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“Books fall open, you fall in.” – David McCord.  What a beautiful way to describe the power of a book! The power of a book draws you in and captivates you. That is what defines a really good book, and also is the reason why I love reading. 
“Seeing” the book in my mind is important. Reading is not purely looking at a page full of words. It is seeing the words like a movie in my mind or imagining the pictures that the words describe. Sometimes,  I find myself drawn into the book so much, I feel like I am the hero or heroine, slaying a dragon, or battling a villain. Imagination is the key part to a book. Without it, the words on the page would be worthless. Imagination creates the movies and images running through my mind as I read a book. Imagination is what places me in the hero’s place. Imagine yourself without an imagination. Even such a thought requires imagination! 

There are times when I have my preferences for books. When it comes to a series of books, for example, Little House, I like how Mrs. Wilder always ends a book like it is supposed to end there, instead of leaving the reader to find out what happens in the next book. I don’t prefer series that leave sudden drops at the end so you have to buy or check out the next book. I find it a little annoying when the author concludes with sentences like, “until next time”. A series of books as an example for that is the Series of Unfortunate Events, by Lemony Snickett. 
A book is an adventure, slowly unraveling as I read. I am the hero, off to some adventure or mishap. Words transform into pictures and action, and I may be transformed into a knight, a princess, an ordinary girl, or who knows what else!  Imagination runs rampant in this little world, and surprises are frequent. The author uses words to convey his thoughts and feelings to the readers, as if he were talking to them. A good book makes me cry with the heartbroken girl, or feel the deepest sympathy for an orphaned boy. That is the adventure in the book. When one adventure ends, I pick up a new book and begin a new adventure someplace else. 
Books can be like spoken stories. They can easily be changed around and tweaked here and there . I often look back after I read a book, and revisit the plot. I think about what  could have been in a specific character’s place that could have made the plot more peculiar. What if, instead of a tortoise, Mrs. Silver, in Esio Trot, had owned a little bear? I wonder what would happen if Mr. Hoppy had continued to replace the bear, and it “grew” bigger until it frightened Mrs. Silver! In The Wright 3, by Blue Balliet, instead of an “invisible man” in Hyde Park, what if there was a real man, alarming the whole neighborhood, and hiding and living in the Robie house? I think it would have made the story much longer and much spookier, and what would have happened?  I could go on forever, but I find it very amusing to imagine possibilities. Who knows what this game might bring round? 
What can be a treasure that never grows old, never grows boring, and that you can visit again and again? A book. Books are treasures that, so long as you don’t abuse them, will last you a lifetime. Reading an old favorite isn’t foolish. How many times, since you were 6, have you picked up Magic Tree House and reread it? It does feel good to read an childhood favorite. I look back to the time when I wondered if Jack and Annie were going to die in the claws of a tiger, or survive this perilous trip to the Arctic, the Titanic, or any of their other adventures. These books are like old friends, friendly and always expecting a visit. After all, it doesn’t hurt to read picture books, does it ?
Everybody has at least one friend, a friend they will grow up with, graduate with, and live with. I know I will always have one friend, and that is a book. Books are an endless fountain of imagination, adventure, and hidden surprises. It doesn’t matter what type of books I read. They are treasures to be kept and cherished forever. 






