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​I​ ​am​ ​sitting​ ​on​ ​the​ ​second​ ​floor​ ​of​ ​the​​library,​​inside​​one​​of​​the​​wooden​​study​​cubicles​​where​
​three​ ​quiet​​walls​​gather​​my​​thoughts​​into​​a​​small​​square​​of​​concentration.​​The​​desk​​is​​just​​wide​
​enough​ ​for​ ​my​​laptop​​and​​a​​scattered​​courage​​of​​blank​​ideas.​​In​​front​​of​​me,​​a​​wooden​​panel​
​holds​​the​ ​pale​​glow​​of​​the​​screen,​​while​​the​​rest​​of​​the​​floor​​stretches​​silently​​beyond​​my​​chair,​
​present even  when unseen.​

​This​​building​​was​​designed​​for​​light.​​Tall​​windows​​along​​the​​outer​​walls​​allow​​the​​afternoon​​to​
​seep​ ​in​ ​slowly,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​high​ ​ceiling​ ​softens​ ​every​ ​sound​ ​into​ ​a​ ​distant​ ​murmur.​ ​Rows​ ​of​
​bookshelves​ ​stretch​ ​across​ ​the​ ​floor​ ​in​ ​careful​ ​order,​ ​forming​ ​corridors​ ​that​ ​seem​ ​longer​​than​
​they​ ​really​ ​are.​ ​Near​ ​the​ ​center,​ ​a​ ​staircase​ ​opens​ ​the​ ​space​ ​upward,​ ​and​ ​beside​ ​it​ ​sits​ ​the​
​librarian’s  desk, a small island of quiet authority in the middle of the room.​

​Though​​most​​of​​the​​room​​is​​hidden​​from​​this​​cubicle,​​its​​presence​​is​​unmistakable.​​Somewhere​
​behind​ ​me,​ ​long​ ​tables​ ​hold​ ​students​ ​spreading​ ​notebooks​ ​like​ ​small​ ​territories.​ ​Near​ ​the​
​windows,​ ​soft​ ​chairs​ ​cradle​ ​readers​ ​turning​ ​pages​ ​slowly.​ ​Between​ ​them​ ​stand​ ​the​ ​shelves—​
​books​ ​upright​ ​and​ ​patient,​ ​like​ ​witnesses​ ​to​ ​the​ ​countless​ ​thoughts​ ​that​ ​have​ ​passed​​through​
​this​ ​room.​ ​The​ ​carpet​ ​beneath​ ​everything​ ​absorbs​ ​footsteps​ ​so​ ​gently​ ​that​ ​movement​ ​nearly​
​disappears.​

​Yet here I am, staring at my laptop, trying to write for a contest about a space of observation.​
​Ironically, I feel completely stuck. My fingers hover over the keyboard without conviction. The​
​cursor blinks with mechanical patience, as if measuring the distance between thought and​
​language. The quiet that should encourage thinking instead amplifies the emptiness in my head.​

​I​​lean​​back​​slightly​​and​​glance​​at​​the​​room​​behind​​me.​​From​​my​​seat,​​the​​shelves​​stretch​​in​​long,​
​quiet​ ​rows,​ ​each​ ​one​ ​packed​ ​with​ ​books​ ​standing​ ​patiently​ ​in​ ​place.​ ​Their​ ​spines—different​
​colors,​ ​sizes,​ ​and​ ​subjects—form​ ​a​ ​quiet​ ​mosaic​ ​of​ ​knowledge,​ ​waiting​ ​for​ ​anyone​ ​willing​ ​to​
​open  them.​

​For​​a​​brief​​moment,​​I​​feel​​as​​though​​they​​are​​watching​​me,​​noticing​​that​​I​​have​​come​​to​​a​​library​
​full​​of​​stories​​yet​​cannot​​write​​even​​a​​single​​paragraph​​of​​my​​own.​​The​​thought​​makes​​me​​smile​
​at​ ​myself.​ ​It​ ​isn’t​ ​judgment—just​ ​the​ ​quiet​ ​pressure​ ​that​​a​​room​​full​​of​​knowledge​​sometimes​
​creates.​

​I​ ​straighten​ ​in​ ​my​ ​chair​ ​and​ ​turn​ ​back​ ​to​ ​my​ ​desk.​ ​Nothing​ ​in​ ​the​ ​library​ ​has​ ​changed.​ ​The​
​books​ ​remain​ ​still​​on​​their​​shelves,​​the​​librarian​​types​​softly​​somewhere​​across​​the​​room,​​and​
​the only  thing waiting for me is the empty screen.​

