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It took a long time for the dream to begin. At first, she walked through the rooms of the castle and found nothing but chaos, as if some great disaster had come. Furniture was tumbled and broken. Food had been left congealing on the plates. Dust lay thick enough to write in.

As the dream continued, she began to hear sounds. Not of human activity, but a low vibration, almost a growl. When she turned to look, she caught the edge of a fleeing shadow. Was this the thing that had caused such devastation?

Through the long nights of the dream, it never approached her. After a while, she ceased to be frightened of it. Instead, she found it oddly comforting that she wasn’t alone. This wasn’t quite a nightmare.

There were many rooms to explore. Some were locked, so she learned to pick locks. Many of the rooms contained nothing special. They were only locked because the previous inhabitants had done so out of habit before fleeing.

Some rooms held treasures of gold and jewels, silks and spices. The fabric was fine and lovely, and she spent hours of her reverie luxuriating in the soft slide of it against her skin. The spices left an exotic musk in the air, and the pearls and diamonds with which she played warmed against her skin. 

The last room she unlocked held the truest treasure. Books and documents of all kinds beckoned, offering knowledge and beauty, information and imagination. Through
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