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Chapter 1: The Whispering Shelf
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Ellie loved the library. Not just because it was quiet, but because it smelled like paper and adventure. She knew every aisle and shelf—except one.

One rainy afternoon, while hiding from a thunderstorm behind the encyclopaedias, she heard a soft whisper:

“We need you...”

Ellie spun around. No one was there. The whisper came again—this time from behind a bookshelf that wasn’t supposed to move. She pushed gently.

Creak.

The shelf slid open, revealing a narrow passage lit by floating globes of light. At the end was a shimmering door labelled:

“The Library of Invisible Animals – Authorized Readers Only.”

Ellie’s heart thumped. She looked around—no librarian in sight—then stepped through.

Inside, everything sparkled like stars. Empty cages floated in midair. But when Ellie looked closer, she saw outlines—wiggly shapes, glowing eyes, curious creatures made of air and shimmer.

A scroll floated down to her hands. It read:


“Ellie, the Invisible Animals need help. Some are sick. Some are lonely. Some have just... disappeared. Only a kind, curious reader can help restore them. Will you accept the quest?”


Ellie grinned. “Absolutely.”

A glowing puffball zipped over to her and turned into a tiny clipboard.

“First up,” it squeaked, “an axolotl who won’t regrow its gills. Come on!”

Ellie tightened her ponytail and followed.

This was going to be the most unexpected adventure of her life.
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The Whispering Shelf

In aisles of silence, Ellie heard.
A whisper stir, a magic word.
A shelf slid back, the air grew bright.
With floating globes and shimmer-light.
Invisible beasts in cages bare.
Called out for someone kind and fair.
She took the scroll and said, “I will.”
And dashed off with a thrilling chill.
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Chapter 2: The Axolotl Alarm
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The floating clipboard zipped ahead of Ellie, leading her past transparent trees and shelves filled with glowing footprints and invisible feathers. Every step made the floor ripple like a puddle.

They stopped beside a tank that looked empty—until Ellie squinted.

Inside was a faint, wiggly shape with big, curious eyes and... were those stubby, fluttering frills?

The clipboard whispered, “Meet Alba, our invisible axolotl.”

Alba blinked at Ellie and gave a slow, sad swirl in the water.

“She’s not healing like axolotls usually do,” the clipboard explained. “They’re famous for growing back lost limbs, gills—even bits of their hearts and brains! But something’s wrong. She’s stuck.”

Ellie tapped her chin. “Hmm... What does she need?”

A holographic book appeared beside the tank titled “Amazing Axolotls!”. Ellie flipped through the glowing pages and read aloud:


“Axolotls need clean water, cool temperatures, and peaceful spaces to heal. They also love wiggly worms and chill vibes.”


She peered closer. Alba’s tank was glowing red in one corner and buzzing slightly. “This water’s too warm,” Ellie said. “And what’s that noise?”

The clipboard nodded. “A misfiled noise spell—probably a leftover dragon snore!”

Ellie giggled, then waved her hand. “Cancel the snore spell!”

The buzzing stopped instantly. The water calmed. Alba blinked again and flared her little gills—this time, more clearly.

Ellie added a cool mist charm from a nearby shelf and dropped in a gentle glow-worm snack. Alba chomped happily and swirled in a happy loop.

“Much better,” said the clipboard. “Nice job, Ellie.”

“Thanks,” Ellie beamed. “Invisible or not, everyone needs care.”

As Alba wiggled joyfully, Ellie saw another scroll floating her way.

“Next up: a tardigrade lost in a sandstorm!”

“Tardigrade?” Ellie grinned. “Yes, please!”

She grabbed her glowing notebook and followed the clipboard through the shelves again.
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The Axolotl Alarm

A wiggly blur with frilly grace.
Alba was stuck in a warming place.
A dragon’s snore had spoiled her tank.
Too hot, too loud, her healing shrank.
Ellie brought mist and gentle cheer.
And made the noise spell disappear.
With glow-worm snacks and cooler flow.
Alba’s tiny gills began to grow.
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Chapter 3: Trouble with the Tiny Titan
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The clipboard zipped ahead through a tunnel of swirling stardust labelled "Microzone." As Ellie followed, the lights around her dimmed until everything looked... tiny. Like, really tiny.

“Welcome to the world of the microscopic,” the clipboard said. “We’re about to meet Tiko—the tardigrade.”

“Tardigrade,” Ellie whispered, eyes wide. “A water bear!”

