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The Cat's Secret
Elevator

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



Marigold was a ginger cat with cream paws and a pink nose.
She wore a thin red collar with a tiny brass key charm that
jingled when she walked. Every day she explored every corner
of the cozy house. She was bold, playful, and always curious.
One sunny morning, she noticed something new: a small, shiny
door set right into the old bookshelf.
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The little door was no bigger than a mouse hole, with tiny
brass buttons beside it. Marigold's amber eyes grew wide.
"What's in there?" she purred. She pressed the top button with
her nose. Ding! The door slid open, showing a little elevator
car. It looked just big enough for one small cat.
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Marigold stepped inside, her striped tail curling with
excitement. The elevator was lined with soft velvet and had a
tiny lever. She tapped it with her paw. The door closed with a
gentle whoosh. Down, down, down went the elevator, smooth
and quiet. Marigold's whiskers twitched. Where was it taking
her?




The door opened onto a street no wider than a ribbon. Tiny
houses with painted doors lined the lane, and little lamps
glowed. A creature about as tall as a teacup hurried over. He
had pale lavender skin, tufty silver hair, and bright green eyes.
He wore a blue button coat and a yellow scarf. "Hello! I'm Pip,"
he said cheerfully. "Welcome to the miniature city!"
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Pip lifted his tiny lantern. "You must be curious to ride the
elevator," he said. "Most big folk never find it!" Marigold
purred. "I am very curious," she said. Pip grinned. "Then
follow me! I'll show you the heroes and villains. They all live in
the books up above." Marigold's tail swished. This was already
a big adventure.




Pip led Marigold to a city square with a fountain made from a
thimble. A tiny knight stood on a spool of thread, his red cape
fluttering. He had curly brown hair and a small scar on one
cheek. His armor was made of shiny paper clips, and he held a
wooden sword. "Welcome, giant cat!" he called. "I am Sir
Bramble, bravest knight in the books!"
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Sir Bramble bowed dramatically. "I have fought many battles,"
he said, waving his wooden sword. "Dragons, ogres, and... er, a
very large beetle." Marigold tried not to giggle. Pip whispered,
"He's very brave, but sometimes he trips over his cape." Sir
Bramble pretended not to hear. "Would you like to see the city?
I shall be your guide!"




Just then, a tall black hat wobbled around the corner. Under it
was a little man with slick black hair and a thin curled
mustache. He wore a plum velvet coat with gold buttons.
"Behold!" he cried. "I am Count Grumble, the most terrible
villain in all the books! Tremble before me!" He shook his
cane, but it slipped, and he tripped over his cape.
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Marigold reached out a paw and helped him up. "Are you all
right?" she asked. Count Grumble blinked his violet eyes. "I
meant to do that," he said. "It was a... villainous tumble!" Pip
laughed. "Count Grumble is not scary," he whispered. "He just
likes to boast." The Count dusted off his hat and grinned a silly
grin.



Sir Bramble stepped forward. "Count Grumble, let's show our
guest the city together!" The Count nodded. "Very well. But I
shall be the one to lead the way!" He marched ahead, but his
boot caught on a cobblestone, and he wobbled again. Marigold
caught him by the sleeve. "Perhaps we can walk side by side,"
she suggested. And so they did.
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They explored every little street. They passed a bakery where
tiny bakers rolled dough the size of peas. They saw a library
where book characters read their own stories. Marigold met a
brave mouse in a tailcoat and a silly troll who told jokes.
Everyone was friendly and glad to see her. The miniature city
was full of wonders.
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At the end of the day, Pip led Marigold back to the elevator.
"“You must come again," he said. Sir Bramble bowed. "I shall
tell you more tales of my bravery!" Count Grumble twirled his
mustache. "And I shall think of new villainous deeds... maybe

tomorrow." Marigold purred. "I will definitely come back," she
promised.
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Marigold stepped into the elevator and pressed the bottom
button with her nose. Ding! The door closed, and up she went.
When she stepped out into the sunny room, the bookshelf
looked ordinary again. But Marigold knew the secret. She
touched her brass key charm and smiled. The bookshelf held a
whole world inside.




From that day on, Marigold visited the miniature city often.
She made friends with heroes and villains alike. Sir Bramble
taught her to bow, and Count Grumble taught her to twirl a
mustache (which is hard for a cat). Pip always greeted her
with a cheerful "Hello!" And every visit was a new adventure.
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Marigold learned that being curious can lead to wonderful
discoveries. She found a tiny elevator, a miniature city, and
friends she never expected. All because she pressed a little
button. So if you ever see something strange and small, don't
be afraid to look closer. You might find a secret of your own.
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And if you listen carefully, you might hear a faint ding from the
bookshelf. Marigold will be there, her amber eyes bright,
ready for another adventure. Because curiosity is a key that
opens the most surprising doors. And the bookshelf will always
hold its wonderful secret, waiting for a curious cat to find it.
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