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InkMe


I lifted the small rectangle from the floor beneath the tree and held it in my hands, it was the last one. I sat, impatiently waiting for my turn. Christopher went first, then Conor; I, the youngest, would go last, as I always did. I sat listening to the sound of paper being torn and crinkled as excited hands ripped i away to see what lay beneath. I cannot even remember what it was Conor opened with such eagerness, I was too focused on what I held in my hands. A small rectangle, not too heavy, but not light either; it could have been so many things. Frosty smiled up at me from the colorful wrapping paper. Conor finally finished and it was my turn. My curiosity got the better of me and I, normally such a careful present opener, began to tear the paper away from the object. I stopped myself for a moment, which earned me a quizzical look form my parents, I did not want the present to be there all of a sudden, I wanted the memory of the glossy paper falling away from the rectangle, and swishing gently to the floor. I gently ripped the remaining corner and slid the paper away, staring at the back of a book. Hardcover, dark blue, green leaves, I noted. I turned it over in my hands, a smile breaking across my face as I looked down at the cover. Inkspell was written in large print across the top of the cover. Inkspell, the sequel, the sequel, which I hoped, would enchant me as much as the first book did. 


Curling up on the couch, not even the rumbling of my stomach and the smell of fresh pancakes could pull me away from the pages of the book. This time, I would get to see the world Fenoglio created, the world which was talked about so much in the first book, Inkheart, but that I never got to see. I would get to see the world that my favorite character, Dustfinger, longed to return to. The cover gently cracked, and the pages rustled as my eager hands quickly rifled through the first few. Who cared about publication information? I wanted the story. I was quickly lost within the book, travelling the Inkworld with Dustfinger. “All of a sudden everything was back again: the sounds, so familiar and never forgotten; the scents; the tree trunks dappled in the morning light; the shadow of the leaves on his face. Some were turning color [...] the air was still mild. It smelled of overripe berries, fading blossoms, a thousand or more flowers dazing his senses - flowers pale as wax glimmering under the shade of the trees, blue stars on stems so thin and delicate [...] Here he was young again, just a child among the trees” (Funke 16-17). This was why I read, to stand next to Dustfinger, a child among the trees. I read to wander the Wayless Wood; I read to see the world as the characters see it; I read to enter an entirely new world altogether. 


When I was forced to stop reading and eat, I began to think for a moment. this kind of book broke my heart. I desperately wanted to be in the Inkworld. I understood Meggie’s longing to be in the world which Resa had told her so much about. If I just closed my eyes, I was back in the Wayless Wood with Dustfinger; I could see the water nymphs, and fire elves. For a moment, I could feel the fairies, with their pale, blue skin, tugging at my hair, hoping for a lock for their nests. I could stand in the markeplace in Ombra and see the Motley Folk. I could stand among the strolling players, singing and dancing, shopkeepers, hawking their wares. For a moment, I could stand among the noise and excitement of the market and watch the tight rope walkers, clothed in the blue of the sky; I could watch Dustfinger and Sootbird tame the fire, commanding it to dance around them. I could see the Black Prince, with his tamed bear close behind him. Opening my eyes though, the moment was gone, the moment, the Wayless Wood, the market, the strolling players, all gone. The world I wished to live in, the world I dreamt of was in a book. 


No matter how much I wished that I could be there, in the Inkworld, I could not. I could read, and for a little while, I could be in the world, in the pages of the book. I have re-visited that book many times since the first time I read it. Each time I pick up that book I am once again enraptured by the world I find within the pages. Each of the characters captures my attention every time I begin again. The way Fenoglio, the Inkweaver, writes his world, his ability to change the events that will take place, is an inspiration for me. I have found that while I cannot actually live in the Inkworld, I can escape to many different worlds in the pages of a book, or create my own world. Fenoglio’s creation inspires me to write the world the way I would like it to be. Inkspell was the sequel to the book that I loved; and, as I hoped, it did enchant me as much as the first one, if not more. I find within Inkspell a world that is an escape from everyday reality. I know that on any bad day, all I need do is pick up the book and wander the Wayless Wood. 

