
The paintingin the garage
It was a dull gray Saturday and Lucyfound

herself cleaning the garage.chilly air drafts

whippedherface. Water drippedfrom the garage

tap . Struggling Lucy managed to move afew

dusty boxes to a cornerof the garage. To Lucy's

amusementthere wasa ratted old painting of an

old schoollibrary standing wherethe boxes had

been. cautiously Lucy reached out to touch the

painting but her handjust went through the

painting. Lucy's eyes widenedlike owls. Swiftly

she pulled her hand back, pinched herself and

stared. Amomentlater Lucy picked up the

courageto go into the painting. Calmly Lucy crept

towardthe painting until she was completely

inside. When Lucy openedhereyes she wasin

whatlooked like a dark , narrowstreetsitting on

a dampbench that was silhouetted by light. Icy

spray andhail dripped downherface. the Street

lights flickered. In the distance Lucy spied a warm

yellow light comingfrom an abandonedlibrary



that lookedfamiliar. By the time Lucy gotto the

library water had soakedinto her clothes and

she wasdrenched. Thelibrary door was huge

and its hinges were rusty and wetand that's

whenit hit her. This library was the same library

in the painting. You couldtell that the library was

old. Most of the bricks were loose and a couple

were completely gone. The wind howled. Lucy

started to get a prickle offear.With all her might

she heaved the door open.

Theinside lookedasif no one had cleanedit in

years. Dust wasspreadall over the shelveslike

a curtain of ivy. The carpetfelt scaly and was

dotted with stains. Candles werespread all over

the walls allowing youto seeall the spines of

the books. There wasa large oaktable. The

table was covered with unread books and

There were candlesall over thefront desk.

Someold dusty books wereonthefloor. In one

of the corners Lucy spotted something moving

in the candle light. Slowly she crept backwards



towardsthe door. All of a sudden a shaggygray

mouse appearedat Lucy's feet. sighing with

relief Lucy stroked the mouse gently. The poor

thing was soaked. Peacefully Lucy lifted the

mouse into a small hole in the wall that Lucy

guessed wasits home. All of a sudden a strong

wind whippedherface. Lucy scanned the room

like an eagle looking for preyfor a good bookbut

instead shefound a small door with tree

markings onit. The door wasold and someofthe

wood waschippedoff. Lucy crouched down and

carefully twisted the knob. Lucy's eyeslit up like

the street lamps she saw earlier. The door didn’t

have another room init had Lucy's garage. The

floorboards creaked as she squeezed through the

door. Lucyfoundherself in her garage. The very

messy garage. From upstairs Lucy could hear her

Mumyelling at her. “Lucy, that garage better be

tidy when I come downorelse!”


