Here’s what kids have to say to
Mary Pope Osborne, author of
the Magic Tree House series:
WOW! You have an imagination like no other.—Adam W.
I love your books. If you stop writing books, it will be like losing a best friend.—Ben M.
I think you are the real Morgan le Fay. There is always magic in your books.—Erica Y.
One day I was really bored and I didn’t want to read.… I looked in your book. I read a sentence, and it was interesting. So I read some more, until the book was done. It was so good I read more and more. Then I had read all of your books, and now I hope you write lots more.—Danai K.
I always read [your books] over and over … 1 time, 2 times, 3 times, 4 times.… —Yuan C.
You are my best author in the world. I love your books. I read all the time. I read everywhere. My mom is like freaking out.—Ellen C.
I hope you make these books for all yours and mine’s life.—Riki H.
Teachers and librarians love
Magic Tree House® books, too!
Thank you for opening faraway places and times to my class through your books. They have given me the chance to bring in additional books, materials, and videos to share with the class.—J. Cameron
It excites me to see how involved [my fourth-grade reading class] is in your books.… I would do anything to get my students more involved, and this has done it.—C. Rutz
I discovered your books last year.… WOW! Our students have gone crazy over them. I can’t order enough copies! … Thanks for contributing so much to children’s literature!—C. Kendziora
I first came across your Magic Tree House series when my son brought one home.… I have since introduced this great series to my class. They have absolutely fallen in love with these books! … My students are now asking me for more independent reading time to read them. Your stories have inspired even my most struggling readers.—M. Payne
I love how I can go beyond the [Magic Tree House] books and use them as springboards for other learning.—R. Gale
We have enjoyed your books all year long. We check your Web site to find new information. We pull our map down to find the areas where the adventures take place. My class always chimes in at key parts of the story. It feels good to hear my students ask for a book and cheer when a new book comes out.—J. Korinek
Our students have “Magic Tree House fever.” I can’t keep your books on the library shelf.—J. Rafferty
Your books truly invite children into the pleasure of reading. Thanks for such terrific work.—S. Smith
The children in the fourth grade even hide the [Magic Tree House] books in the library so that they will be able to find them when they are ready to check them out.—K. Mortensen
My Magic Tree House books are never on the bookshelf because they are always being read by my students. Thank you for creating such a wonderful series.—K. Mahoney
Dear Readers,
Imagine a time in Europe over a thousand years ago, when every single book had to be written by hand on animal skins, and writers had to make their ink and paints from plants and minerals. In spite of these hardships, Christian monks in Europe—especially in Ireland—made decorated, or “illuminated” manuscripts, which are some of the most beautiful books the world has ever seen.
Now imagine a warship that can travel far across rough seas, weather terrible storms, and land on rocky coasts. The Vikings of Scandinavia made such ships completely by hand. They were the most elegant sailing vessels of all time.
In the last few years, I’ve seen illuminated manuscripts at the British Museum in London, and Viking warships at the Viking Ship Museum in Oslo, Norway. Ever since, I have wanted to write about both of these wonders. Finally, this book has given me that opportunity.
I hope you find them as “wonder-full” as I do.
All my best,
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Special Preview of Magic Tree House #16: Hour of the Olympics
For Benjamin Dicker
One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree house appeared in the woods.
Eight-year-old Jack and his seven-year-old sister, Annie, climbed into the tree house. They found that it was filled with books.
Jack and Annie soon discovered that the tree house was magic. It could take them to the places in the books. All they had to do was to point to a picture and wish to go there.
Along the way, they discovered that the tree house belongs to Morgan le Fay. Morgan is a magical librarian from the time of King Arthur. She travels through time and space, gathering books.
In the Magic Tree House Books #8–12, Jack and Annie solved four ancient riddles and became Master Librarians. To help them in their future tasks, Morgan gave Jack and Annie secret library cards with the letters M L on them.
As Master Librarians, Jack and Annie must go on four missions to save stories from ancient libraries. They have already brought back a scroll from an ancient Roman town and a bamboo book from ancient China. Now, they are about to head out on their third mission …
Jack opened his eyes.
A thin gray light came through his window. His clock read 5 A.M. All was quiet.
Today we’re going to ancient Ireland, he thought, back more than a thousand years.
Morgan le Fay had told him that it was a very dangerous time, with Vikings raiding the coasts.
“You awake?” came a whisper.
Annie stood in his doorway. She was dressed and ready to go.
“Yeah, meet you outside,” said Jack as he climbed out of bed.
He pulled on his jeans, T-shirt, and sneakers. He put his secret library card into his backpack with his notebook and pencil. Then he hurried downstairs.
Annie was waiting for him in their yard.
The air was damp and misty.
“Ready?” she asked.
Jack took a deep breath.
