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Eight-year-old Millie was a voracious reader. Her absolute favourite thing in the world, was books. She loved them more than her dolls, or her trucks, or her marbles. She loved books more than board games, or video games, or her pink bicycle with the white handlebar streamers. Millie went to the library a few times a week, always getting a stack of books to take home with her each time she left. 

Books never rushed her, and they always waited patiently until she was ready. Millie had troubles reading sometimes, because the letters would move around on the page. There was a fancy term for it – dyslexia. Sometimes, the letters would dance around, or go backwards when they weren’t supposed to. And so, sometimes Millie needed to take longer to read than her classmates.  

Millie liked that she could take her books, and read them anywhere – at school, in the backyard, or in the car on the way to choir practise. Millie never left the house without a book. She could read them as fast as she wanted, or as slow. And Millie could read them in bed, under the covers with a flashlight. It was a private adventure, just for her. She could read the words on the page, and see the story inside her head. 

Millie had a small, but cozy bedroom. She had a soft lamp on her desk, and Millie had two tall bookcases filled to the brim with books. Some of them were brand new, others were older. Millie would often get new books as birthday gifts, or for Christmas. But she loved to go to thrift stores, and yard sales with her parents, buying all kinds of older books. They would often be dog-eared, or had torn covers. But she didn’t mind. It wasn’t the cover that mattered; it was the story. That was the most important part of the book. And older books often smelled really good. 

Her favorite books were ‘Alice in Wonderland’, and ‘Alice Through the Looking-Glass’. Millie had a book that had both stories in it, and there were pretty illustrations as well. She liked how strange the world was, because it was filled with eccentric creatures, queens, talking animals, and all sorts of other intriguing things. The characters often didn’t make sense, and they spoke in riddles, or broke out into song. They were funny, and interesting. Millie loved immersing herself in Wonderland, preferring it over her own boring, mundane world. 

Millie thought that Alice was very brave and heroic, especially when she’d meet all kinds of strange people, and unusual creatures. Alice was a young girl who had been thrust into the strange Wonderland, and she was trying to make sense of everything. Millie looked up to Alice. Every time Millie read her favourite books, it felt like she was walking beside Alice, and seeing everything with her. It was like Alice was one of her closest friends. Millie didn’t have a lot of friends in real life. She’d try to play with some of the kids at school, but they thought she was strange. And so, Millie would often end up reading alone. Every time she got lonely, Millie would go to her favourite books, and start at the very beginning of the adventure. This was where she felt happiest. 

One rainy afternoon, Millie was sitting quietly in the living room, reading her favourite book. The house was quiet, save for the rain tapping softly on the window beside her. She hummed quietly to herself, as she turned the page. 

Millie stared down at her book in shock. The words had begun to glow! She had never seen anything like it before. The letters shimmered and moved, as if they were alive. Millie tentatively reached out, and touched the page. The golden, glowing words were warm to the touch. She smiled, staring at the illustration of Alice, and the looking-glass. The picture of the mirror on the page rippled like water in a bowl.

Millie leaned closer, her heart beating faster. She studied the picture with a closer eye, watching how it moved. Before Millie could pull back, she felt herself tipping forward. The couch disappeared, and the room vanished. Everything was gone. Millie was falling, but it did not feel scary. It felt slow and light, like she was floating. 
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