


The Fox's Little Library

Çınar BİBER



In the heart of the green forest, where sunlight danced

through leaves, lived a gentle fox with bright russet fur and a

cream chest. He wore small round wire glasses and a soft

green knitted scarf. Every day he carried a brown canvas

satchel full of books. He loved stories more than anything, and

he wished he had someone to share them with.
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One morning, the fox found a hollow tree with a wide, cozy

room inside. "This would make a perfect little library!" he said,

his amber eyes sparkling. He swept the floor, stacked logs for

shelves, and set out his favorite books. He hung a sign that

read: The Little Library. All Friends Welcome. Then he sat by

the door and waited.
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The first to arrive was a shy hedgehog in a tiny red knitted

vest, with a miniature book bag on his back. He peeked around

the door, his little black nose twitching. "Is it true anyone can

come in?" he whispered. "Of course!" said the fox, waving him

inside. "Stories are better when they're shared." The hedgehog

smiled and chose a small book about a brave mouse.
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The hedgehog settled into a corner and began to read. Soon a

rabbit hopped in, her long ears twitching and her yellow polka-

dot neckerchief fluttering. She carried a woven basket full of

books. "I heard there's a library!" she said. "I brought stories

to trade. I've read them all twice!" The fox laughed and helped

her stack them on a shelf.
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Not long after, a tall owl swooped in on silent wings. She wore

a deep blue shawl with tiny stars, and a leather bookmark

peeked from behind one wing. "I have old tales from the tall

pines," she said in a soothing voice. "Would you like to hear

one?" Everyone nodded. Owl read about a moonlit journey, and

the room grew still and warm.
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The fox smiled as more friends arrived. A squirrel brought a

story about hidden acorns. A mole shared a tale from deep

underground. A family of mice told a tiny adventure from the

meadow. Each story was different, and each one felt like a gift.

The little library was filling up with tales from all over the

woods.
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The rabbit bustled around, keeping the shelves tidy. She

traded books with everyone, matching stories to readers.

"Here's a funny one for you," she said to the hedgehog. "And a

mystery for you," she told the fox. The hedgehog carried small

books to friends who couldn't reach the high shelves. Everyone

helped, and everyone felt useful.
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One afternoon, the fox noticed that some friends sat quietly,

too shy to speak. The hedgehog sometimes hid behind a shelf.

A little mouse never raised her paw. "Maybe we can take turns

reading aloud," the fox suggested. "That way, every voice can

be heard." The friends looked at one another and nodded.
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So they began. The hedgehog read first, his voice soft but

clear. Everyone listened closely. Then the rabbit read a lively

tale, hopping with excitement. The owl read a calm, dreamy

story. Even the shy mouse read a few lines, and everyone

cheered. The reading room filled with voices, laughter, and the

rustle of turning pages.
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As the days passed, the library became the coziest spot in the

forest. Friends came to read, to listen, and to trade books.

They shared stories from the tall pines, the deep burrows, and

the sunny meadows. The fox's satchel grew lighter as his

books found new homes. "A book is happiest when it's being

read," he said with a smile.
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Then one day, a storm blew through the forest. Wind rattled

the hollow tree, and rain dripped through a crack in the roof.

The friends huddled together, worried about the books. "We

can fix this!" said the rabbit. The hedgehog gathered leaves,

the owl spread her wings over the shelves, and the fox found a

patch of moss. Together, they mended the roof.
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When the storm passed, the sun shone again. The friends

looked at their little library. It was a bit crooked, but it was dry

and warm. "We did it together," said the fox. The hedgehog

nodded. "That's what friends are for." They celebrated with a

story marathon, reading aloud until the stars came out.
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From that day on, the library was busier than ever. New

readers arrived every day, drawn by the sign that said All

Friends Welcome. The fox greeted each one with a warm

smile. The rabbit traded books, the hedgehog helped with

pages, and the owl told tales from the tall pines. Everyone had

a story to share, and everyone had a friend to share it with.

13



The fox sat by the window, his green scarf wrapped snugly, and

watched his friends reading together. He felt a warm glow in

his chest. He had built a little library, but his friends had filled

it with heart. Stories had brought them all closer, and the

forest felt smaller and kinder because of it.

14



So if you ever wander through the green forest, look for a

hollow tree with a sign by the door. Inside, you'll find a cozy

room full of books and friends. The fox will offer you a story,

and the hedgehog will find you a seat. The rabbit will trade

you a book, and the owl will read aloud. The little library is

always open, and everyone is welcome.
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And the fox smiles as new readers arrive every day, because he

knows that books bring communities together. Sharing stories

makes friends of strangers and turns a hollow tree into a

home. The little library grows, story by story, and the forest is

a happier place because of it.
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