“I guess,” he said. He was a little worried about the Vikings.
They walked silently over the dewy grass. Then they ran up their street and into the Frog Creek woods.
Mist clung to the trees as they walked through the dark woods.
“It’s hard to see,” said Jack.
“Where’s the tree house?” asked Annie.
“I have no idea,” said Jack.
Just then something fell in front of them.
“Watch out!” shouted Jack. He covered his head.
“The ladder!” cried Annie.
Jack opened his eyes.
The rope ladder from the magic tree house dangled in front of them.
Jack looked up. The tree house was hidden in the mist.
“Come on, let’s go,” said Annie.
She grabbed the ladder and started up. Jack followed.
They climbed through the wet air and into the tree house.
“Hello,” said Morgan. “I’m glad to see you.”
She was sitting in the corner. At her feet were the scroll they’d brought back from Roman times and the bamboo book from ancient China.
“I’m so glad to see you,” said Jack.
“Me too,” said Annie.
“It’s good that you both came early,” said Morgan.
She reached into the folds of her robe and pulled out a piece of paper.
“Here’s the ancient story you must find today,” she said.
Morgan handed the paper to Jack. On it were the words:
The mysterious writing reminded Jack of the writing from their trip to the Roman town of Pompeii.
“That looks like Latin,” he said.
“Very good,” said Morgan. “It is Latin.”
“But I thought they spoke Latin in ancient Rome,” said Annie. “Aren’t we going to Ireland?”
“You are,” said Morgan. “But during the Dark Ages in Europe, educated people wrote in Latin.”
“The Dark Ages?” said Jack.
“Yes,” said Morgan. “The time after the fall of the Roman Empire.”
“Why is it called dark?” said Jack.
“It was a difficult time,” said Morgan. “People had to work very hard just to feed and clothe themselves. There was not a lot of time for playing, learning, or making art and music.”
Morgan pulled a book from her robe.
“Your research,” she said, handing it to Annie. The title read: Ireland Long Ago.
“Remember,” said Morgan. “Your research book will guide you. But in your darkest hour—”
“Only the ancient story can save us,” Jack and Annie said together.
“And remember this,” said Morgan. “It must be your darkest hour, when there is no hope left. If you ask for help too soon, it will not come.”
“And we have to find the story first,” said Annie.
“That is true,” said Morgan. “Do you have your secret library cards?”
Jack and Annie nodded.
“Show them to the wisest person you meet,” said Morgan.
“Don’t worry,” said Annie. “I think we’re ready now.”
Annie pointed at the cover of the Ireland book.
“I wish we could go there,” she said. She gave Morgan a little wave. “See you soon.”
“Good luck!” said Morgan.
The wind started to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
Jack opened his eyes.
The light was still gray, but the air was even damper and colder than in Frog Creek.
“Wow, I’m in a long dress,” said Annie. “It’s scratchy. Hey, I’ve got a little purse on my belt. It has my library card in it!”
Jack looked down at his own clothes.
He was wearing a shirt and trousers, made of heavy wool. He also wore leather slippers. And in place of his backpack was a leather bag.
“Wow,” said Annie, looking out the window. “This really looks like the Dark Ages.”
Jack looked out, too. He couldn’t see anything through the mist.
“It’s just because the sun’s not up yet,” he said. “I’d better check the book.”
Annie handed the Ireland book to Jack. He opened it and read aloud:
The early Middle Ages were once known as the “Dark Ages” because learning and culture nearly vanished throughout Europe. Scholars today praise the brave Irish monks who helped keep Western civilization alive.
“What do ‘civilization’ and ‘monks’ mean?” asked Annie.
“I think civilization is when people have books and art and good manners,” said Jack. “Monks are religious people who spend their time praying and reading and helping people.”
“Well, I don’t see any civilization or monks out there,” said Annie, pointing at the mist.
Jack pulled out his notebook. He wrote:
Then he looked at Annie. “If we find civilization, I think we’ll find the lost story,” he said.
“Let’s go,” said Annie. She lifted her skirt and climbed out the window.
Jack read more in the Ireland book.
The monks copied the ancient writings of the Western world. Before printing was invented, all books had to be written and copied by hand.
“Hey, we’re on a cliff!” Annie called from outside. “Above the ocean!”
“Be careful!” said Jack.
He stuffed the Ireland book and his notebook into his leather bag. Then he climbed out the window.
Annie was peering over the edge. Jack looked, too.
There was a rocky shore twenty feet below. Waves slapped against the rocks. Sea gulls swooped and glided above the sea.
“It doesn’t look like there’s any civilization down there,” said Jack.
“Maybe we should climb those,” said Annie. She pointed to steep steps cut into the cliff.
Jack looked up. The cliff also rose above them in the mist.
“We better wait till the sun comes up,” he said.
