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Chapter 1: Shelf Life Isn’t What They Promised
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My name is Bradley McBrave, and I haven't been read in 1,247 days.

Yes, I've been counting. What else is there to do when you're wedged on a shelf between a dictionary nobody uses (because everyone checks their phones these days) and a recipe book with a suspicious stain on the cover that might be ketchup or a crime scene? I try not to think about it.

I'm a book about a brave knight who embarks on an adventure to save a kingdom from a grumpy dragon. At least, I think that's what I'm about. I've never actually been opened all the way through, so I'm relying on what I overheard the librarian say when she first shelved me here.

"Oh, another dragon book," she sighed, shoving me between Dictionary Don and Recipe Book Rosa. "We have twelve of them already."

TWELVE! Can you imagine? Apparently, dragons are terribly popular. You'd think that would work in my favour, but no. I'm stuck in the back corner of the Priverside Primary School library, in a section labelled Slightly Damaged Books: Handle with Care. I’m NOT damaged, for the record. I have a tiny tear on page forty-seven where someone (probably a reception child with sticky fingers) got a bit too excited during story time. It's barely noticeable. But here I am, banished to the Island of Misfit Books, watching all the shiny new arrivals get checked out within hours of hitting the shelves.

"Do stop moping," says Dictionary Don on my left. His voice sounds exactly like you'd expect a dictionary to sound: boring and rather know-it-all-ish. "At least you aren't obsolete. Do you know how many times I've been approached this past month? Zero. ZERO! Everyone types ‘describe’ into their search bar now."

"At least people remember you exist," mutters Recipe Book Rosa from the right. "I've had this ketchup stain since 2019. Nobody wants to cook from a stained recipe book. It's like having a permanent spot on your face."

"It's definitely ketchup sauce, right?" I whisper. "Not... blood?"

"KETCHUP!" Rosa shouts, raising a small puff of dust from her pages. "Why did you feel the need to ask that?"

This is my life. Balancing between a depressed dictionary and a troubled recipe book, watching children walk past me every day without a second glance. Sometimes they don't even give me a first glance.

The worst part? I can see the checkout desk from here. I watch books go on grand adventures every day. They get tucked into rucksacks, carried home on the bus, and read under blankets with torches. They come back a week later with stories to tell — about the child who laughed at the funny parts, or cried at the sad bits, or read them over and over until they learned whole passages.

"I heard Tommy Jeskins read Captain Underpants ten times," whispers a hardback from the shelf below us. His name is Benny, and he's obsessed with checkout gossip. Also, I think Benny’s something to do with biology. Something about ecosystems.

Whatever that means.

"TEN TIMES! Can you imagine being loved that much?"

I can't. I really can't.

The library is closing now. Mrs Sunny, the librarian, is doing her final walk-through, turning off lights and making sure no children are hiding in the bean-bag corner (it happens more often than you'd think). She passes our shelf without looking.

"Goodnight, everyone," I say to my shelf-mates.

"Goodnight, Bradley," they chorus back.

Day 1,247 is over. Perhaps tomorrow will be different. (Spoiler alert: I've said that for 1,247 days.)
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Chapter 2: The New Arrival
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Day 1,248 starts like every other day. The morning sun streams through the library windows, hitting the New Arrivals shelf and making those books practically sparkle like they're in a Christmas advert. Meanwhile, our corner stays dim and shadowy, like we're books in a witness protection programme.

"Here we go again," sighs Dictionary Don. "Another day, another disappointment."

But then something unusual happens. Mrs Sunny walks over to our shelf — our shelf — carrying a book I've never seen before. She's muttering to herself, which she does often.

"Where to put you? You're not damaged, but you're not new either. Ah."

She slides the book right next to me, on my right side, which means Recipe Book Rosa gets bumped over a spot. Rosa doesn't mind.

"Finally," she says. "Perhaps Bradley won't keep asking about my stain."

The book is thin and tall, with a bright yellow cover that says A BOOK OF BRIGHT IDEAS in bold purple letters. She — and I can tell she's a she by her bubbly, excited voice — immediately starts talking.

"Oh my goodness, oh my goodness! A library! I'm in a LIBRARY! This is so exciting! I've always wanted to be in a library! Hello! I'm Libby! What's your name? How long have you been

here? Do you like it here? What's that pong?"

"KETCHUP!" shouts Recipe Book Rosa from one spot over.

"I'm Bradley," I say, trying not to sound as sad as I feel. "Welcome to the Damaged section, even though you don't appear damaged at all."

"Oh, I'm not damaged," Libby says. "I'm just... unpopular. I was in a bookshop for eight months, and nobody bought me. Not one person. So they sent me here, to the library, hoping

someone might borrow me. Isn't that brilliant?"

I don't have the heart to tell her that being sent to our shelf is basically book prison.

"How long have you been here?" she asks.

"1,248 days," I admit.

There's a long pause. Even Dictionary Don stops his usual know-it-all ways.

"Oh," Libby says quietly. "That's... quite a long time."

"It's not so terrible," I lie. "You'll get used to it."

"Have you ever been read? Even once?"

"Well... I was read during story time once. But only three pages were read before a child became sick, and the reading circle

had to be evacuated. So I'm not sure that counts."

"It counts," Libby insists. "Three pages is three pages. That's three pages more than I've had."

I like her optimism, even though I know it won't last. Give her a few weeks on this shelf, and she'll be as gloomy as the rest of us.

The day passes slowly, as usual. Children come and go. A Year Three pupil pulls out Dictionary Don, glances at him for a full four seconds, then puts him back upside down — which Don complains about for the next hour. A Year Five pupil grabs Recipe Book Rosa, flips through her pages, spots the stain, and quickly returns her to the shelf
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