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​The Cat with a Library Card
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In the middle of a quiet town, nestled between the post office and a bakery that always smelled of cinnamon, stood a small library with ivy on the walls and a bell that jingled sweetly whenever someone came in.

One rainy Tuesday afternoon, as the librarian Mrs. Penumbra was alphabetising the encyclopedias (again), the bell jingled and in walked a cat.

He was not a particularly grand cat. He had no glossy coat or fancy breed. In fact, he looked quite ordinary. Slightly soggy, whiskers twitching, tail curled like a question mark. But what made him extraordinary was what he did next.

He walked up to the front desk.

Sat down.

And stared at Mrs. Penumbra.

“Can I... help you?” she asked, as politely as one can when speaking to a cat.

The cat said nothing, of course. He simply leapt onto the counter, padded over to the computer keyboard, and tapped it once, twice, with his paw. Then he jumped down and sat beside the returns trolley.

From that day on, the cat came back every morning at ten. And every day, he borrowed a book.

He never used a library card (at least, not a human one). But every book he chose was marked with a little pawprint in the top corner of the borrowing slip. No one had ever trained him. No one knew where he came from. But the librarians decided not to ask too many questions.

They named him Chapter, because he liked to sit in the middle of storytime and blink thoughtfully at the cliffhangers.

At first, the cat simply wandered the shelves on his own. He curled up in the poetry section, or pawed through encyclopedias about birds, or gazed with great interest at atlases, as if plotting a journey no one else could see.

But then the children began to notice something.

Little Ellie, who was too shy to read aloud in class, found a book about a mouse who roared like a lion tucked into her backpack.

Theo, who said books were boring, found a mystery novel left on his chair—and finished it in one sitting.

Even grumpy Max, who only came to the library to use the printer, once found a story about a lonely robot beside his sandwich. He didn’t admit to reading it. But he did come back the next day.

Chapter never said a word. But somehow, he always knew.

“Perhaps he’s a kind of story-sensor,” whispered Mrs. Penumbra to her colleague one afternoon.

“A bibliopsychic,” added the assistant librarian.

“A cat with excellent taste,” said Ellie, who now came to the library every day after school.

No one was quite sure how Chapter chose his books. But his pawprint remained on each one, as if sealing it with approval.

Then one day, he disappeared.

It was a sunny Thursday in June. The bell jingled once at opening time, and again at closing. But there was no sign of the cat. His cushion in the reading nook remained unrumpled. His pawprint was missing from the borrowing log.

Everyone waited.

Friday came. No Chapter.

Saturday came. Still no Chapter.

Children peeked into the stacks. Grown-ups asked if perhaps he’d gone on holiday. But no one had ever seen Chapter arrive or leave. He had simply... been there.

That night, Mrs. Penumbra found a single book resting on the counter. A slim, leather-bound volume with no title. Inside was a note, written in perfect looping script:


"Dear friends,

I’ve read everything I needed. Thank you for the stories. I’ll leave you some of mine.

Yours, Chapter."



And sure enough, the stories began to appear.

Short tales folded into books like bookmarks. A story about a squirrel who built a flying machine. A fable about a castle made of whispers. A poem about the moon’s secret library.
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