“Let’s just go super slow,” said Annie. She started up the stone steps.
“Wait, Annie!” said Jack. “They might be slippery.”
“Whoa!” she said, almost falling backward. “I tripped on my darn dress!”
“I told you to wait,” Jack said. “It’s too dangerous.”
Just then something fell from above.
“Watch it!” said Jack. He put his hands over his head.
“Hey, it’s a rope!” said Annie.
Jack saw a thick rope dangling down the stairs.
“Where’d this come from?” he asked.
“It’s like when Morgan dropped the ladder to us,” said Annie. “I bet someone’s trying to help us.”
“Yeah, but who?” said Jack.
“Let’s find out,” said Annie. She grabbed the rope. “I’ll use it first. Once I’m at the top, you can come after me.”
“Okay, but hurry,” he said. “And be very careful.” Jack waited as Annie started climbing up the steps.
Annie held on to the rope as she climbed slowly up the stairs. Soon she vanished over the top of the cliff.
“What’s up there?” Jack shouted. But his voice was lost in the sound of the waves.
He grabbed the rope and started up the steep steps. At the top of the cliff, he pulled himself over the edge.
“Aha!” boomed a deep, jolly voice. “It’s another little invader!”
Jack’s glasses were wet with mist. He quickly wiped them, then looked up.
A man in a brown robe stood before him. The man had a round red face. He was bald, except for a fringe of hair around his head.
Nearby the rope was tied around a tree.
“I—I’m not an invader,” said Jack.
“He’s Jack!” said Annie. She was standing behind the man. “I’m Annie. We’re from Frog Creek, Pennsylvania.”
“We—we come in peace,” stammered Jack.
The man’s blue eyes twinkled.
“Oh, do you now?” he said. “I wondered what was going on. I had dropped the rope so I could climb down the steps. But you two grabbed it instead. How in the world did you get on this island?”
Jack stared at the man. He didn’t know how to explain the magic tree house.
“In our boat,” Annie said quickly.
The man looked puzzled. “Not many boats can come ashore at this dark, early hour.”
“Well, we’re very good sailors,” said Annie.
Oh, brother, thought Jack. He hoped their sailing skills wouldn’t be tested.
“Where exactly are we?” asked Annie. “And who exactly are you?”
“You’re on an island off the coast of Ireland,” the man said. “And I am Brother Patrick.”
“Whose brother are you?” said Annie.
The monk smiled. “The ‘brother’ means I’m a Christian monk.”
“Oh, you’re one of the monks who saved civilization!” said Annie.
The man smiled again.
Annie turned to Jack and whispered, “Let’s show him our cards. I trust him.”
“Okay,” said Jack. He trusted the monk, too.
They both pulled out their secret library cards and showed them to Brother Patrick.
The M’s and L’s for Master Librarian shined in the gray light.
The monk looked at them and bowed his head.
“Welcome, my friends,” he said.
“Thank you,” said Jack and Annie.
“I did not truly think you were invaders,” said Brother Patrick. “But on our small island, we are careful of strangers.”
“Why?” said Annie.
“There are terrible stories about Viking raiders,” he said. “When we see their serpent ships, we must hide or be taken as slaves.”
“Serpent ships?” said Jack.
“The prows of their ships are often carved in the shape of a serpent’s head,” said Brother Patrick. “I am afraid it stands for their fierce, cold-blooded ways.”
Jack looked at the misty gray sea.
“Do not worry,” said Brother Patrick. “They cannot land safely on this island before daylight. They’re not as good sailors as some people.” He winked at Annie.
“Too bad for them,” she said cheerfully.
“But tell me, why have you come here?” asked Brother Patrick.
“Oh,” said Jack. “I almost forgot.”
He pulled Morgan’s paper from his leather bag. He showed the Latin words to the monk.
“This is the title of a story that we have to take back to our friend and teacher, Morgan le Fay,” said Annie.
“I see … ” said Brother Patrick. He gave Jack and Annie a mysterious look.
What’s he thinking? Jack wondered.
But the monk changed the subject.
“I think you would like to visit our monastery,” he said.
“What’s that?” said Annie.
“The place where we monks live and work,” said Brother Patrick. “Come.”
“But the sun’s not up yet,” said Jack. “Won’t the others be asleep?”
“Oh, no,” said Brother Patrick. “In the summer, we rise long before daylight. We have much to do. You’ll see.”
The monk led them up a dirt path. Jack hoped their book was at the monastery. He wanted to leave the gloomy island with its threat of Viking invaders as soon as possible.
A low bell started to ring. Jack saw a lonely church steeple against the gray sky ahead.
The monastery had a stone wall all around it.
Brother Patrick took Jack and Annie through the gate. Beyond the gate was a small church with a hanging bell.
