wishing she could sit under the tree and feel the warm sun on her cold, pale cheeks. She closed her eyes and could almost feel it, she could almost smell the grass and tree. 

She opened her eyes too
 find she was really there. She tried to scream but couldn’t. Her throat seemed to close up and it seemed hard for her to breathe. She looked up and saw not sky, but ceiling, her ceiling! She could see through the picture and into her room. 

She tried to jump but couldn’t jump high enough. Only her hand could reach out. She looked around desperately for something to stand on so she could reach higher, but there wasn’t anything. 

Tears ran down her cheeks and she jumped over and over again. 

* * * 

She woke up, the pillow under her face wet with hot tears. 

It was just a dream. 

She looked to her bedside table to find the book just sitting there. It almost seemed to mock her and laugh at her. 

Dumb book, dumb old lady. 

She turned her pillow over to the dry side and closed here eyes, but she wasn’t tired. That dream had seemed too real for her liking. 

Outside she could hear the first raindrops splash down against her window. Plink, plink, plink. 

She raised her hand to wipe a tear at the corner of her eye. Her shaky hand brushed something next to her head on her pillow. 

She picked it up and studied it in the darkness of her room. 

It was a leaf.
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