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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that ran – actually ran – all over the place. It was so fast that no one could read it. It became clear that no human was ever going to keep pace with it, so they sent a cheetah running after it to at least read the cover.

This experiment was a smashing success, and now all that remains is to learn how to communicate with the cheetah so it can tell them what the book is called.

THERE WAS THIS ONE PAIR OF BOOKS that were twins. Identical twins – they looked alike, and their contents were identical.

If you ever want to tell them apart, the best way to do so is to launch them into the air like you’re throwing a paper airplane.

The book that spreads open its pages, flutters them like wings, and sails through the air is the firstborn.

The one that snaps, ‘How dare you, sir!’ is her younger sister.

THERE WAS THIS ONE SET OF BOOKS that was being sought by the police. When they went to the apartment where it was known to reside, the neighbor down the hall told them, ‘Lookin’ for the set of books, eh? It moved out a few days ago.’

The set was put on a most-wanted list. Tips poured in from all over the country, but it never led to the books’ arrest. So the police decided to do it by the book, if you will, and conduct an old-school manhunt, er, bookhunt. And at last, they nabbed it.

They found it in a neighborhood where all the eight-volume sets lived. The officer who noticed the shifty new resident only had seven volumes was given a citation for meritorious service.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that is a different sort of book. Imagine a land that stretches a long way from north to south. Many people live there, and it floats in a giant sea. Are you following me?

In the spring the cherry blossoms bloom. In the summer the people celebrate Tanabata, the star festival. The color of the leaves in the fall is really something to behold. In the winter, you can sit under a heated table and eat mikan oranges.

All of this can be yours, just as soon as you book a ticket to Japan.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that was, it is safe to say, the most romantic in the world. If you took it out and let it bathe in the moonlight in the night sky, put on some jazz, and gave it some wine, it would get even deeper than it had been.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that bounced back up like a basketball whenever you threw it to the ground. I had a friend who loved books and basketball, and he would dribble the book on his way to school in the morning.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK out there that is a little too thick to use as a pillow.

It really puts a kink in your neck, so you have to be careful.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that made the sound of turning the page – thwish – a little too early.

You haven’t even turned the page yet, and there it goes: thwish.

Drives a person crazy, I’ll tell you that.
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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that everyone in the whole country owned.
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Each person received a copy of it at birth, courtesy of the government.
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All kinds of things were written in it: about the ideals of the country, and the sacrifices that sometimes had to be made for them; the responsibilities of the citizens and the system of taxation; social welfare programs …

[image: ]

 … and how, if the country ever gave the order, everyone was to eat the purple page at the back of the book, and become one with the country.
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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK 
that my one-year-old tore to pieces.

Someone I looked up to had recommended it to me as ‘a masterpiece that explains the truth of this world.’ So I bought a copy, but I hadn’t gotten around to reading it yet.
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The most important section, where everything is finally explained, was completely shredded.
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But I haven’t thrown it away, because the book now seems to demonstrate better than ever how easily one can actually access the truths of this world.
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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK, from a faraway star system, that was feared above all else, because of the curse on it: ‘Anyone who dares open this book will surely die in less than three smidgestics!’

Somehow (long story) the book was sent to Planet Earth, and there was widespread panic when people heard about the terrible curse.
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But when scientists did a little research, they realized that ‘three smidgestics’ was a length of time equivalent to 800 Earth years. Nobody down here is afraid of the book anymore.
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It is currently on the shelves in a library in Chiba Prefecture in Japan, and anyone who wants to can check it out. Only for two weeks, but you can renew for another two if you need more time.
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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that was only sort of there.

The words were fuzzy – in fact, the whole book itself was fuzzy! – making it impossible to read.
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For a long time, it was treated as a modern mystery, but then one day researchers made an incredible discovery, completely by accident:

Little children seemed to be able to see it without any trouble. The smaller the child, the clearer the book appeared to them.
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They thought that the next step was to ask the children what was written in the book, but any child who became capable of reading words or able to describe it to others found the book going hazy before their very eyes.
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All anyone ever learned about it was that it was a book that only very young children would be able to read, understand, or remember.
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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that grew bigger by eating other books.

At first, people were incredibly afraid of what the book might do to them, but it only ever ate parts of books. They tried putting some cold cuts inside a dust jacket and setting it down next to the book, but it only ate the dust jacket and left the meat. Once they figured that out, the book suddenly became very valuable. Just by putting it on display and charging people to see it eat other books – ‘it’s eating the front cover! it’s chomping through the table of contents! there goes the index!’ – the owner could get back several times what he originally paid for the book.

