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HAPTER ONE

2

“Ahh, that hits the sp
Does it not?”

The tiny, gray-haired woman
uncertain age sat sipping her morning
tea. She set down her teacup with a
satistying clink on its matching saucer.



“I wonder who—I mean what—is in
store for us today.
Felis, my dear, what do you say?”
Mrs. Bibliogo stretched the crooked
joints of her wrinkled hand along the
tabby fur of the contented library cat.
rred in agreement. Each day
bipught a new seeker. And

. Byalways knew exactly what that
see ught. She kept it handy
binet behind the

reference . The cabinet had
weird etchings rdgy wands, and
moonlight, if one k closely
enough. Which Felis did¥#6tgfhank you

very much. He was just fig€ where he
was, plopped comfortably%en Mr

blanket-covered lap.

in the creaky, o

“Well, we’ll be ready when thethgom
Won't we, little furry one?’,
“Surrrrre,” Felis purred in reply.
“That’s my witty kitty.”



0HAPTER TWO
R

Ente

Rosie turned right off BleegKer
Street onto 7th Avenue, lugging her
heavy backpack. She was headed e
from school to where her family lived
above Popolchek’s Bakery.

“Hi, Bubbee,” Rosie called as she
opened the bakery’s screen door,

ringing the bell overhead.



Rosie’s grandmother looked up from
the counter where she was helping Mr.
Kapowitz buy his daily raisin babka.

“Hello, bubeleh,” Bubbee said with
a warm smile. “Have a snack, and then
put on your apron. We have a special

macaroons to bake right away.”
R@sie§miled at Bubbee but groaned
idef) Ugh! She did not like working

It had been in her family
since long osie was born. All

her friend g0 e after school,

get their home nd then just
hang out doing wifat t not her—
she had to work in this s melly

bakery. Okay, it didn't smell” Well it
smelled pretty great actudlly.

She would never tell Bub
she felt. Bubbee loved this placéy, Th
whole family did.

“Okay, Bubbee, I'll come in a
minute,” Rosie called, heading up the
side stairway to the family’s upstairs
apartment. Unlocking the door and
stepping inside, she heard her parents



in the kitchen. It sounded like they
were arguing about something.

“Oh, great,” Rosie whispered under
her breath. But she froze where she
was, trying to listen in without alerting
them that she was there. It might
thing interesting, and they

ent through, and
ed,” Rosie heard

think it’s best? That ol

me to death when I was a Jé

And how old is she anyway?
to be 100 years old 20 years ago?
Rosie’s mother clearly didn’t agre
whatever her dad wanted.

“All I know is, she changed
everything for me in ways I still don’t
understand—it’s all a little fuzzy—but I
know it worked.”
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“The fact that it’s fuzzy makes me
nervous! I mean, what really happened
to you?” Mom took a breath and then
added hesitantly, “Okay, okay, I know
you believe it changed your life, and I
beligve you. All right, Samuel, if you

kits best, I'll agree to it. I just

thou urned around quickly
to backtra door, but her
swinging jolted the umbrella

stand. The u
Rosie winced.
“Traitors!” she hisse .
“Rosie, is that you? Caaffe here,
honey,” her mom called.
I'm doomed, Rosie thoug edding
for the kitchen, dragging her badlgpac
behind her.

1
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@APTER THREE
R

To the ¥i

In the end, what Rosie’s pagentsigol
her really wasn't all that bad. we
sending her to the library. It act
sounded pretty great! She didn’t have
to make the macaroons, and she got to
check out some good books to read.

Of course, nothing with her parents
was totally easy. Before she left, she

13
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did have to listen to a long lecture
on their family history. What that
had to do with anything, she wasn’t
sure. But her dad wanted her to
remember that she was named for her
great-great-grandmother, the original
ie olchek.

reminded her, too, how all the

ept the Popolchek name over

. Rosie gave it
gave it to his
@ ubbee gave
it to Rosie’s dad, Sathuel: dfad
hoped to give it to Rosie qué
if Rosie could help it!)

“Okay, okay,” Rosie huffed
go to the library now?”

Mom gave Rosie a look that had dé€r
changing her expression immediately.
She could tell Mom meant business, but

Dad looked sad.




“Sure, go,” he said, “But be sure to
check in with Mrs. Bibliogo when you
get there. She has a book for you.”

“Got it, Dad,” Rosie said as positively
as she could manage and then kissed
s cheek. She kissed Mom, too, and
the door she ran before they

iNgtoneSquare Park.
She walked th

edrcavy front
a ough the
turnstile, ready to éxplore®

door and steppe
“Miss Popolchek, I p#esume.
How are you this a 00

Rosie jumped and spun ar
She was nearly nose to nose wit
woman sporting a tight gray bun P
of her head. The woman wore a néat,
blue sweater set, matching wool skirt,
pantyhose, and sensible black shoes. In
contrast to all this fussiness, bedazzled

15
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reading glasses hung from a beaded
chain around her neck.

“I-I-I'm fine,” Rosie stuttered and
cleared her throat. “Are you Mrs. Bib...
Biblio...Bibliogogo?r”

“Just one ‘go,” dear,” Mrs. Bibliogo

rected with a tight smile and a
eygbrow.
ut you may call me Mrs. B.
riends do, you see.

Please fo
as y

spdi uagst.”
Then, she croake er in
front of Rosie’s startled . Mrs. B

spun around, military stylgfand headed

the reference desk,

toward the reference couter.
Rosie willed her feet to m

stumbled along behind her. “C

she mumbled.



APTER FOUR

Everythin
Looking

Mrs. B slowly made her way aro
the library counter. A chubby tabby cat
lounged atop a cabinet behind her, its
eyes following the tiny woman.
“Have a seat, my dear.