There was also a vegetable garden and six stone huts shaped like giant beehives.
“We grow all our own food,” said Brother Patrick. “Carrots, turnips, spinach, wheat, and beans.”
He led them to the entrance of the first hut. Jack and Annie peeked inside. A monk was pulling flat bread from a low stone oven.
“This is our bakery,” Brother Patrick said.
“It smells good!” said Annie.
“Come along,” Brother Patrick said.
He pointed to each hut as they passed.
“There are our sleeping quarters,” he said. “And that’s where we spin our cloth. In here, we cobble our sandals. There we carve our wooden tools.”
In each of the huts, Jack and Annie could see monks. They were busy spinning or cobbling or carving.
Finally, Brother Patrick came to the largest beehive-like hut.
“I have saved the best for last,” he said. “This is where we do our most important work.”
He stepped inside.
Jack and Annie followed.
The hut was warm and peaceful, yet very alive. It glowed with the golden light of many candles.
Monks sat at wooden tables. Some were reading. Others played chess. Best of all, some were writing and painting in books.
“This is our library,” said Brother Patrick. “Here we study math, history, and poetry. We play chess. And we make books.”
“Jack,” said Annie. “I think this is it.”
“What?” said Jack.
“Civilization!” said Annie.
Brother Patrick laughed.
“Yes, this is where civilization hides,” he said. “On top of our lonely island in the sea.”
“Oh, man,” said Jack. “I love this place.”
“What kind of books do you make here?” asked Annie.
“Books of wonder,” said Brother Patrick. “We record Christian stories as well as the old myths of Ireland.”
“Myths?” said Jack.
“Yes,” said Brother Patrick. “They were gathered from our storytellers—the old women who sing the tales of long ago, when people believed in magic.”
“Wow,” said Annie.
“Come,” said Brother Patrick, “look at the book of Brother Michael. He has worked on it his whole life.”
Brother Patrick led Jack and Annie over to an old monk. The monk was painting a blue border around one of the pages in a book.
“Michael, these two Master Librarians from faraway would like to see your work,” said Brother Patrick.
The old monk looked up at Jack and Annie. His wrinkled face broke into a smile.
“Welcome,” said Brother Michael in a thin, shaky voice.
“Hi,” said Annie.
Brother Michael showed them the cover of his book. It was decorated with gleaming red and blue jewels.
Then he turned the pages. Each was covered with fancy writing and delicate paintings in green, gold, and blue.
“I wish I could paint like that,” said Annie.
“It’s beautiful,” whispered Jack.
“Thank you,” said Brother Michael.
“How do you make a book like this?” asked Annie.
“I write on sheepskin and use goose quill pens,” said Brother Michael. “My paints are made of earth and plants.”
“Wow,” said Annie.
“Show Michael what you are seeking,” Brother Patrick said.
“Oh, right!” said Jack. He pulled out the paper Morgan had given them. He showed the Latin writing to the old monk.
Brother Michael nodded.
“Yes,” he said with a smile. “I know that one quite well.”
Brother Michael turned to the page he had been painting with a blue border. He pointed to the writing at the top of the page.
“Oh, man,” whispered Jack.
The words were:
“We found our story!” said Jack.
“Yay!” said Annie.
“Indeed,” said Brother Patrick. “But alas, Brother Michael has not yet completed his work. You will have to return for it.”
“Oh, shoot,” said Annie.
Jack was disappointed, too.
“I don’t know if we’ll be able to come back,” he said.
“I don’t know if we can even leave without the story,” said Annie.
Brother Patrick looked puzzled.
The two kids looked at each other, then back at Brother Patrick. It was too hard to explain about the tree house and how the magic worked.
Jack shrugged.
“We’ll just have to try,” he said.
Outside, the church bell began ringing.
“It is time now for our sunrise prayers,” said Brother Patrick. “Will you join us?”
“Thanks, but we better try to go home now,” said Jack.
Brother Patrick nodded and led them into the garden. When he opened the gate, they stopped.
The horizon glowed pink and purple. The sun had started to rise.
No one spoke as the great, fiery ball rose slowly over the ocean.
Finally, Brother Patrick broke the silence. “Shine, O light of the sun,” he said softly, “on this day filled with wonder.”
“That’s beautiful,” said Annie.
Jack smiled. He agreed.
Brother Patrick turned to them. “It is such sights as this that inspire our bookmaking,” he said. “Now go, and may God be with you on your voyage home.”
“Thanks,” said Jack and Annie.
“Do you need me to guide you to your boat?” he asked.
“I don’t think so,” said Jack.
“Follow the path to the top of the cliff,” said Brother Patrick. “Then use my rope to help you down the steps.”
“Okay,” said Annie. “Bye!” And she went through the gate.