​But the question lingers in the still air of the cubicle.​

​Why?​



​Why did my mind imagine the books gathering like that?​

​I​​sit​​still​​and​​listen—to​​the​​room,​​to​​the​​small​​sounds​​that​​float​​through​​it.​​A​​chair​​slides​​softly​
​across​ ​the​ ​carpet.​ ​Pages​ ​turn​ ​with​ ​the​ ​faint​ ​friction​ ​of​ ​paper.​ ​A​ ​distant​ ​cough​ ​dissolves​ ​into​
​silence.​ ​The​ ​library​ ​is​ ​not​ ​truly​ ​silent;​ ​it​ ​is​ ​filled​ ​with​​tiny​​movements​​that​​reveal​​themselves​
​only when  attention slows.​

​Perhaps that is the lesson hidden inside this space.​

​Libraries are not only places where knowledge is stored; they are places where attention is​
​practiced.​

​Everything​ ​here​ ​encourages​ ​a​ ​slower​ ​rhythm​ ​of​ ​awareness.​ ​Shelves​ ​guide​ ​the​ ​eyes​ ​gradually​
​instead​​of​​abruptly.​​The​​carpet​​softens​​the​​sharpness​​of​​footsteps.​​The​​cubicles​​offer​​just​​enough​
​solitude​ ​for​ ​thought,​ ​while​ ​the​ ​open​ ​floor​ ​reminds​ ​you​ ​that​ ​others​ ​are​ ​thinking​ ​quietly​
​alongside  you.​

​Observation begins with stillness.​

​I​ ​look​ ​again​ ​at​ ​the​ ​wooden​​panel​​in​​front​​of​​me.​​The​​grain​​runs​​in​​soft​​brown​​lines​​that​​curve​
​like​ ​miniature​​landscapes.​​I​​realize​​I​​had​​been​​staring​​at​​it​​for​​several​​minutes​​without​​actually​
​seeing  it.​

​Careful noticing, it turns out, is not dramatic.​

​It is patient.​

​That​​is​​why​​the​​books​​gathered​​in​​my​​imagination.​​They​​were​​not​​coming​​to​​punish​​me.​​They​
​were​ ​reminding​ ​me​ ​that​ ​observation​ ​does​ ​not​ ​happen​ ​when​ ​words​ ​are​ ​forced​ ​onto​ ​a​​page.​​It​
​begins when we allow the world, even a quiet library floor, to reveal itself slowly.​

​The cursor continues blinking.​

​But it no longer feels like a judge.​

​It feels like an invitation.​

​Was I craving solitude, or was I craving the quiet presence of books, the possibility that they​
​might  engulf me in their knowledge?​

​I​​close​​my​​eyes​​for​​a​​moment​​and​​pause,​​trying​​to​​understand​​what​​exactly​​is​​happening​​inside​
​my​​head.​​Thoughts​​rush​​past​​each​​other​​at​​an​​impatient​​speed,​​like​​travelers​​running​​through​​a​
​crowded station. In the middle of that restless thinking, a strange realization dawns on me.​

​It is the laptop that is shouting the loudest.​
​Not​ ​with​ ​sound,​ ​but​ ​with​ ​urgency.​ ​The​ ​glowing​ ​screen​ ​seems​ ​to​ ​pulse​ ​with​ ​expectation,​



​reminding​​me​​of​​unfinished​​tasks,​​approaching​​deadlines,​​and​​the​​endless​​list​​of​​things​​waiting​
​to​​be​​done.​​It​​whispers​​insistently:​​You​​have​​so​​much​​left.​​Choose​​something.​​Finish​​it.​​Move​​on​​to​​the​
​next.​

​But the books behind me feel different.​

​Instead​ ​of​ ​urging​ ​me​ ​forward,​ ​they​ ​seem​ ​to​ ​be​ ​gathering​ ​quietly​ ​together,​ ​almost​ ​like​​an​​old​
​community​​assembling​​in​​defense​​of​​something​​they​​deeply​​believe​​in.​​In​​my​​imagination​​they​
​turn toward the laptop and speak with calm authority.​

​Hey, slow down,​​they seem to say.​​You are new to this world.​

​We have always been here.​

​She is allowed to rest. She is allowed to pause. If she wishes, she can fall asleep in our lap while we tell her​
​stories.​

​The contrast confuses me.​

​On​ ​one​ ​side​ ​stands​ ​the​ ​impatient​ ​glow​ ​of​ ​the​​digital​​world,​​pushing​​me​​toward​​productivity.​
​On​ ​the​​other​​stands​​the​​patient​​silence​​of​​shelves​​that​​have​​watched​​generations​​come​​and​​go.​
​Unsure​ ​of​ ​what​ ​is​ ​real​ ​and​ ​what​ ​belongs​ ​only​ ​to​​my​​wandering​​thoughts,​​I​​quietly​​stand​​up​
​and begin to  tiptoe away, hoping to escape this strange conversation forming in my mind.​

