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Into the Book 

  

Liz’s parents said good-bye, leaving only lipstick kisses and the smell of aftershave 

behind. Aunt Gertrude hummed, wildly off-key, as she heaped three bowls full of vanilla ice 

cream. Charlie grinned broadly and reached for the chocolate syrup.  

Charlie saw Liz watching him with a disapproving look as he heaped on the toppings. 

“What? I’m hungry,” he shrugged.  

 “You’re always hungry!” Liz laughed.  She was happy he was occupied.  She had been 

working hard to keep him out of the guest room since their last adventure. 

Liz and Charlie sat with Aunt Gertrude, watching TV and eating their ice cream. Soon, 

Liz saw her aunt’s eyelids grow heavy, and then close altogether. She looked at Charlie.  A slow 

smile spread across his face, and he glanced toward the hallway that led to the guest room.  

“No,” Liz whispered, shaking her head firmly at her little brother. 

After a little while, a soft snoring sound rose up from the far end of the couch. Charlie 

licked his spoon and put down his empty bowl. He got up quietly out of his seat and started down 

the hall.  

“Wait!” whispered Liz, following behind. “What if this is dangerous, Charlie? I’m 

supposed to be in charge, you know.” 

 But Charlie already had his hand on the doorknob. He pushed open the door, and Liz 

followed. The room was dark. Once there, Liz’s heart beat a little faster. Was there really any 

harm in another adventure? The last one had turned out just fine. 

 Charlie marched straight over to the bookcase and peered at the books. 

It was the same stack of books that Liz had seen before. They were all different colors 

and all with silvery writing on the spine. The lettering made no sense to her. It was filled with 

swirls and curls. As she watched, the writing seemed to move before her very eyes, making her 

just the slightest bit dizzy. 

 Liz noticed the first book did not look like the others. It was a soft brown color, and the 

title The Odyssey was printed in block letters on the spine. It hadn’t looked like that before—Liz 

was sure it had been purple and the silver writing had moved and swirled just like the others. 



Charlie studied the books, pushing his glasses back on his nose.  Before Liz could protest, 

he pulled a book from the bookshelf and opened the cover. Liz’s head spun and she felt as if she 

might fall over. All of a sudden, just as before, Charlie was gone, and Liz watched the book fall 

slowly to the floor. She reached out quickly to pick it up. Liz felt the room swirl around her, felt 

her stomach dip and swoosh. The room melted away, and Liz found herself in darkness. 

  

 

 