Jack wanted to go home, but he hated leaving the monastery. It was filled with people doing his favorite things: reading and learning.
“I really like it here,” he said to Brother Patrick.
“I’m glad. But you must go now, while the weather is with you,” said the monk. “Everything can change in an instant.”
Then Brother Patrick turned and went into the church.
Jack hurried out the gate. Before he went further, he stopped and pulled out his notebook.
He quickly made two lists:
“Come on!” Annie called from the top of the steps.
“Coming,” Jack called.
He put away his notebook and ran along the dirt path to the edge of the cliff.
Overhead, flocks of gulls circled in the purple sky. Their cries sounded like screams.
“What’s wrong with them?” Jack said.
“Maybe they always do this at sunrise,” said Annie. “Let me go first.”
Clutching the rope, she started down the steps.
Jack grabbed the rope and started down. The birds’ cries went on. They worried him. They sounded like warnings.
Jack reached the rocky ledge and let go of the rope.
“Let’s go!” Annie called from the tree house.
Jack looked at the horizon one last time.
His heart nearly stopped. A ship was outlined against the sky! Behind it, he saw two smaller ships.
As the ships came into view, their bright sails were filled with wind and their serpent prows blazed in the new sunlight.
“Oh, no,” Jack whispered. “Vikings!”
“Annie!” Jack cried. “Vikings!”
Annie looked out the tree house window. “Vikings?”
“They’re headed straight for the island!” said Jack.
He turned back to the stone steps.
“Where are you going?” cried Annie.
“To warn the monks!” Jack said.
“I’ll come, too!” cried Annie. She scrambled out of the tree house.
“Hurry!” said Jack.
Jack didn’t even use the rope. He pulled himself up the steep steps with his hands.
As Jack and Annie climbed up the face of the cliff, clouds began to cover the sun. When they reached the top, a fog had almost hidden the serpent ships.
“Run!” cried Annie.
The fog blanketed the whole island. Jack and Annie could barely see the path to the monastery.
When they arrived at the gate, the misty white world was silent.
“Vikings!” Jack cried. “Vikings!”
“The monks are still in church!” said Annie. She yanked the bell rope.
Dong! Dong!
Jack and Annie watched as Brother Patrick and the other monks ran out of the church.
“The Vikings are coming!” Jack shouted.
Brother Patrick’s rosy face turned white.
“Make haste!” he said to the other monks. “Gather the books and hide.”
The monks ran into the library. Brother Patrick turned to Jack and Annie.
“We have a secret hiding place, a cave on the other side of the island,” he said. “You can come with us. But I am not certain you will be safe.”
“Don’t worry,” said Jack. “We’re going to try to go home.”
“Do not use the steps,” Brother Patrick said. “The Vikings will climb them.”
“Then how do we get down?” said Jack.
“Go that way,” said Brother Patrick, pointing. “At the cliff’s edge are two large rocks. A path between those rocks will take you down to the shore. Then you can walk around to your boat.”
“Thanks!” said Annie.
“Be careful!” said Brother Patrick. He hurried inside the library.
“Wait!” came a thin voice as Jack and Annie turned to run.
It was Brother Michael. He hobbled over to them, holding out his book of Irish tales.
“Take it,” he said.
“Are you sure?” Jack asked. He knew it was Brother Michael’s life’s work.
“Please,” said Brother Michael. “It is better that the world should have some of it than none at all. Just in case … ”
“We’ll take good care of it,” said Jack. He gently placed the jeweled book in his leather bag.
“Good luck!” said Annie.
Annie and Jack waved good-bye to the old man. Then they raced to the rocks that Brother Patrick had told them about.
At the rocks, the sea gulls still screeched. Jack could barely see the steep path leading down into the fog.
“Go slowly,” Jack whispered to Annie as they started down.
“Whoops!” said Annie. She slipped and fell forward, bumping into Jack. “My foot got caught in my stupid dress—”
“Shh!” said Jack.
He held on to Annie. They listened as pebbles and rocks rolled down the cliff.
Jack took a deep breath.
“We’ve got to watch out for Vikings, too,” he whispered.
They started down the steep path again. They went one step at a time. The sound of the waves against the rocks grew louder.
Finally, they stepped down onto a flat strip of pebbles.
“Where are we?” whispered Annie.
“I don’t know,” said Jack.
“Oh, look!” said Annie. She pointed to the shoreline.
Through the fog rose the serpent prows of the Viking ships!
Jack and Annie crept closer to the ships. Their sails were down. Each ship had been tied to a tall jagged rock. They seemed deserted as they bobbed in the shallow waves.
Jack really wanted to check out the ships. But he was afraid of wasting time.
“We’d better find the tree house,” he said to Annie.
They crept away from the three Viking ships.
Suddenly, they both froze.
