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The Library’s Secret

 One rainy afternoon, I was browsing the shelves at Tunapuna Public Library when I 

noticed something strange; a narrow door slightly ajar behind the “History” section. Curious, 

I squeezed through and found myself in a hidden room filled with dusty, leather-bound 

books. The air smelled like old paper and mold, and the only light came from a small window 

that was partly boarded up. 

 One book in particular caught my eye. “The Whispering Tales” its cover etched with 

silver symbols that seemed to glow. As I opened it, the pages felt warm, and the words 

shimmered like they were alive. Suddenly, a piece of board from the window fell, and the 

whispers began. Soft at first, then louder, as if the stories inside were speaking to me.

 “Find the missing page...” a voice hissed. My heart pounded as the bookshelf behind 

me creaked open wider, revealing a dark corridor. Cold wind rushed out, carrying the scent of 

damp earth. Before I could run, the book trembled in my hands, and the words rearranged 

themselves into a map; a path leading deeper into the library’s secret tunnels. I followed, my 

footsteps echoing, until I reached a round room with a podium. There, under a glass dome, 

was a torn page floating midair. The whispers grew frantic. “Return it...”

 Hands shaking, I grabbed the page and placed it back into The Whispering Tales. A 

bright light flashed, and “POOF!” the hidden door slammed shut behind me. I was back in the 

normal library, the book now ordinary in my hands.

 Mrs. Thompson, the librarian, smiled. “Find anything interesting?” she asked. I just 

nodded, hiding my grin. I have been coming to this library to read mystical books for ages. 

Telling Mrs. Thompson of my adventure would have her thinking I’m crazy! 
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The Mysterious Christmas Cheque

 It was the third day of Christmas vacation, and I was helping Grandma clean out her 

dusty old chest in the garage. The wooden chest smelled like flooded wood and old books, and 

every time we lifted the lid, a little cloud of dust danced in the air. Then, tucked between a 

stack of yellowed letters and a faded photo album, I saw it; a crisp, blank cheque, already 

signed at the bottom in elegant, looping handwriting. My heart raced like a million Nascar 

driver. 

 “Grandma, what's this?” I held it up, my fingers trembling. Her eyes widened. “Oh my! 

That must be from your Great-Uncle Henry. He always said he left a little surprise for the 

family, but we never found it… until now.” I stared at the cheque, my mind racing. A million 

thoughts swirled like a snowstorm, “What should we do with it? Buy a mountain of candy? A 

lifetime supply of video games? A pet dinosaur? ……. Okay, maybe not that last one.” That 

night, I couldn’t sleep. The cheque lay on my desk, glowing under the moonlight like a secret 

treasure map. The next morning, I made my decision.

 “Grandma,” I said at breakfast, “what if we use this to help someone?” She smiled, her 

eyes twinkling. “I think that’s exactly what Uncle Henry would’ve wanted.” So, we did. We 

filled in the amount; enough to buy warm coats for kids at the shelter, toys for the children’s 

hospital, and even a new swing set for the park. When the bank teller handed us the receipt, 

my chest felt as light as a balloon.

 A week later, a letter arrived. It was from Great-Uncle Henry, written years ago. “If 

you’re reading this, you found my gift. Spend it wisely and remember……. the best joy comes 

from sharing.” 

 I tucked the letter into the chest, right where the cheque had been. Maybe someday, 

someone else would find another surprise. For now, I knew this Christmas wasn’t just about 

presents. It was about magic, family, and a little blank cheque that changed everything for 

some children who really needed it. 
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The Magic Seashell Necklace

 One superb Sunday, during the August vacation, my family visited my grandma’s beach 

house. While exploring the shore, I found a shimmering seashell half-buried in the sand. It was 

pearly pink with swirls of gold; unlike any shell I’d ever seen. When I picked it up, it felt warm; 

almost like it was basking in the sun for hours…. only it hadn’t. “Make a wish and wear it close 

to your heart,” Grandma said with a mysterious smile, tying it onto a string for me. That night, I 

wished for an adventure.

 As soon as I fell asleep, the necklace went to work, and suddenly, I wasn’t in bed 

anymore. I was underwater! A friendly dolphin named Splash nudged me. “You’re here!” he 

bubbled. “The Ocean Queen needs your help!” As if sensing that I couldn’t really swim, Splash 

swam close, intentionally placing his fin into my hand as he took me along for a swim. 

 Together, we raced through coral castles, dodged jellyfish, and solved a riddle from a 

grumpy octopus to find a stolen treasure. The adventure was incredible, until a swirling current 

pulled me toward a dark cave. At that moment, I swear I was beginning to have a heart attack. 

Just as I panicked, the necklace pulsed, and I gasped awake in my bed, still clutching it. 

 As if mashing brakes in a speeding car, my racing heart came to a complete stop. Had it 

been a dream? My pajamas were damp, and sand sprinkled my sheets. When I finally took off 

the necklace, I knew I had experienced something extraordinary, and I couldn’t wait to tell 

someone. Although I do not know what the Ocean Queen really needed, I’m glad I wasn’t 

pulled into that dark cave to find out! 
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