Books, Books, Books
by Anonymous
This is Johnny, Johnny Cook.

Johnny Cook is a boy who loved almost anything and just about everything. Johnny liked to ride his bike any day of the week. He liked to ride his bike in the sunlight or the rain or the snow, the weather didn’t matter; Johnny loved to ride his bike all day long. His mother made him take swimming lessons when he was very young, and he loved those too! He could dive and doggie paddle and frog swim and do just about everything in a pool. When he first learned to play the piano, Johnny loved that, too; he played and played and played some more until his fingers were sore and he could no longer move his hands.

Little Johnny Cook was an expert Four-Square Player, an incredible Hop-Scotch Hopper, and a great jump roper. He loved to sing, too. Singing along with his classmates at assemblies and concerts he did for his school was one of Johnny’s favorite things. Johnny loved to dance to any form of music that was on. He even pretended to be on a show his mother watched that showed people dancing in tuxedoes and dresses.  He loved to juggle, he loved to garden, and he even loved napping!

There was one thing, however, that little Johnny Cook did not like: reading. No matter how hard his mother, father, brothers and sisters tried, he still didn’t like it. His teacher couldn’t convince him, and neither could his friends. 

Johnny Cook hated to read. He refused to read magazines, newspapers, or calenders. He never read poems, stories or essays. Johnny said no to any and all kinds of reading, but he especially hated reading books.

Johnny always said that books were too long and too boring and too hard to read. He never really tried, but he was sure that something with so many pages would be very hard work. 

Early one morning, Johnny woke up to the sound of his alarm clock. As he got up and got ready for school, little Mr. Cook expected it to be a perfectly normal day with nothing strange or out of the ordinary happening. Of course, this would be no normal, ordinary day for Johnny. This would be the day he would see what was really inside the cover of a book.

As Johnny sat down at his desk, he saw a huge pile of books on it. There were all kinds of books; one about a zebra called The Adventures of Zenny the Zebra; one about an pink elephant that stormed a village; another talked about a very girly flower who didn’t like the rain; a boy who got a terrible sunburn that made him glow and shine like a red lollipop was in a big green book. Book after book after book had been piled on little Johnny Cook’s desk.

“Mrs. Ellen?” little Johnny asked his teacher. “Why are there so many books on my desk? I don’t even like to read!”

“I know,” replied Mrs. Ellen excitedly. “I’m giving you a very special assignment today! You get to take all those books home, and you must read them by the end of the week.”

“But Mrs. Ellen!” Johnny quickly responded.

“No ‘buts,’ Johnny Cook! You have to read all the books on your or fail the quiz about them at the end of the week. Now, go home and get started!”

With nothing else to do, Johnny sadly packed up his piles and piles of books into a wagon Mrs. Ellen pushed over to him and pulled his books home.

Of course, Johnny knew something that mean old Mrs. Ellen did not. Little Johnny Cook was not a big dummy like the kid who sat in the back of the class and ate the things he picked out of his nose. Johnny had gotten out of a punishment like this before by cheating, and he remembered exactly what to do. The only thing Johnny had to suffer through was the very short story on the back of each book and he’d know everything they were about without reading the whole book!

Johnny sat down on his bed and picked a random book from the pile that was now on his floor. It was a soft, pink book called The Flower and Her Rainy Day. What a stupid name for a book, thought Johnny. I hope the story on the back is easy.
As Johnny read the back of the flower book he started to feel very, very strange. His face felt light and floppy, almost like curtains. He suddenly smelled fresh and girly… like a flower. Johnny rushed to the mirror on his wall. There, staring back at Johnny in the mirror, was himself… the trouble was, Johnny didn’t look like himself. His head had been turned into a giant pink flower!

Scared and confused, Johnny ran back to his bed. Maybe I can get rid of this stupid flower by reading the back of another book, Johnny thought hopefully. Maybe there was something wrong with that book.

Johnny, picked up the book he remembered from his desk: The Adventures of Zenny the Zebra. Very quickly, he pushed the petals on his head out of the way of his eyes and read the back of the book. He thought his plan had worked since he felt something change on his head again. Sadly, he realized still had a strange and deformed head. Even though the flower was gone, Johnny’s face was now completely covered in zebra stripes!

Johnny tried reading one more back of a book called Robotica, hoping it would change him back to normal. Again, he changed, but this time his head changed into a heavy, square, metal robot’s head. The giant thing sitting on his shoulders was so heavy Johnny could barely hold it up!

Johnny went wild, reading book back after book back, hoping to change back to normal. When he reached the final book, his head had been turned into an elephant’s. Alone and crying, Johnny looked on the bottom of the wagon given to him by Mrs. Ellen. There he found a note that said: 

“No cheating Johnny! Make sure you read the WHOLE BOOK…you never know what may happen from these very special books…”


—Mrs. Ellen

Johnny didn’t understand the note, but decided to try listening to its instructions. Johnny picked up the book whose back he had just read and started at the very beginning. By the time he was done with the book, Johnny saw that his head had turned back to normal!

From that day on, Johnny never read the back of a book again.
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