Through the mist, they saw a group of Viking warriors. The Vikings were looking at the top of the cliff.
Their long yellow hair hung down from beneath their iron helmets. They carried round wooden shields and swords and axes.
“It looks like they’re planning to climb the cliff,” whispered Annie.
“We need to hide until they go,” whispered Jack. “Then we can look for the tree house.”
“Let’s hide in a ship!” said Annie.
“Good idea,” said Jack.
They crept back to where the ships were tied.
Jack was happy to see that the sides of the smallest ship were very low. They would easily be able to climb over them.
“You go first,” said Annie.
Jack waded through the shallow water. It was cold!
He reached the ship and grabbed one side. He pushed himself up and onto the ship’s deck.
The ship jerked forward. Jack looked at the shore. It was now thirty feet away. The ship’s anchoring rope was pulled tight. The serpent prow bobbed up and down with the waves.
The fog and the movement of the ship made Jack feel as if he was in a dream. For a moment, he forgot to be scared of the Vikings.
“This is so cool,” he called. “Come on, Annie!”
Annie started to wade out to the ship. Suddenly, she disappeared.
“Annie?” called Jack.
Her head popped out of the water. She splashed with her arms.
“It—it’s deep!” she gasped. “My dress—too heavy!”
“Use the rope!” called Jack. “Like when we climbed the stairs!”
Annie grabbed the rope that stretched from ship to shore. It held her weight as she began inching along it.
“Hold on tight!” cried Jack.
“I—I am!” gasped Annie.
She kept going, hand over hand, along the rope, toward the ship.
When Annie got close to the ship, Jack reached out to help her. As he pulled her in, the side of the ship dipped down.
Then the rope went slack, and the Viking ship slid out to sea.
Annie fell to the deck of the ship.
Jack pulled the rope out of the water. The end of it was still tied in a loop.
“What happened?” asked Annie.
“We’re heading out to sea,” said Jack. “I guess all the pulling lifted the rope off the rock.”
Annie sat up and looked at the misty whiteness.
“I can’t see the island,” she said.
“I can’t see anything,” said Jack.
Annie looked at Jack.
“Do you think this is our darkest hour?” she asked.
“I don’t know,” said Jack. “Maybe the book will help.”
He pulled out their research book. He found a picture of a Viking ship. He read the caption aloud:
Viking warships were the best ships of their times. When there was no wind, the crew would take down the sails and row with oars. The smallest ships had four rowers, and the largest had as many as thirty-two. Rowers sat on boxes that stored their belongings.
“Great,” said Annie, jumping up. “This isn’t our darkest hour!”
“Why do you say that?” asked Jack.
“There’s still hope,” said Annie. “We can row to the other side of the island and find the tree house.”
“Are you nuts?” said Jack.
“Please, Jack,” said Annie. “Can we just try?”
She grabbed one of the oars. She could barely lift it.
“Forget it, Annie,” said Jack. “It takes four big Viking guys to row this thing. You’re too little. I’m too little.”
“Come on, Jack. Just try,” said Annie. “You get an oar, too. We’ll sit on boxes across from each other.”
“Oh, brother,” said Jack.
Annie dragged her long oar over to a storage box.
“I’m not doing this alone,” she said.
Jack groaned. Then he dragged an oar to the box across from Annie.
“Cool!” said Annie. She peered into a storage box. “Look, one for each of us!”
She lifted out two small Viking helmets.
“Maybe these were made for Viking kids who sometimes ride in this ship,” said Annie.
“Maybe,” said Jack.
He hadn’t thought of Vikings as real people before—people with families and little kids.
Annie pulled off her scarf and put a helmet on her head.
“Now I feel like a Viking, too,” she said. “I bet it will help me row.”
She handed Jack a helmet. He put it on. It made him feel a little different.
“I don’t know about this,” he said. The helmet wasn’t as heavy as the one he had worn in the time of castles. But it was still pretty heavy.
“Well, I’m braver with mine on,” said Annie.
Jack smiled. He didn’t know how Annie could be braver than she already was.
“Ready to row?” she asked.
“Yup,” said Jack. He was feeling braver himself.
The wind picked up as Jack lifted his heavy oar over the side of the ship.
He lowered it into the water. But the current was so strong that the oar was ripped from his hands.
Jack fell over backward as his oar slipped into the sea.
“I lost my oar!” Annie yelled.
Jack looked up as rain started to fall. The sky was black. A gush of seawater poured over the side of the ship!
“Brrr!” said Annie as she tried to stand.
The black sky shook with thunder and flashed with lightning.
Jack crawled to the side of the ship and pulled himself up.
Another huge wave was coming right toward them!
“It’s our darkest hour now!” cried Annie. “Get Brother Michael’s book!”
Jack reached into his leather bag. He pulled out the jeweled book and held it up.
