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In a bend of the river where the water ran clear and cold, lived
a young otter named Pip. Pip loved to explore, and his little
reed satchel always swung at his side. One morning, he
followed a sparkling stream that tumbled over smooth stones.
The stream led him to a waterfall that roared and foamed,
hiding something behind its curtain of water.
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Pip had never seen such a waterfall. It thundered and
splashed, and a fine mist floated in the air. He paddled closer,
whiskers twitching. Through the falling water, he thought he
saw a dark shape. Was it a cave? Was it a secret? His round
dark eyes grew wide with wonder. He took a deep breath and
dove through the waterfall.




Behind the water, Pip found a quiet cave. And inside the cave,
he found books! Books stacked on ledges, books in wooden
crates, books piled on the floor. The cave was a hidden library,
cold and damp. Water dripped from the ceiling, and some
books were wet and wrinkled. Pip's heart thumped. Who would
leave such treasures here?




Pip picked up a soggy book and turned its pages carefully. The
pictures were faded, and the words were smudged. 'These
books are getting ruined!' he cried. He tried to dry one with
his paws, but it only grew more crumpled. He needed help. He
remembered the old turtle who lived by the reeds, known for
being wise and kind.




Pip hurried to find the turtle. He found her basking on a warm
stone, her mossy shell gleaming. She wore tiny round
spectacles and a soft ochre scarf. "Turtle,' Pip panted, 'l found
a library under the waterfall, but the books are wet!' The turtle
smiled a slow, knowing smile. 'Lead the way, little otter,' she
said. 'We have work to do.'




Back at the cave, the turtle looked around carefully. 'First, we
must move the books to a dry place,' she said. Pip gathered the
books in his strong paws and carried them out from under the
drip. The turtle used her long neck to reach high shelves.
Together they stacked the books on a flat rock warmed by a
sunbeam that peeked through a crack.
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Next, the turtle showed Pip how to dry the pages. 'Lay them
open in the sun,' she explained, 'and turn them gently so they
don't stick.' Pip did as she said, and the pages fluttered in the
warm breeze. The turtle mixed a paste from river clay and
water to mend torn pages. Pip carefully pressed the pieces
together, his whiskers twitching with concentration.
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They worked all day, and slowly the books began to heal. Some
had wrinkled covers; others had loose pages. Pip learned to
stitch a binding with tough grass, and the turtle showed him
how to press a book flat under a smooth stone. 'Books are like
friends,' the turtle said. 'They need care to last.' Pip nodded,
feeling proud of each mended book.
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As the sun set, they finished the last book. The library was now
dry and tidy. Pip looked at the rows of books and smiled. "We
saved them!' he cheered. The turtle adjusted her spectacles.
‘Yes,' she said, 'but a library is not truly a library until it is
shared. Tomorrow, we will open it to everyone.' Pip's eyes
sparkled at the idea.




That night, Pip slept curled up next to the books, dreaming of
stories. In the morning, he and the turtle made a sign from a
piece of driftwood. It said: 'Everyone welcome. Books to
borrow.' They placed it at the edge of the river where all the
animals could see. Then they waited, hoping someone would
come.
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The first visitor was a rabbit in a blue vest, balancing a stack
of books on one paw. 'l heard there was a library!' she said.
‘May I borrow a book?' Pip beamed. 'Of course!' He helped her
choose a story about faraway lands. The rabbit hopped away
happily, her nose twitching with excitement. The turtle winked
at Pip. 'See?' she said. 'Sharing is the best part.'
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Soon more animals arrived. A little hedgehog in a red knitted
cap shuffled in, carrying a tiny canvas bag. 'I've never
borrowed a book before,' she whispered. Pip showed her a
picture book about a brave mouse. Her black bead eyes grew
wide with delight. 'T'll take good care of it," she promised. The
library was full of friendly chatter and rustling pages.
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From that day on, the library under the waterfall was never
empty. Animals came to read, to borrow, and to return. Pip and
the turtle kept the books dry and mended. The otter learned
that the golden treasure was not the books themselves, but the
joy of sharing them. And every evening, Pip would curl up with
a good book, happy that his discovery had brought friends
together.




The waterfall still roared, but now it guarded a warm and
welcoming place. Pip wore his reed satchel proudly, always
carrying a book to share. The turtle kept her shell-shaped
bookmark close, ready to lend a hand. And the animals knew
that whenever they wanted a story, they could find one
beneath the falls.
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One day, the rabbit returned her book and said, 'Thank you,
Pip! This story made me laugh.' The hedgehog brought back
hers, too, with a tiny drawing she had made. Pip realized that
every book shared created a new friendship. The library was
not just a cave full of books; it was a home for stories and
smiles.




And so, the otter who once played alone now played among
friends, all because he had dared to look behind a waterfall.
The golden library taught them all that knowledge grows when
it is shared, and that the best treasures are the ones we give
away.