​But just as I reach the end of the aisle, something unexpected happens.​

​A book from the history section seems to follow me.​

​She appears beside me—tall, steady, and dignified. Her spine is firm, her pages filled with​
​centuries of memory. Without saying a word, she gently takes my hand.​

​“Where are you going?” she asks.​

​Her voice carries the calm patience of someone who has seen time unfold slowly, one page at a​
​time.​

​Before​​I​​can​​answer,​​she​​begins​​speaking​​as​​if​​continuing​​a​​conversation​​that​​started​​long​​before​
​I​​arrived.​​“There​​was​​a​​time,”​​she​​says,​​“when​​people​​did​​not​​jump​​from​​tab​​to​​tab​​on​​glowing​
​screens.​ ​When​ ​they​ ​wanted​​to​​understand​​something,​​they​​came​​to​​us.​​They​​would​​sit​​quietly​
​with​ ​me​ ​and​ ​my​ ​companions,​ ​walking​ ​step​ ​by​ ​step​ ​through​ ​the​ ​long​ ​corridors​ ​of​ ​time.​​They​
​explored​​stories​​of​​courage,​​loss,​​struggle,​​and​​resilience.​​They​​learned​​how​​warriors​​fought​​not​
​only​​for​​victory​​but​​for​​survival—so​​that​​generations​​after​​them​​could​​continue​​living,​​learning,​
​and remembering.”​

​I look at her with surprise.​
​“Wait,” I interrupt. “What do you mean? Today I can simply type the name of a war into a​
​search  bar and everything appears instantly on one page.”​



​History pauses and looks at me with a knowing smile—a smile that carries both kindness and a​
​hint of mischief.​

​Then she speaks softly.​

​“You can find information instantly,” she says, “but what appears before you is often only a​
​fragment.”​

​Her voice becomes gentler, almost reflective.​

​“It​​is​​easy​​to​​believe​​a​​single​​story​​when​​it​​arrives​​neatly​​summarized​​on​​a​​screen.​​But​​when​​you​
​spend​ ​time​ ​with​ ​us—when​ ​you​ ​read​ ​deeply—you​ ​begin​ ​to​ ​discover​ ​something​ ​far​ ​more​
​complicated.​ ​Every​ ​event​ ​carries​ ​many​ ​voices,​ ​many​ ​memories,​ ​many​ ​perspectives.​ ​Every​
​person  who lived through it holds a different truth.”​

​She releases my hand and gestures toward the endless rows of shelves around​

​us. “History is not one story,” she continues quietly.​

​“It is a collection of countless stories, each adding its own piece to the puzzle of​

​understanding.” Her words linger in the stillness of the library.​

​For​​the​​first​​time​​since​​I​​sat​​down​​in​​that​​cubicle,​​the​​silence​​around​​me​​feels​​like​​an​​invitation:​
​to​ ​listen,​​notice,​​and​​understand​​that​​knowledge​​does​​not​​always​​arrive​​at​​the​​speed​​of​​a​​search​
​result.​

​Sometimes it waits soundlessly on a shelf, ready to unfold one page at a time.​

​I​ ​stood​ ​there​ ​for​ ​a​ ​moment,​ ​absorbing​ ​what​ ​History​ ​had​​just​​said.​​Her​​words​​carried​​a​​depth​
​that​ ​I​ ​had​ ​never​ ​really​ ​considered​ ​before.​ ​The​ ​idea​ ​that​ ​every​ ​event​ ​holds​ ​countless​
​perspectives  lingered in my mind like an unfinished thought.​

​“I want to meet the others,” I said eagerly. “If every story carries so many voices, then I would​
​like to hear them all. Will you introduce me to your friends?”​

​History smiled, the kind of smile that suggested both wisdom and amusement.​

​“Not​​all​​at​​once,”​​she​​replied​​playfully.​​“Today​​is​​a​​short​​day,​​my​​friend.​​My​​entire​​community​
​is​ ​far​ ​too​ ​large​ ​to​ ​meet​​in​​a​​single​​visit.​​But​​perhaps​​I​​can​​introduce​​you​​to​​a​​small​​and​​rather​
​interesting group.”​

​She glanced across the floor of the library.​
​In​ ​the​ ​distance,​ ​I​​could​​almost​​sense​​Sociology​​and​​Humanities​​still​​arguing​​passionately​​with​
​my​​laptop,​​their​​voices​​rising​​and​​falling​​in​​an​​intellectual​​debate​​about​​knowledge​​and​​modern​
​technology. While they remained distracted, History gently gestured for me to follow her.​



