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IMAGINE THERE’S A BOOK that can transport readers to the most amazing place in the entire world. The first sentence of the story weaves itself into dreams, and the book is the doorway. If you can imagine such a thing, then you may just find yourself there just like Angelica Jones.

When the following events took place, Angelica was thirteen years old. Ever since she was a small child, she was fascinated with magical creatures. Brave knights rescuing princesses from terrifying dragons fueled her daydreams. Her favorite creature was the unicorn, and she knew all about them because she read nearly every book she could find on the topic. 

When she was in the seventh grade, Angelica filled a large notebook with her theories about unicorns. She kept the book upstairs tucked away on a shelf where no one would notice. She didn’t want anyone to read her notions about unicorns. At least not until her theories could be proven. 

Yet there are certain books that are rarer than unicorns.

It’s true that Angelica was an intelligent young girl. Because she had such unique interests, she worried about fitting in. Her peers didn’t seem interested in the same things she was, nor did they want to talk about the same things. That fall, her mother agreed to let her take some of her classes at home. Angelica was allowed to choose the study topics, and literature was one of her favorites. She tried to choose the most imaginative of books to read from her mother’s home library. Her favorite ones were about fantastical places. Sometimes, the books served as her teachers. As she read them over and over, she began to realize that she was running out of options.

Maybe this is why the book appeared one day.

Angelica was thrilled when her mother built a library upstairs. There were three rows of shelves filled with books. On the opposite side, there was a couch with a small coffee table in front. The Jones Family liked everything vintage. Every time Angelica’s mother saw something old and pretty at a garage sale, she was compelled to buy it. At some point, her parents felt that they needed to take a breather from their busy life for something simpler. With the comforts of the simple life in mind, they moved out of their apartment in the city and began a new life in the country.

They purchased the house from an eccentric older gentleman with a lot of stuff. It took a year for her parents to remodel it. It took the previous owner nearly that entire time to move his possessions completely out. 

Clearly, he forgot something important. Maybe the book was his once upon a time and he decided to leave it as a housewarming gift. I find it more likely that having a mind of its own; the book decided that it would slip out of a moving box to meet the new homeowners. 

Then again, one never knows.

Angelica was happy in her new home. Angelica’s bedroom was upstairs, and it was the perfect place for her room because if she couldn’t sleep or grew bored, she could always find a book to read from the shelf down the hall. When she didn’t want to read, she spent time organizing books. She enjoyed finding new ways to categorize them, arranging them so they could be found easier.

She loved her room. It could have been her mother’s bedroom because of the size, but she spoke for it first. Her bedroom was lovely, but it didn’t begin that way. There were two windows and both overlooked the front yard. At first, the walls, ceiling, and floor didn’t have anything but the struts. There was a lot of work to do to get the room in shape. When the walls and floors were installed, they were painted in shades of purple and pink. 

When Angelica moved her belongings into the room, she chose the polka dotted lamps and white dressers. Her mother gave her a wrought iron bed that she painted white. She bought her a unicorn bed set to go with it. She didn’t add a television because she didn’t like the whole idea of sitting there doing nothing in her bedroom. She had a desk to work on her illustrations and a laptop to type her stories on.

Just as everything seems perfect in a story, something happens to stir the plot.

One Sunday, Angelica awoke to a beautiful spring morning. The previous week had been rainy, so it was a pleasant surprise to awaken to sunshine. Angelica slowly got out of bed. Her medium length, curly brown hair was tousled and tangled. She looked around with alert brown eyes that missed nothing. 

She went to her closet and searched for an outfit to wear for the day. She picked out a pink plaid T-shirt and a pair of black jeans with a small tear in the knee. She brushed her curly hair and pushed it back with a blue glitter headband. She applied some lip balm to soothe her dry lips. 

She made her bed and went downstairs to see if her mother was awake. She reached the kitchen and found her mother cooking bacon, scrambled eggs, hash browns, and toast.

“Morning Mom.” Angelica said with a yawn.  

“Hello Angel.” Her mother said. Angelica laughed.

“Mmm... breakfast smells really good!” Angelica told her.

“Thank you! It’ll be done soon. I woke up early, so I decided to cook something for breakfast.” Her mother said. She spread butter on a piece of toast that popped out of the toaster.

“What time is it now?” Angelica asked.

“Somewhere around 9:30 a.m. I’m guessing.”

Her Mother handed her a plate with some food before making herself a plate. She grabbed the strawberry jam and her plate and went to the dining table. Her mother went back to the kitchen and grabbed two glasses and a pitcher of orange juice. Then she walked back to the dining table once again. 

“Thanks for making breakfast, Mom.” Angelica said.

“You’re welcome, honey.” Her mother replied and spread some strawberry jam on her toast. Angelica finished breakfast and went to the bathroom to brush her teeth. When she was done brushing her teeth she went upstairs. 

She decided to choose a book to read from her mother’s bookshelf of fantasy and adventure genres. She looked at the titles on the book spines. Some of the books were hardcover and others were large and floppy. Nothing stood out as something she wanted to read for the day, but a long red satin ribbon drifting from the bottom shelf caught her eye. She got down on her knees, leaned over and peered at the books.
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