


The Floating Bookshop

Yavuz DEMİRKIRAN



One breezy morning, the village of Willowfield looked up and

gasped. A little shop was floating in the sky, tied to dozens of

enormous balloons. It drifted gently over the rooftops, past the

church tower, and stopped right above the village green.

Children ran out of their houses, pointing and whispering.

Even the baker left his bread to cool and came outside to

stare.
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The floating bookshop had a crooked chimney, a round green

door, and windows full of twinkling lights. A rope ladder

dangled down, swaying in the wind. Out stepped a small,

stooped lady with warm brown skin and silver hair in a loose

bun. She wore a long teal coat with brass buttons and a scarf

patterned with tiny books. 'Hello!' she called. 'I'm Mrs.

Marlow. Would anyone like to visit my bookshop?'
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Pip was the first to move. With freckled cheeks and a chipped

front tooth, she grinned and dashed forward. 'Me! Me!' she

shouted, her red boots splashing in a puddle. Toby, tall and

careful, followed with his compass swinging on its string. A

small lavender creature peeked from Mrs. Marlow's satchel—

Luna, with silver eyes and a tail that glowed faintly. 'Come

aboard,' said Mrs. Marlow, 'but mind the balloons.'
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The children climbed the rope ladder one by one, the shop

swaying gently beneath them. Inside, shelves stretched from

floor to ceiling, stuffed with books of every colour. Some had

locks on their covers; others had tiny doors or folded maps

tucked into their spines. 'These are puzzle books,' said Mrs.

Marlow, her amber eyes twinkling. 'Each one holds a mystery

to solve or a miniature adventure to explore.'
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Pip grabbed a book with a golden key on the cover and opened

it. Inside, a tiny paper maze unfolded itself, and a little printed

mouse asked for help finding the cheese. 'Look at this!' she

cried. Toby chose a book of star maps and secret codes. Luna,

the small lavender helper, scurried along the shelves, her

glowing tail lighting up the darkest corners. 'She senses

things,' Mrs. Marlow said. 'Especially the wind.'
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For a while, the floating bookshop was the happiest place in

Willowfield. Children solved riddles, unfolded paper dragons,

and followed tiny maps through imaginary forests. Toby

cracked a code that spelled 'READ MORE' and laughed out

loud. Pip helped three friends find a hidden door in a pop-up

castle. 'Every book opens a new idea,' said Mrs. Marlow,

smiling. 'And every idea opens a new door.'
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Then Luna's ears twitched. She stood very still, her silver eyes

wide, and her tail glowed bright as a candle. 'What is it?' asked

Toby. Luna squeaked and pointed her tiny paw toward the

window. Outside, the sky had turned grey, and the balloons

were tugging hard at their ropes. The wind was rising fast. 'A

storm wind,' said Mrs. Marlow quietly. 'We must be careful.'
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The wind grew stronger. The shop swayed and creaked like a

ship on a rough sea. A book slid off a shelf and fluttered to the

floor. 'The balloons are pulling us away!' cried Pip. Through

the window, the children saw the village green shrinking

below. Mrs. Marlow held the door frame. 'I fear the shop may

blow away before you finish your books,' she said. 'I need

help.'
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Pip's green eyes flashed. 'Everyone, hold on!' she shouted.

'Grab the ropes and don't let go!' The children scrambled to

the windows and caught the dangling ropes. Toby studied the

way the balloons leaned and pulled. 'The wind is coming from

the west,' he said, checking his compass. 'We need to tie the

ropes to something heavy and anchor the shop down.'
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Toby pointed to the thick iron ring on the shop's floor, used for

tying up parcels. 'We can loop the ropes through this ring and

fasten them to the big oak tree below,' he said. 'But someone

must climb down and tie the knots.' Pip volunteered at once.

'I'm small and quick,' she said. With Toby guiding her, she

climbed down the swaying ladder, her yellow raincoat flapping

like a flag.
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On the ground, Pip looped the ropes around the sturdy oak

trunk. Toby lowered more ropes from above, and the other

children pulled them tight. Mrs. Marlow tossed down a bundle

of strong cord from her leather satchel. 'Tie them well!' she

called. Luna ran along the ropes, her glowing tail showing

every knot. Slowly, the floating bookshop stopped swaying. The

wind still blew, but the shop held fast.
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One by one, the children climbed back inside, breathless and

grinning. Mrs. Marlow clasped her hands. 'You saved the

shop,' she said. 'And you did it together.' Luna gave a happy

squeak and curled up on a pile of cushions. Toby looked at his

compass and smiled. 'We just used our heads and helped each

other,' he said. Pip nodded. 'And now let's finish our books!'
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The wind calmed by afternoon, and the floating bookshop

rested safely above the green. Mrs. Marlow made a pot of

cocoa, and everyone sat among the shelves, reading and

solving puzzles. 'You know,' said Mrs. Marlow, 'a shop that

floats from village to village can only stay if people help hold it

steady. You've done that today. Now, shall we share these

books with everyone?'
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The children raced down the rope ladder and spread the news.

That very afternoon, they organised a village reading festival

on the green. Blankets were spread, and books were passed

around. Parents read to toddlers, and Toby taught a code-

breaking game. Pip handed out bookmarks from her satchel.

Mrs. Marlow read aloud from a book of tiny adventures, and

Luna dozed in the sunshine, her tail glowing softly.
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As the sun set, the floating bookshop glowed like a lantern

above Willowfield. 'Will you come back?' asked Pip. Mrs.

Marlow smiled, her round glasses catching the light.

'Whenever the wind is right,' she said. 'And whenever you

need a new story.' She climbed the ladder, and the balloons

lifted the shop gently into the evening sky. Luna waved her

tiny paw from the window.
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The children watched until the bookshop was just a speck

among the stars. 'Reading opens doors,' said Toby,

remembering Mrs. Marlow's words. Pip nodded. 'And new

ideas,' she said. 'And new friends.' From that day on, the

village of Willowfield held a reading festival every year, and

they always left a lantern burning on the green—just in case a

floating bookshop should drift by again.
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