The perfect spot you'll find right here.”

17
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She gestured her hand toward a
small table at the end of the counter.

Rosie looked toward the table and
wrinkled her brow. It looks harmless
enough, she thought. Mrs. B is a little
iid, but what could happen in the

faded, but

kind of wi di wand under a
giant moon.

Rosie glanced 4t M @ ho was
just then reaching p to nty

bun and pulling out a bobl# pin. Or

just make out some

maybe it’s not a bobby pi
thought when she saw Mrs.
unlock the top of an old woode
behind the counter.

Mrs. B reached up and gingerly
pulled down a leather-bound book, old
and worn from use. She looked at Rosie
with a knowing smile. Rosie felt a chill

19
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creep down her spine. What is up with
this lady? she wondered.
Mrs. B slowly toddled over to Rosie
and plopped the book on her table.
“My dear, I believe this
is the book you need.
You'll find everything

looking for when you read.”

wasn't looking for anything,”

ith frustration. “My

Rosié'r
parents se

at the book. Opening the fragil@yold
cover, she read the title on the first
page: The Magical, Mystical Book
of Everything.

Okay, that’s cool, Rosie thought,
turning the page.

And then the world went black.
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A casual library-goer would see only
a girl sitting at a desk, her head bent
over a battered, old book and her hair
hanging down the sides of her face.
The book was open to the first page. If
theglooked closer, they might notice

t ngt a single word or picture was
on it It Was perfectly empty! And
ya Rogie seemed fascinated. She
was at all. In fact, she was

absolutely &trap@ed. Literally.
Rosie’s t at the desk, but

Rosie hersel . She was

wandering aroun @ pages of

the book, wonderin® wheé¥ sh@ was and
how in the world she had gétten there.




&HAPTER FIVE
R

Inside the

Rosie rubbed her eyes, whigh h
gone fuzzy, and she felt a tinglingyfro
her head to her toes. She blinked.t
clear her vision, but when she opened
her eyes, the world around her was
different
standing on the familiar corner of 7th

and yet the same. She was

and Bleecker. There were no traffic

23
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lights though, and there were no cars
or buses. But there were horses and
wagons! And although there were
plenty of people, they were all dressed
funny in old-timey suits and long
dregses with high necks and pufty

Everyone had a hat on—even

sie knew very well.
” it read. Rosie had

creen door,
the bell ringing overhea woman
behind the counter greetedfher. She

had a warm face and twinkling
that reminded Rosie of Bubba€’

“Hello, bubeleh,” the woman
with a thick Yiddish accent. “Whatéan
I get you?”

Rosie was bewildered. This bakery
was her family’s bakery, but it looked so
strange. Baked goods were unwrapped
on open shelves, gaslights lined

25



the walls, and a big metal machine
with buttons and a lever sat on the
countertop. But even so, Rosie knew
this place like the back of her hand.
“Can you tell me, ma’am, what’s
youzname?” Rosie asked, her heart in

26

factory. Huge metal sewing hihes

lined the walls, and worn-out wlmen
were bent over their work. Youn
children dashed about everywhere;
poorly dressed and exhausted. They
were moving bolts of cloth, threading
machines, and performing all sorts of
repetitive tasks. Rosie wondered why
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they weren't in school. The place was
sweltering, dusty, and loud, and Rosie
couldn’t wait to leave.

Turning to go, she bumped into
a familiar face—much younger than
before. It was Grandmother Rosie as

hafjare you doing here?”

doing? I'm working.
edsgl® eat, don’t they?” she

“But why a ischool?”
“School? Wh ii to go to
school? We work eVery 116# re not

sleeping. But one day—o

will take care of my family and
us from this life. You'll see!” she
with conviction.

“I believe you,” Rosie agreed before
the world started spinning again.



&HAPTER SIX
X

Closing

Rosie rubbed her eyes, an
she opened them, she was back T the
library—her library. Mrs. Bibliogo y#as
at her side, holding the closed volume
against her chest.
“Would you care to read a little
more? Or did you find what you were
looking forP”
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Mrs. B looked piercingly into
Rosie’s eyes.

“Ye-yes.. yes, I did, Mrs. B! Thank
you!” Rosie jumped up and bear-
hugged the tiny librarian before
runging through the library turnstiles
to 7th Avenue.

e! Bubbee!” she cried,

but now, can I ke
those macaroons? ‘&

“You want to help in ery?”
Bubbee asked.

“More than anything! %m a

Popolchek, and this is our fa
bakery. Let’s make some babka%go,
okay, Bubbee?”

“Whatever you say, bubeleh.”
Bubbee shook her head in wonder—and
then looked up to wink at a tiny woman
with a pointy bun walking past the
bakery window and winking right back.
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About Us

The Author

Dona Herweck Rice is the author of
hundreds of books for children. She

lo riting—and she loves reading

e. In fact, in her perfect world,

st t ingide it, having tea with Alice,
learnipg with Harry, or traveling
by cyclone Y othy. If you happen
to read a b8 atall, curly-haired

woman who d
in the story, you'l

agto make sense
ot her wish.
The Illustrator

Luke Scriven is from Wiltshire,
One of his goals as an illustrat
make viewers say “awww,” whic
regularly. He studied animation an S
developed a style that is well suited*for
children’s illustrations. His grandmother
encouraged him to draw and paint as a
child. She told him, “You have to use the
white of the paper to your advantage.”




Book Club Questions

. Why is the bakery important to
the Popolchek family?

What words or phrases let
know that Rosie doesn’t
anything to do with the
ily bakery?

. If you could make a new tit
this book, what it would be?
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