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Mr. Linden’s Library

“It starts slow but it will definitely grow on you,” said the librarian holding the book with

a detached look on his face, “It used to belong to the owner of the Library, Ben Linden.”

“Thank you Mr. Brown” replied Cynthia, “when will the book be due?”

“Oh take all the time that you need. It might take you a while to untangle all of the

thoughts in the book. Here’s my business card, call me if you need any help with it.” The card

read, Brandon Brown, 937-194-2569.

“I think I’ll be fine Mr. Brown,” remarked Cynthia snarkily, “you know I am in law

school.” Mr. Brown proceeded to put the card in the book.

“Just use it as a bookmark sweetheart, you never know when you might need some help

from me.” Cynthia grabbed the book, thanked Mr. Brown, and went on her way.



It had been a long afternoon for Cynthia. She had just wrapped up her Criminal Justice

class at the University of Dayton. She wanted to become a lawyer and represent the

marginalized. She did struggle in school, but she was getting the hang of things.

The day prior, Cynthia had an appointment with her therapist to discuss her severe stress

related to school. Her therapist suggested a list of things to do in order to destress: take a walk,

watch television, talk with friends, take a bath, bake, or read. Cynthia decided that reading might

be the best choice for her, as she had enjoyed it a lot in her undergraduate years. So, the next day

she went to the library and got the book recommended to her by Mr. Brown. It was a long book,

which wasn’t an issue for Cynthia, who was a fast reader, titled A Look Inside. Mr. Brown told

her that it was about a young boy who likes to explore his small abandoned town in post-World

War II  Poland. Cynthia wasn’t particularly excited about the topic but decided to try something

new.

When she got back to her apartment from the library she made herself a box of Kraft mac

and cheese and poured herself a glass of red wine. She had lived all on her own since her

roommate transferred schools, but didn’t mind the quiet ambiance. She found that she thrived on

her own and that she could accomplish more work that way. But she was still in the market for a

new roommate to offset the price of rent. When she finished her dinner she washed her dishes,

did laundry, and studied for her midterms.

Following her busy day, she finally had a chance to lay in bed and start the book. When

she first opened the book the pages were completely empty. Astonished at this spectacle, she

blinked her eyes wondering if it had been the wine playing tricks on her, but when no words

appeared, she called Mr. Brown, the librarian. The phone rang twice and then went to voicemail.



She called again with no response. She decided to go to sleep, and call Mr. Brown back in the

morning.

Cynthia had many elaborate dreams throughout her whole life, but this night she had

more than ever before. These dreams were not only bizarre, but they were also very personal and

reflected her day. In one of these dreams, Cynthia had been sleeping, and a mysterious force had

been squeezing her tightly. It was only then that she realized that this wasn’t a dream. She

opened her eyes to find that the book from the library had vines growing out of it that were

wrapping around her body. She cut the vines off of her only to find that they had continued to

grow. When she got a hand free she called Mr. Brown, this time he answered.

“Hello dear, is everything alright, you sound frightened,” said Mr. Brown worryingly.

“This… book… is… possessed!” exclaimed Cynthia, running out of breath, “It’s…

growing... vines…!”

She doubted the power of the book when she was talking to Mr. Brown at the library. He

had warned her about the book. Now it was too late. The vine had wrapped around Cynthia’s

neck until she was no more.

After Mr. Brown heard screaming over the phone, he searched for Cynthia’s address from

her library card and rushed to her apartment. When he got to her apartment he knocked down her

door and went straight to her bedroom. He walked up to her nightstand, ignoring Cynthia’s cold,

dead body, picked up the book, and left.

When he got back to the library he opened the book to find the bookmark on page 194,

this time, however, there were words written on it. Not words written about a boy exploring an

abandoned town, but words of a young woman going after her dreams. It was a look inside the



life of Cynthia. Mr. Brown thought out loud “Why did it have to be Cynthia, why was she the

one?”


