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In a quiet forest, where tall trees whispered secrets, lived a fox
with fur like autumn leaves. His chest and muzzle were white
as snow, and his amber eyes sparkled with curiosity. Each
morning, he carried a small cloth satchel and explored new
paths. He loved finding hidden treasures, but he never
dreamed of what he would find today.
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One misty morning, the fox followed a narrow trail behind a
waterfall. Behind the water, he spotted a small wooden door
with a golden knob. He pushed it open and gasped. Inside was
a room filled with books, and every page glittered like
sunshine. The golden books glowed softly on wooden shelves
that reached the ceiling.




The fox stepped closer, his bushy tail swishing with
excitement. He had never seen such beautiful books. He ran
his paw gently over a cover, and it felt warm. 'These books are
mine to protect,' he whispered. He decided to keep the library
a secret and guard it always. He sat down, proud and happy,
surrounded by golden light.




Every day, the fox visited the library. He dusted the shelves
with his tail and checked that no rain leaked through the roof.
He carried a small feather duster in his satchel and polished
the golden spines until they shone. He loved the books more
than anything, and he wanted to keep them safe forever.
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One afternoon, a tiny sound came from the doorway. A little
mouse with soft grey fur and a blue neck scarf peeked inside.
Her pink ears twitched, and her black eyes widened at the
golden books. 'Oh, may I read one?' she asked politely. The fox
frowned and shook his head. 'No,' he said. 'These books are
mine alone.'



The mouse did not leave. She stepped forward, her little pink
paws quiet on the floor. 'T could help you,' she said. ' am small,
and I can clean the corners you cannot reach.' The fox looked
at her. He did not want to share, but the library was dusty.
‘Very well,' he grumbled. '"You may help, but do not touch the
books.'




The mouse smiled and pulled a tiny broom from her pocket.
She swept the floor while the fox watched. She found cobwebs
in the corners and dust behind the shelves. She worked quietly
and carefully. The fox began to feel a little ashamed. The
mouse was kind and helpful, and she had not asked for
anything in return.




That night, a storm blew in. Rain pounded on the roof, and
wind rattled the windows. The fox hurried to the library and
found a leak dripping onto a golden book. He gasped and tried
to cover it with his paws, but the water spread. Then the
mouse appeared with a folded cloth. 'Quick!' she squeaked.
‘We must protect the books!"




Together, they climbed the shelves. The mouse squeezed into a
narrow gap and placed the cloth under the leak. The fox held a
bucket to catch the drops. They worked side by side until the
rain stopped. The golden books were safe. The fox looked at
the mouse and smiled. 'Thank you,' he said softly. 'You saved
them.'




The next day, the fox showed the mouse how to polish the
golden spines with a soft cloth. The mouse showed the fox how
to reach the highest shelves by standing on a stool. They
laughed and talked as they worked. The fox realized that
sharing the library made it feel even more special. He was no
longer alone.




The fox took a deep breath. 'l am sorry I said no,' he said. "You
may read the golden books. You may read them whenever you
like.' The mouse's eyes sparkled. She chose a small book and
opened it carefully. The golden pages shimmered. 'Thank you,'
she whispered. 'l will take good care of them.'
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From that day on, the fox and the mouse cared for the library
together. They cleaned the shelves and protected the golden
books from rain and dust. The mouse read stories aloud while
the fox listened, his amber eyes glowing. They learned that
knowledge is a treasure best kept safe and shared with a
friend.
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Word spread through the forest about the golden library. Other
animals came to read, and the fox welcomed them with a
smile. The mouse taught the smaller creatures how to turn
pages gently. The fox taught them how to keep the books dry.
The library became a happy place, filled with readers of all
sizes.

13



L

The fox no longer felt proud and protective in a lonely way. He
felt proud of what they had built together. He carried his
feather duster and his satchel, but now he also carried a warm
feeling in his heart. The mouse wore her blue scarf and held
her tiny broom, always ready to help. They were the best of
friends.
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Every evening, the fox and the mouse sat by the window and
watched the sunset. They talked about the stories they had
read and the friends they had made. The golden books shone
around them, and the library felt like home. They knew that
sharing made everything better, and they were happy.
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And so, the fox's golden library stayed safe and bright. The fox
learned that keeping books locked away is not as good as
sharing them with friends. The mouse learned that kindness
opens doors. Together, they made sure the golden pages shine
for everyone, today and always. The end.
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