Exercise one: Multi-Sensory Description                                                                                     The library was shrouded with mystery, secrets intertwined in a tapestry of uncertainty. Streaks of amber light poured in through the gossamer curtains and onto marigold tiles, illuminating the marble columns that soared upward like ancient trees suppporting arched ceilings. Silver cobwebs draped like ghostly lace between towering mahagony shelves. The floorboards groaned beneath my feet, the aroma of aged leather bindings wafting throughout the library. The whisper of turning pages echoded like secrets being exchanged, my fingertips brushing against the vanilla tinged parchment.
Exercise two: Setting as Character                                                                                                                       The moment I entered the dust-laden library, I felt its mystical essence. As I strolled through the cavernous lobby, every book opened their pages, showcasing the wonders their stories beheld. Their gilded titles gleamed like treasure, holding names not uttered in decades. Admiring their elegant covers and pristine spines, I could feel their happiness radiating from within them. A happiness not felt until centuries before. 
Exercise three: Atmospheric Tension                                                                                                                           The soft rustle of pages broke the forbidding scilence of the library, echoing across the cavernous chamber. A flash of vivid blue darted behind the faded edges of a novel, hiding, hoping that its presence had faded. A slender figure moved from the shadows, a resemblance of a worm. It crawled onto the bookshelf, silently, steadily. Shifting through he expanse of books, toppling the books like dominos in an everlasting chain. One book in particular stood out. It fell open on a page about obscure animals. It read: classification- bookworm.
Exercise four: Symbolic Elements                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    The cuckoo clock, with its glistening roman numerals shining on its face stays still and silent, ignorant to any disturbance.  A small door at the top of the clock swings open, a small wooden figurine bursts from its hand carved wooden case, and takes its place on a platform. A rapid and harsh chortle escapes from its mouth, right on the hour. This repeats for quit some time before the first mishap happens. A second late. Then two seconds. Then three. I soon discover that the weights were uneven, so the clock wouldn’t  function properly. It was like the management of a library. Unpredictable yet expected.
                                                                                                                     
 