“Save us, story!” he cried.
He looked at the sea again. What he saw made him scream.
Rising from the oncoming wave was a giant sea serpent!
The serpent’s head rose higher and higher above the water.
Jack couldn’t move.
“He’s beautiful!” said Annie.
“Beautiful?” cried Jack.
The serpent’s neck was as tall as a two-story building. Its green scales were covered with sea slime.
“Go away!” shouted Jack.
“No—stay! Help us!” shouted Annie.
The great serpent glided closer to the ship.
Jack ducked.
“Come on!” said Annie. “You can do it! Get us to shore before the ship sinks!”
Jack closed his eyes. He felt the ship jerk, then move forward.
He looked up. They were gliding over the giant waves.
Jack turned. The great serpent was pressing its long neck against the back of the ship, pushing it toward the shore.
As the serpent pushed them, the wind grew calmer. The clouds lifted and the water glittered with sunlight.
The rocky shore grew closer. Jack could see the tree house on the ledge above it.
“Hurry!” Annie called to the serpent monster.
The great serpent gave the ship one last push. The ship swooshed onto a sand bar near the shore.
Jack put the jeweled book carefully back into his bag. Then he and Annie climbed out of the ship onto the wet sand. They looked back at the sea.
The great serpent was rearing its long neck into the air. Its scales glittered pink and green in the sunlight.
“Bye!” shouted Annie. “Thanks a lot!”
The monster seemed to nod at her. Then he dove into the sea and was gone.
Jack and Annie headed toward the rocks. All of a sudden, Annie gasped.
“Uh-oh,” she said, pointing to the top of the cliff.
Two Vikings were staring down at them!
“To the tree house!” cried Jack.
The Vikings shouted and started down the steep stairs.
Jack and Annie began scrambling up the rocks.
They reached the tree house and climbed inside.
Jack grabbed the Pennsylvania book.
Annie stuck her head out the window.
“Go home! Stop causing trouble!” she yelled to the Vikings, who were almost to the ledge.
Jack pointed at the picture of the Frog Creek woods.
“IWISHWECOULDGOTHERE!” Jack shouted.
Just as the Vikings reached the ledge, the wind began to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
“Boy, I’m glad to be back in my jeans,” said Annie.
Jack opened his eyes. He still felt damp. But he was glad to be wearing his jeans again, too.
“Welcome home,” said Morgan. She was standing in the shadows. “Are you all right?”
“Of course!” piped Annie.
“And we brought back the lost book,” said Jack.
He reached in his backpack and took out the jeweled book of Brother Michael. He handed it to Morgan.
The enchantress sighed. She ran her hand over the sparkling cover.
“A great work of art,” she said.
Morgan then put the book next to the scroll from Roman times and the bamboo book from ancient China.
“I’m afraid the story you wanted is not all there,” said Jack. “Brother Michael didn’t get the chance to finish it.”
Morgan nodded.
“I know,” she said. “Sadly, we have only bits and pieces of many wonderful old stories.”
“What’s the story about?” asked Annie.
“It’s an ancient Irish tale about a great serpent named Sarph,” said Morgan.
“He saved us by pushing our ship over the stormy waves!” Annie said.
“Sarph was a huge, ugly monster,” said Jack.
Morgan smiled.
“Sometimes monsters can be heroes,” she said.
“What about Vikings?” asked Jack.
“Oh, most definitely, Vikings could be heroes, too,” she said. “In fact, once the Vikings settled down, they became more than just a warrior people. They actually added a lot to civilization.”
“We found civilization on our trip,” said Annie.
“Yeah,” said Jack, “in the library of the monastery.”
Morgan smiled again.
“Their library was a light in the Dark Ages, wasn’t it?” she said.
Jack nodded. He thought of Brother Michael and the other monks making their beautiful books by candlelight.
“Thank you also for your great courage,” Morgan said. “You are both heroes, too.”
Jack smiled shyly.
“Go home now and rest,” said Morgan.
“Bye,” Jack and Annie said together.
They started down the tree house ladder. The sky was turning pink and gold.
When they reached the ground, Morgan called out to them, “Come back in two weeks. I need you to find one more lost book.”
“Where is it?” said Jack.
“Ancient Greece,” said Morgan. “A place with the highest civilization—and the first Olympic games.”
“Oh, wow!” said Annie.
Jack was thrilled. He had always wanted to go to ancient Greece.
Jack and Annie took off through the woods.
The sun was rising when they got to their front porch.
Annie opened the front door. She stuck her head inside and listened.
“Everything’s quiet,” she whispered. “I think Mom and Dad are still sleeping.”
She moved quietly inside.
Jack turned back to watch the red sun rise through a clear blue sky.
He thought about how it was the same sun that had risen in Ireland—over a thousand years ago.
