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In the quiet town library, where tall shelves stood like friendly
giants, lived a little mouse named Milo. He was no bigger than

a thumb, with warm grey fur and a cream belly. His large
round ears twitched at every sound, and his bright amber eyes
sparkled with curiosity. Milo wore a tiny red neckerchief and a
brown leather tool belt filled with miniature tools: a hammer, a
needle, a glue pot, and a spool of thread. He loved the library
more than anything.




Every night, when the librarian, Margaret, locked the doors
and went home, Milo came out of his cozy hole behind the
history section. The library was his kingdom. He would scurry
along the shelves, sniffing the old paper and listening to the
silence. But Milo noticed something sad: many books were
damaged. Pages were torn, covers were loose, and spines were
cracked. 'These poor books,' he whispered. 'They need help.'
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Milo decided to help. He climbed onto the repair table and
opened his tiny tool belt. With his miniature hammer, he
tapped loose covers back into place. With his needle and
thread, he stitched torn pages. With his glue pot, he mended
cracked spines. All night long, he worked carefully and quietly.
By morning, the books looked much better. Milo smiled,
packed his tools, and scurried back to his hole before anyone
saw him.
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For many nights, Milo repaired books. He fixed a fairy tale
book with a torn cover, a poetry book with a loose page, and a
cookbook with a cracked spine. The books looked happier, and
Milo felt proud. But he was very secret. He didn't want anyone
to know. 'Librarians might not like a mouse in their library,' he
thought. So he always finished before sunrise and left no trace
except neatly mended books.




One morning, Margaret noticed something strange. A book
that had been torn was now perfectly mended. 'T didn't fix
this,' she said, pushing her round glasses up her nose. She
looked closely. The stitches were tiny and neat. "Who could
have done this?' She checked other books and found more
repairs. Margaret was curious. She decided to stay late and
watch. That night, she hid behind a shelf and waited.
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Milo came out as usual. He didn't know Margaret was
watching. He climbed onto the table and began to work.
Margaret's eyes opened wide. A tiny mouse with a red
neckerchief and a tool belt was repairing a book! She watched
as he stitched and glued with great care. Margaret smiled. She
didn't want to frighten him. So she stayed hidden until Milo
finished and went back to his hole.
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The next morning, Margaret left a tiny note on the repair
table. It said: 'Thank you for fixing the books. You are a
wonderful helper.' Milo found the note and his whiskers
trembled with surprise. She knew! But she wasn't angry. Milo
felt happy. That night, he wrote a note back: 'You are welcome.
I love the library.' Margaret found it and laughed. They
became secret friends.
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Then one day, a big sign appeared on the library door:
'CLOSED FOR RENOVATIONS.' Margaret looked worried. 'The
oldest books must be packed and protected,' she said. 'But
there are so many, and I can't do it alone.' Milo heard her. He
scurried out of his hole and stood on the table. 'l can help,' he
squeaked. Margaret's eyes widened, but then she smiled. 'Yes,
little friend, I think you can.'



Together, they got to work. Margaret gently lifted the oldest
books from the shelves and placed them in boxes. Milo
checked each one for damage. He mended torn pages and
tightened loose covers with his tiny tools. He was quick and
careful. Margaret wrapped the books in soft cloth and stacked
the boxes. "We make a good team,' she said. Milo nodded, his
red neckerchief bobbing. All day long, they worked side by
side.




The oldest collection was huge. There were books with leather
covers, books with gold letters, and books with pictures. Some
were very fragile. Milo handled them with his tiny paws, gentle
as a feather. Margaret watched him and felt glad. "You care
about these books as much as I do,' she said. Milo's amber

eyes shone. 'They are our books,' he squeaked. 'We must keep
them safe.'




As they worked, Margaret found a book with a torn map. 'This
is the oldest book in the library,' she said. 'It's a history of our
town.' Milo looked at the torn page. 'l can fix it,' he said. He
used his needle and thread to mend the tear. Then he glued a
loose corner. Margaret clapped her hands softly. 'You are a
true book doctor,' she said. Milo felt proud.
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They packed all the old books into boxes and stored them in a
dry, safe room. Margaret locked the door with a key from her
belt. 'Now they will be safe during the renovations,' she said.
Milo looked at the empty shelves. 'What about the other
books?' he asked. "We will clean and mend them too,"' said
Margaret. 'And when the library reopens, everything will be
bright and new.’
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For weeks, Margaret and Milo worked. They cleaned dusty
shelves, mended torn pages, and sorted books. Milo repaired
dozens of books with his tiny tools. Margaret painted the walls
a sunny yellow. They laughed and talked as they worked.
Sometimes Margaret brought cheese for Milo, and he brought
her small flowers from the garden. The library grew more
beautiful every day.
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Finally, the renovations were done. The library shone with
fresh paint and tidy shelves. Margaret unlocked the safe room
and brought out the oldest books. Milo helped place them back
on the shelves. They looked beautiful. 'Thank you, Milo,'
Margaret said. 'You saved our oldest collection.' Milo smiled.
'It was fun,' he said. 'And now the library is better than ever.'

14



On reopening day, children and grown-ups came to see the
new library. They gasped at the bright walls and the neatly
arranged books. Margaret stood by the door, greeting
everyone. Milo watched from his hole, his red neckerchief
bright. He saw a girl pick up a mended book and smile. "This
book looks brand new!' she said. Milo's heart swelled with joy.
He had helped make that happen.
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That evening, Margaret left a tiny thank-you card on the repair
table. It said: 'To Milo, the library mouse, with gratitude.' Next
to it was a tiny piece of cheese. Milo found it and smiled. He
looked around the quiet library, at the books he had mended,
and felt happy. He knew that caring for shared things, like
books, makes the world better for everyone. And he was proud
to be part of it.




