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Mr. Linder’s Library


James Linder stared at the image that lay in front of him. The only woman he had ever loved lay lifeless on the bed in the guest room. No, it wasn’t possible. His eyes had to be playing tricks on him. He had warned her about the book, but she just hadn’t listened. 


Three Days Earlier
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     Oct. 9, 1914

The doorbell rang. Mr. Linder swung the polished maple doors open. 
“Hello James,” she said.
 “Jenna!” he replied in starry-eyed surprise. Jenna had been his secret love since he had first laid eyes on her four years ago at the Queen’s Ball. They had been introduced, and ever since that day they were friends. But James wanted to be more than a friend to her. He had planned to visit Jenna this afternoon and propose. He reached inside his pocket and felt the soft velvet of the box rub gently on his skin as he invited her in. 
“Would you like some tea?” he asked. 
“Certainly,” she replied.
I’ll be able to propose to her while we’re having tea, he thought excitedly. 
“I just thought I would stop by and stay for a few days,” she said as she sipped her tea. 
“There is something very important that I must talk to you about,” he conversed. 
“May I see the library first?” she asked. “Well, I suppose so,” he answered. But Mr. Linder didn’t know that he would regret that decision for the rest of his life.


“This is a charming library,” Jenna purred. She lifted a picture frame and studied a black and white picture of James and his parents. Jenna was about to put it back in its spot on the mantelpiece, when she noticed a small button that had been concealed by the frame of the picture. Intrigued, Jenna leaned down and pushed the button. Part of the wall swung open, revealing a secret room. Realizing what she had done, Mr. Linder frantically tried to shut the door. Jenna slid past him and entered the room. In a dusty corner of the room, there was a bookcase. Only one book sat on the shelf, entitled The Vines of Doom.
 Jenna picked up the book before Mr. Linder could stop her and said, “This looks like an interesting book. Why did you keep it in a secret room?”
“Because it’s dangerous!” he responded, raising his voice more than he had intended to. 
“Nonsense!” she said, her voice almost as angry as his. “I am going to read this book while I stay here and you can’t stop me!” she argued.

Dinner was eaten in silence. Mr. Linder had tried to say something to resolve the disagreement, but it had just made things worse.
 Perhaps I’ll apologize, and propose tomorrow morning. His thoughts wandered back to the book. She doesn’t know how dangerous the book is, he thought.


Later That Night

Jenna grabbed the book off the nightstand, and flopped onto the guest room bed. She was about to open it when the clock struck 11.

Too late to read a book now, she thought. I’ll start it tomorrow.
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      Oct. 10, 1914


Mr. Linder apologized as they were eating breakfast.


“I’m going to read the book today,” Jenna announced, despite Mr. Linder’s objections. He finally decided not to start another dispute with his guest.

All morning, Jenna read the mysterious book. She even skipped lunch so that she could spend more time reading.


When James tried to bring her lunch on a tray, she refused and said, “I’m not hungry.” The book was consuming her, and Mr. Linder knew it. He had no idea what to do.


When Jenna had finally agreed to eat dinner, she barely ate a bite, and continued reading afterwards.





Later That Night


Jenna read on into the night until she fell asleep with the book in her arms. The clock struck midnight. Slowly but surely, a poisonous vine began to grow out of the book. It grew and grew until it slightly brushed her arm. Jenna fell into a deep sleep: in fact it was such a deep sleep that she never awoke again.
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   Oct. 11, 1914


Mr. Linder opened the window in his master bedroom. It was a beautiful fall morning and the sun was shining. He walked into the breakfast room with a spring in his step, but suddenly stopped short. Jenna was not there. He decided to check the guest room. There she was, lying on her bed, the book still opened in front of her. The poisonous vines had shriveled back into the book already.
Now that Jenna is gone, there is no reason for me to live, he thought in anguish. Silently, he picked up the book and began to read. 