Floating in the air ahead was a flickering magnifying lens. When Ellie peered through it, she gasped—there, crawling slowly across a grain of sand, was a chubby, see-through creature with eight stubby legs and a squishy, wrinkled body.

“Tiko’s been lost in a windstorm made from sneeze particles,” the clipboard explained. “He’s tough—but he’s disoriented.”

Ellie remembered reading about tardigrades before. She flipped open her glowing notebook and said aloud:


“Tardigrades can survive almost anything—boiling heat, freezing cold, outer space! But they still need a bit of water to stay active.”


She looked around the Microzone. Everything was dry and dusty. Ellie grabbed a nearby mist globe and released a gentle puff of humidity.

Tiko immediately perked up. His tiny legs stretched. He waddled in a little circle, then waved a leg at Ellie.

“He’s back!” Ellie cheered. “And so cute.”

Tiko crawled over to a shiny button embedded in a mossy pebble and pressed it with his foot. A tiny message lit up:


“THANK YOU, ELLIE.”


“Let’s get him home,” said the clipboard, opening a portal shaped like a water droplet.

Tiko waddled through, back to his micro-habitat.

Ellie turned to the clipboard. “So... who’s next?”

It flipped a glowing page.

“Hmm. A pangolin with stage fright in the Story Scroll Room.”

“Stage fright?” Ellie asked. “That sounds... oddly familiar.”

“Even invisible animals get nervous,” said the clipboard. “Come on.”
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Trouble with the Tiny Titan

Through Microzone, so small and bright.
She found a bear too small for sight.
Tiko the tardigrade looked lost.
In sneezy winds and dusty frost.
With mist to wake his tiny might.
He waved a leg in pure delight.
A thank-you flashed with joy and glow.
Back to his home, he’d bravely go.
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Chapter 4: Pangolin Panic
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Ellie and the clipboard entered a quiet, velvet-curtained room filled with floating books and glittering scrolls. This was the Story Scroll Room, where animals shared their stories aloud—and magic helped the tales write themselves.

But today, something was wrong.

The stage in the centre flickered dimly. A shimmering outline curled into a ball behind the curtains, barely visible. Ellie tiptoed closer.

“Hi there,” she whispered. “Are you the pangolin?”

A snout peeked out, followed by shy, spiralled scales. The creature shimmered in and out of view like a nervous shadow.

“This is Pippa,” the clipboard said gently. “She was invited to share her life story—a tale of bravery, burrowing, and saving her forest. But when the lights turned on... she panicked.”

Pippa squeaked and rolled back into a tight ball.

Ellie sat cross-legged beside her. “You don’t have to be perfect. Just honest. Everyone gets nervous sometimes—I do too. Want to breathe with me?”

She took a slow breath in... and out. Pippa peeked one eye open.

“Again,” Ellie smiled. “In... and out...”

After a few calm breaths, Pippa slowly uncurled. Her outline glowed a bit brighter.

“Did you know,” Ellie said, flipping open her glowing notebook, “pangolins are the only mammals with protective keratin scales? You’re a one-of-a-kind creature, Pippa. And your story matters.”

Pippa blinked. Then she waddled nervously onto the stage.

The lights dimmed softly. A scroll unrolled in midair. Pippa tapped it with her snout—and a gentle story began to unfold, written in glowing letters:

“I am Pippa. I live under trees, and I love the sound of falling rain...”

Ellie watched with wide eyes as images formed in the air: jungles, tunnels, beetles, and baby pangolins learning to dig.

The invisible audience clapped. A wave of shimmering comfort washed over the room.

Pippa looked to Ellie, glowing from nose to tail.

“You did it,” Ellie beamed.

The clipboard floated over. “That was truly brave. Ready for your next challenge?”

Ellie nodded. “Let me guess—another amazing animal?”

The clipboard flipped a page.

“A nervous narwhal stuck in a daydream.”

Ellie raised an eyebrow. “A narwhal? Underwater?”

The clipboard grinned. “Better grab your snorkel.”
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Pangolin Panic

Pippa the pangolin curled in a ball.
Afraid to share her story at all.
Ellie breathed slow and sat by her side.
“Your tale’s worth telling, don’t let it hide.”
With each brave word, the scrolls lit bright.
Her jungle life danced into sight.
Shy but proud, Pippa found her place.
A storyteller with strength and grace.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
~ Elliemise
- LIBRARY of
INVISIBLE ANIMALS






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image006.png





d2d_images/image009.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image008.png





