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Chapter One: To the Tree House 
Brrrr-ing! Jack’s alarm clock rang. “I got to get to the tree house”. Jack thought. He got 

out of bed and put his jeans,his T-shirt and backpack on. He slipped his master librarian card 
into his backpack. Annie came in dressed and ready. “Ready Jack”? she asked. “Ready” Jack 
huffed. Jack and Annie headed into the kitchen. They saw their mother cooking bacon on the 
stove. “Mmmm that smells good mom,” said Annie. “Thank you Annie,” their mother replied.  

Jack and Annie quickly slipped into the cool morning air. They walked down the street 
and into the woods. Jack and Annie slowly made their way through the woods until they reached 
the ladder. Jack and Annie scrambled up the ladder and into the tree house. Jack found a book 
lying on top of a couple others. The title read: England a Long Time Ago. He pointed to the 
picture and said, “I wish we could go there.” Just then, the treehouse started to spin. It spun 
faster and faster, then everything was still. Absolutely still. 
 

Chapter Two: Welcome to England 
Annie poked her head out of the window. “Jack, look!” Annie said. Jack put the England 

book in his backpack and looked out the window with Annie. What he saw took his breath away. 
Thousands of armed men on horseback and on the ground marched toward an ancient-looking 
town. “Let’s go,” said Annie heading towards the door. “Wait, I have to look in the book,” said 
Jack. He flipped through the pages of the book until he found a picture that looked just like the 
scenery outside. Jack read the caption aloud to Annie. “William the Conqueror’s army meets 
King Harold’s army at a town called Hastings, in 1066 A.D. This famous battle was called the 
Battle of Hastings. Jack and Annie went down the ladder and into the open field. Just then, the 
leaves in the woods behind them rustled. Jack turned around and stared at the forest. “What’s 
wrong?” Annie asked. “I just heard something,” Jack answered. “Let’s find out, maybe it’s King 
Harold’s army,” said Annie. “Maybe, but probably not,” Jack said. “Stop!” a voice suddenly said. 
“I was right!” Annie screamed as she took off through the field. A man dressed in armor and 
armed with a sword broke through the branches. “Get those messengers!” he yelled angrily. A 
group of soldiers appeared and surrounded Jack. Another group came out and started chasing 
Annie, who was almost to the opposite army. Jack watched her enter the army line. Quickly, the 
other army started coming towards Jack. The soldiers around Jack started closing in on him. 
One grabbed him by the throat and pointed a sharp dagger at his chest. Just then, a soldier on 
horseback appeared and stabbed the man holding Jack with a pointed sword. Jack looked up. 
There Annie sat! She jumped off and started walking towards the treehouse. Jack took one last 
look at the soldier then turned around and followed Annie. He slowly climbed up the ladder, and 
into the treehouse. Jack scanned the floor till his eyes fell on the Pennsylvania book. He 



snatched the book and found the picture of the Frog Creek Woods. Jack pointed to the picture, 
and said “I wish we could go there.” Just then, the treehouse started to spin. It spun faster and 
faster, then everything was still. Absolutely still. 
Jack and Annie scrambled down the ladder and into the dark, cool forest. They felt through 
wood and onto the street. They quickly ran home. Jack slowly opened the door. “Breakfast is 
ready,” their mother called out. “Coming!” Annie said.  
The End 


