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Winnie the wombat lived in a cozy burrow under a big gum
tree. Her burrow had tunnels that twisted and turned like a
maze. Every morning, she patrolled her home, her strong
claws ready for any digging. She wore her red knitted scarf, a
gift from her grandmother, and felt warm and brave. Winnie
loved her burrow, but she often wondered if there were secret
places she hadn't found yet.




One day, while digging a new tunnel, Winnie's claws hit
something hard. It wasn't a rock. It was a flat, wooden door
with a rusty handle. Winnie's small dark eyes grew wide. "A
door? Underground?" she said. She pushed it, but it wouldn't
budge. The door was stuck tight. Winnie knew she needed
help.




Winnie hurried to find her friend Benny the bandicoot. Benny
lived nearby in a snug burrow lined with soft leaves. He was
small and slender, with a long pointed snout and quick twitchy
ears. He always carried his green canvas satchel. "Benny!"
called Winnie. "I found a secret door in my burrow!" Benny's
dark eyes sparkled. "A secret door? Let's go see!"
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Back in the tunnel, Benny sniffed the door carefully. His nose
twitched. "I smell old wood and something else... something
like paper," he said. Winnie pushed with her strong front paws,
but the door didn't move. "It's stuck," she grunted. Benny
looked around. "Maybe there's a hidden latch," he said. He
sniffed along the edges while Winnie dug at the dirt around
the door.




Winnie's big claws scraped away dirt and roots. She dug and
dug, her round body wiggling with effort. Benny kept sniffing,
his thin tail flicking. "Here!" he squeaked. "I smell fresh air
coming from under the door. There's a gap!" Winnie cleared
the last bit of dirt, and the door creaked open just a crack. "We
did it!" cheered Benny.




Winnie pushed the door with her strong shoulder. It swung
open with a soft groan. A cool breeze drifted out. "It's dark in
there," whispered Benny, his ears twitching. "I'll go first," said
Winnie bravely. "My eyes are used to the dark." She stepped
through the doorway, and Benny followed close behind, his
satchel bumping his side.




They entered a long, low tunnel. The walls were smooth and
cool. Benny sniffed the air. "I smell books!" he said. "Books?
Underground?" said Winnie. They crept forward until the

tunnel opened into a big room. Winnie gasped. Benny's ears
stood straight up. The room was filled with shelves made of
roots and stones, and on them were rows and rows of books.
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"An underground library!" whispered Winnie. The books were
old and dusty, but their covers sparkled in the faint light.
Benny pointed with his snout. "Look, there's a note on that
table!" They tiptoed over. A piece of bark had words scratched
on it: "Built by burrowing animals long ago. For all who dig
and dream." Winnie's heart swelled. "We found something

wonderful!"




Benny opened his satchel and took out a tiny lantern. He
always carried it for emergencies. He lit it, and warm light
filled the room. "Now we can see better," he said. Winnie
looked around in awe. The shelves went up high, and there
were cozy nooks with mossy cushions. "This is the best secret
ever!" she said.




But then Benny's ears twitched nervously. "What was that?" he
whispered. A soft scuttling sound came from a dark corner.
Winnie stepped forward, her claws ready. "Hello?" she called.
A small voice answered, "Don't hurt me! I'm just a bookworm...
a very old bookworm." An ancient, tiny creature peeked out.
"I've been alone here for years. I keep the books safe."

10




i.‘iv'.rl-“‘ UL Y

Winnie smiled kindly. "We won't hurt you. We're explorers!"
Benny nodded. "We can help. I can sniff out any damaged
books, and Winnie can dig out new shelves." The bookworm's
eyes lit up. "Truly? I've been so lonely. The library needs care."
Winnie and Benny looked at each other. "We'll come back and
help," promised Winnie. "Teamwork!" said Benny.
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Together, they explored the library. Benny sniffed out a pile of
books that had fallen behind a shelf. Winnie used her strong
claws to gently pull them out. They found a book about
wombats and another about bandicoots. "Look, this one has a
picture of a wombat digging!" said Winnie. Benny laughed.
"And here's one about a clever bandicoot!" They shared a
happy smile.




The bookworm, whose name was Wally, showed them a secret
shelf with a special book. "This book tells the story of the
library's builders," said Wally. "They were wombats and
bandicoots working together." Winnie and Benny read how the
animals dug the library and filled it with books. "Just like us!"
said Benny. "Different skills, one big job!" Winnie felt proud.
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As the day ended, Winnie and Benny promised to return. "We'll
bring more books and keep the library alive," said Winnie.
Wally waved goodbye. "Thank you, friends!" Back in Winnie's
burrow, they sat together. "Your digging opened the door," said
Benny. "Your sniffing found the way," said Winnie. "We make a
great team!" They laughed and shared a snack from Benny's
satchel.




From that day on, Winnie and Benny visited the underground
library often. They cleaned, read, and explored. Other
burrowing animals heard about the library and came to help.
The library became a busy, happy place. Winnie's red scarf
hung on a hook by the door, and Benny's satchel was always
full of books. They had many adventures together.
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And whenever Winnie patrolled her burrow, she smiled at the
secret door. "Different abilities make great adventures," she
said. Benny nodded. "And great friends." They knew that
working together made everything better. The underground
library was a treasure, but their friendship was the greatest
treasure of all.