The book passed through several hands, moving from country to country. It was gradually getting bigger and bigger, and I suppose any given owner could only take so much of this.

Along came a young woman who was very kind and loved books very much. She couldn’t stand to see a spectacle being made of the poor book. She decided that she had to acquire it. The young book lover didn’t want to profit from the book’s bizarre feeding habit; she wanted to read what was written inside it. She was the only one in the whole wide world who loved the book as the book that it was.

In order to buy it, she sold her own house. But no one around her understood why she would do something so drastic just to protect a book, and even her own family cut ties with her. The people in her town said this was surely some sort of publicity stunt. But the book lover paid no mind to all of the bad things everyone was saying about her, and found a cheap room for rent where she could live a quiet life with the book. With that, she finally had enough money to purchase it.

The kind book lover gently carried the book to her new place. ‘This is your home now,’ she told it.

That evening, she politely introduced herself to the book and explained that all she wanted to do was read it. But as it turned out, she never read a word.

Some days later, a friend of the kindhearted book lover grew concerned that she hadn’t heard from her, and decided to visit her new apartment. The friend knocked on the door, and when there was no reply, she used a spare key she had been given to let herself in. In the middle of the room, she found the book that ate parts of books. It was much, much larger than it had been in the photographs she had seen of it. On the floor, she found a scrap of clothing, drenched in blood. But the book had never eaten people before. It must have made some sort of terrible mistake.

The friend rushed to the giant book and began banging on it, calling out her friend’s name. ‘Paige, are you in there? PAIGE!’

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that chose its people.

When the nicest person in town tried to read it, it simply refused to open.

But when the nasty town gossip tried to read it, it opened right on up.

Unpredictable things, books.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that was the most boring book in the world.

The author had grown to hate books, and after a lot of experimenting on the best way to drive people away from reading them, he wrote this horribly boring book.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that had a loud, booming laugh, so what could they do but put it in the refrigerator at night to chill?

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that was like a cat – if you dropped it from a tall place, it always managed to flip itself around and land front cover up.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that, if you dropped it in a river, took the ding from ‘the gorilla began kicking the balls furiously, dinging out several windows in a row’ on page 16, and combined it with the hy from ‘the gorilla spun the roulette wheel with terrifying force, putting everyone who watched it into a hypnotic trance’ on page 86 to create a dinghy that could carry it safely to shore. As an alternative, it could take the back from ‘I thought I was walking hand in hand with my mother until I realized that only a silverback gorilla would have so much hair everywhere’ on page 23, and combine it with the stroke from ‘the gorilla sent me a text message with a lot of emoji hearts every night at the stroke of midnight’ on page 42 to create a backstroke, which it could use to swim to safety.

Mind you, it was a horrible, clumsy backstroke – truly terrible form – but it got the job done.

THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that was just so darn NICE. Whenever anything bad happened in the village, or whenever the villagers were going through a tough time, they all read the book together. Until the night they were suddenly attacked by a giant monster. (Apparently, it was one of those villages that had always had a bit of trouble with monsters.) In just one night, the monster demolished all of the buildings in town, and rampaged through their fields ruining everything. Worst of all, the monster ate the true treasure of the town, the very nice book. The villagers had never been so sad.

The following day, the monster showed up in the afternoon to apologize for attacking them. He rebuilt the buildings he had destroyed, and put the fields back to mostly working order. After that, the monster helped the villagers when they needed help, and really enjoyed playing with the children.

Apparently, even a monster turns nice if it eats a nice book.




[image: Chapter header, The Fourth Night]

[image: ]
[image: ]
THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK that will surely save me someday. It will give me a new set of values. It will give me the kick in the pants that I need.
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It will make me a billionaire. It will help me lose 50 pounds. It will give me toned abs.
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OK, I haven’t read it yet, but I bought it thinking that at some point I would.
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Even just owning the book might be enough to give me a new life.
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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK I drew when I was five years old. I cut some drawing paper to size, and had my mother staple it for me.

I drew a fish, and a dragon, and all of the other animals that I wanted to have as a pet back then, one creature per page.
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I simply loved making that book. And I was so happy when my mother praised these drawings I had made all by myself.
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Perhaps the reason that I still draw books today is that I want to have that feeling again, just one more time.
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THERE WAS THIS ONE BOOK with a hair in it. I bought it on a whim at a used bookstore the other day.
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Make that six … there were six hairs in the book, one on the last page of every chapter in the book.

Each of them was a different length and a different color from all the rest.

The book was about an actual unsolved mystery involving
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