“Shine, O light of the sun,” Jack whispered, “on this day filled with wonder.”
Then he slipped inside his quiet house.
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1) In the fifth century, St. Patrick converted Ireland to Christianity. Scholars and craftsmen from all over Europe studied with the Irish monks in their monasteries.
2) Monks in the monasteries made beautiful manuscripts to reflect the glory of God. Most of their manuscripts were religious in nature.
3) The first recorded people of Ireland were the Celts. Before the Irish became Christians, they practiced the Celtic religion and developed a Celtic mythology.
4) The great sea serpent Sarph was a Celtic creature who was identified with the Milky Way. Just as Jack and Annie were not able to rescue the complete story of Sarph, today we have only fragments of many old Celtic stories.
5) The word Vikings means “fighting men.” Vikings included Danes, Norwegians, and Swedes.
6) In the ninth century, Viking raiders attacked the coastal villages of England, Scotland, and Ireland, stealing treasure and carrying people off to be slaves.
7) The Vikings were the greatest shipbuilders of their time. The shallowness of their warships allowed them to land on most beaches.
8) The Vikings were “settling men” as well as “fighting men.” Eventually they settled down in Europe and became traders, exchanging goods rather than stealing them. They were also expert craftsmen.
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“You awake?” Annie’s voice came out of the dark.
“Yep,” said Jack from his bed.
“Get up,” said Annie. “We have to get to the tree house before sunrise.”
“I’m ready,” said Jack.
He threw back his covers and jumped out of bed. He was wearing his jeans and T-shirt.
“You slept in your clothes?” asked Annie.
“I didn’t want to waste any time,” said Jack. He pulled on his backpack.
Annie laughed.
“You must really be excited about going to ancient Greece,” she said.
“Yep,” said Jack.
“Do you have your secret library card?” asked Annie.
“Yeah, do you?” said Jack.
“Sure. Put it in your backpack,” she said. She handed her card to him. “I’ll carry the flashlight.”
“All set,” said Jack.
They tiptoed downstairs and out the door.
Outside the air was fresh and cool.
“There’s no moon,” said Annie. “Just stars.”
She turned on her flashlight.
“Ta-da!” she said. “Let’s go.”
They followed the beam of light across their yard and up the street.
Jack was thrilled to be going to ancient Greece. But something worried him.
“What do you think will happen after we go to Greece?” he asked Annie. “Is this our last mission ever?”
“Oh, I hope not,” said Annie. “What do you think?”
“I don’t know. Let’s ask Morgan,” said Jack.
“Hurry!” said Annie.
They started running. The flashlight beam flew in front of them, lighting the way.
They slowed to a walk when they got to the Frog Creek woods. The thick woods were pitch-black.
Annie shined the flashlight upward as they walked between the trees. Finally, they found the magic tree house.
“We’re here!” Annie called.
“Go on up,” said Jack.
Annie grabbed the rope ladder and started up. Jack followed.
Annie shined the flashlight around the tree house.
Morgan le Fay was sitting at the window. She covered her eyes when the light hit her face.
“Turn off the light, please, Annie,” she said softly.
Annie turned it off.
“Welcome,” Morgan said in the dark. “Are you ready for your next mission?”
“Yes!” said Annie. Then her voice got quiet. “This isn’t our last one ever, is it?”
“Ask me that question after this mission,” said Morgan.
“We want to go on more,” said Jack.
“You’re very brave to say that,” said Morgan. “You’ve had three very hard journeys as Master Librarians.”
“Oh, they weren’t so hard,” said Jack.
“You risked your life to save the lost story of Hercules,” said Morgan.
“It was nothing,” said Annie.
“And the Chinese story of the silk weaver,” said Morgan. “And the Irish story of the serpent monster Sarph. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome,” said Jack and Annie.
“Now,” said Morgan, “for the last story … ”
Jack heard a rustling sound.
“Here is the title,” Morgan said. “You can shine your light on it, Annie.”
Annie turned the flashlight back on. She shined it on the paper.
“Wow, is that Greek?” asked Jack.
“It certainly is,” said Morgan.
She reached into her robe again and pulled out a book.
“For your research,” she said.
Jack took the book from her. Annie shined her flashlight on the cover. They read the title: A Day in Ancient Greece.
“Now, what must you always remember?” asked Morgan.
“Our research book will guide us,” said Jack.
“But in our darkest hour, only the lost story can save us,” said Annie.
Morgan nodded. “And you must show your secret library cards to the wisest person you meet,” she said.
“Don’t worry. We will. Bye!” said Annie.
Jack shivered with excitement as he pointed at the book’s cover.
“I wish we could go there,” he said.
“And I wish we could go on lots of other missions!” Annie added.
The wind began to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was silent.
Absolutely silent.
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