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world she was talking about. Dylan read the rest of  
the flyer. It contained only these few words: 

“Pass through the church garden gate for 
more.” The path that led from the gate 

was immediately swallowed up by 
the thick woods that came right 
up to the garden fence.

Dylan felt that he must at 
least start down the path, 
to see if  he could find out 
what the red paper meant. 
He would hurry, just for 
five minutes, then make 
it up by running back to 
the hotel. 

As it turned out, 
it took Dylan only 
three minutes of  
winding through 

trees and around 
corners to learn what 

he needed to know. The 
road emerged from a par-

ticularly thick stand of  trees 
into a clearing, then turned 

abruptly to avoid going over 
the edge of  a precipice. Dylan 

stepped out to the edge and 
looked down into a valley. Nes-

tled in this valley was a town. Dylan 
had never seen a town like this one 

before. Every building had its own unique 
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and beautiful appearance, as though a school of  architects 
had held a contest here to see who could design the most 
wonderful building. The whole town was surrounded by a 
high wall, which glistened in the sunlight with bright gleams 
of  first one color, then another. The city was not so far below 
that Dylan could not hear sounds floating up from it. He held 
his breath to listen and caught traces of  music unlike any he 
had ever heard, so beautiful that he immediately decided he 
had never really heard music until that moment. Every now 
and then, a fragrance wafted up to him from below as well, 
a fragrance so delicious that he closed his eyes and breathed 
in as deeply as he could. 

“What is this?” he whispered to himself, looking around 
for some clue to the astonishing city. Then he saw the signs. 
“VISTA POINT,” the small one by the side of  the path read. The 
second line of  the same sign said, “CITY OF HOLIDAY.” Another 
sign stretched from tree to tree over the top of  the path, which 
continued along the edge of  the precipice, evidently to a way 
down into the valley. This sign said, “ENTRANCE TO HOLIDAY 
STRAIGHT AHEAD.” 

If  that’s Holiday down there, Dylan thought, where have we been 

all this time? He stepped under the sign and turned around 
to see what it said on the other side. To his amazement, he 
read the words, “HOLIDAY VISITORS’ CENTER” and saw an 
arrow pointing back the way he had come. He looked back 
down into the valley at what was, evidently, the real Holiday. 
The streets of  this town held sights and sounds and smells 
that made the old Holiday, the one Dylan had always loved, 
seem like just a little model of  something. Visitors’ center? Dylan 
thought. We’ve spent every vacation of  my life in Holiday and we’ve 
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never gotten past the Visitors’ Center? Well, it was time to remedy 
that now! 

Intent on seeing the “more” promised by the flyer, Dylan 
hurried off  down the path. From somewhere very close, a mo-
tor whirred. A long wooden barricade slammed down in front 
of  Dylan. Only then did he notice the little guard booth with 
the man inside. “Sorry,” the man said to Dylan, “authorized 
personnel only.”

“Well, then what does this mean?” Dylan asked him, polite 
but insistent. He held up the flyer. “It seems to be an adver-
tisement of  some kind, and it tells people that they can see 
more of  Holiday. Why does it say that if  people can’t really 
go down there and get in?”

The guard examined the bright red flyer. A minute went by 
in silence. Then the guard said, “It doesn’t say if  they want to 
see more; it just says ‘for more.’”

Dylan did not see how that made any difference. “Okay, but 
still,” he said, “how can that be if  people can’t get in?”
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The guard examined the flyer for another silent minute. 
“And,” he pointed out, “it doesn’t say ‘if  you want to see more 
of  Holiday’; it asks if  you want to ‘keep Holiday.’” 

Dylan sighed. “But the point is,” he said, “that it tells people 
to go through the church garden gate, but you’re saying they 
can’t get into Holiday.”

“I’m not saying people can’t get into Holiday,” the guard 
protested. “I’m saying only authorized people can get in. I don’t 
make the rules,” he added, “I just help keep them.”

“Well, then, how are people authorized to get in?” Dylan 
asked. “Can I get authorized? I’d really like to see more—I 
mean, I’d really like more,” he corrected himself. “And I’ve 
been wondering how to keep Holiday. Who authorizes people 
to go in?”

“The Founder does,” the guard answered helpfully. “And 
I can’t think of  any reason why he wouldn’t authorize you, 
when he’s authorized so many others.”

“Okay,” Dylan said, encouraged. “Where do I find the 
Founder?”

“Oh, you can’t find the Founder; he finds you,” the guard 
replied. “He’s not just the Founder; he’s the finder too!” He 
chuckled. “That rhymed!” Then he grew serious. “But until 
he finds you, I’ll have to ask you to go back the way you came. 
You can’t go in.”

Dylan’s shoulders slumped with disappointment. He turned 
away from the barricade and looked back down over the edge, 
at streets that glittered with the promise of  wonders he had 
never known. He closed his eyes to better smell the scents 
that the breeze carried up. They were scents that could go 
to your head and make you forget everything, yet they were 
delicate enough to make you long for more. As he stood there, 
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eyes closed, breathing in the wonderful fragrances, the music 
swelled from below so he could hear every note distinctly. It 
played just for him; he was sure of  it. He must go where it 
called—but instead, he had to turn away and head back to 
his family’s lodging, the little hotel that was only a part of  the 
Visitors’ Center.