​We moved quietly across the floor, almost as if we were sneaking away from a crowded​

​gathering. Soon we reached a secluded corner of the second floor.​

​“This,” History announced softly, “is where some of my most fascinating friends​

​live.” I looked around.​

​Neatly​​arranged​​shelves​​held​​an​​unusual​​mix​​of​​subjects.​​There​​were​​DVDs​​sitting​​in​​their​​cases​
​like​ ​silent​ ​storytellers​ ​waiting​ ​for​ ​a​ ​screen​ ​to​ ​bring​ ​them​ ​to​ ​life.​ ​Nearby​ ​stood​ ​the​ ​confident​
​volumes​ ​of​ ​Science,​ ​their​ ​titles​ ​filled​ ​with​ ​discoveries,​ ​formulas,​ ​and​ ​experiments.​ ​A​ ​row​ ​of​
​cookery​ ​books​ ​displayed​ ​colorful​ ​images​ ​of​ ​food​ ​that​ ​seemed​ ​almost​ ​fragrant​ ​even​ ​in​ ​print.​
​Linguistics​ ​volumes​ ​examined​ ​the​ ​intricate​ ​architecture​ ​of​ ​language,​ ​while​ ​Geography​ ​books​
​stretched maps of the entire world across their pages.​

​History introduced me to each of them with quiet pride.​

​Before I could properly greet everyone, something unexpected happened. From​

​the Science shelf, a book suddenly leaned forward with energetic curiosity.​

​“What are you doing here?” Science asked sharply.​

​Her voice was lively, curious, and slightly impatient. Before I could respond, she continued​
​firing  questions at me.​

​“If every experiment can be watched on YouTube,” she said, “why would you come to us? If​
​explanations are available online within seconds, what purpose do we still serve for you?”​

​The questions came so quickly that I felt momentarily overwhelmed. It felt like being placed in​
​the center of a rapid-fire interview.​

​I opened my mouth to answer, but nothing came out.​

​Perhaps sensing my discomfort, Geography stepped forward.​

​She carried a calm and gentle presence, like a traveler who had spent centuries guiding lost​
​wanderers through mountains, oceans, and unfamiliar lands.​

​“Shhh,” she said in a low voice to Science. “You’ll frighten her.”​

​Then she turned toward me with kindness.​

​“Are you looking for something?” she asked warmly. “Or have you lost your way? If you have, I​
​can certainly help you find the right path.”​
​Before I could even respond, Geography began explaining directions.​



​“If you walk straight ahead, you will reach the reading tables. Turn slightly left and you will​
​find  the window seats. Continue a little further and the staircase will lead you downstairs…”​

​Her instructions unfolded with such detail that I felt as though I were preparing for a journey​
​across continents rather than standing in a library.​

​The enthusiasm was overwhelming.​

​Just as the conversation began to spiral into chaos, History suddenly raised her​

​voice. “Stop! Stop!”​

​Everyone froze.​

​History sighed dramatically.​

​“My mind is already filled with enough war stories,” she said. “Please, I do not want to witness​
​another battle breaking out right here.”​

​The room fell quiet.​

​Then History cleared her throat and turned toward the group.​

​“Allow me to introduce you properly,” she said with gentle authority. “This is Pranshu. She was​
​just about to leave the library when I happened to meet her.”​

​The moment my name was spoken, the entire group reacted at once.​

​“Oh!” they exclaimed together.​

​“Of course we know what to do when someone is about to leave a​

​library.” I looked at them curiously.​

​“And what exactly is that?” I asked.​

​For a brief second, they exchanged excited glances.​

​Then, in perfect unison, they shouted:​

​“We welcome them into our lap and tell them stories about everything!”​

​The enthusiasm in their voices caught me completely off guard.​

​For a moment I simply stared at them.​

​Then I burst into laughter.​

​The idea was so unexpected, so wonderfully absurd, that I could not help myself.​
​Soon the laughter rippled through the group, even reaching the serious Science, whose face​



​broke  into a quiet chuckle.​

​We​ ​quickly​ ​lowered​ ​our​ ​voices,​ ​careful​​not​​to​​attract​​the​​attention​​of​​the​​argumentative​​group​
​across​​the​​floor—the​​laptop,​​Sociology,​​Humanities,​​and​​the​​rest—who​​were​​still​​busy​​debating​
​in their own corner.​

​As the laughter settled, I found myself looking at each of them more carefully.​

​Science, Geography, Linguistics, Cookery, DVDs—they were all so different. And yet they stood​
​peacefully together in the same space. A strange realization slowly formed in my mind.​

​How could they all be so different and still belong to the same room?​

​Then the answer appeared almost instantly.​

​Isn’t that exactly how humans are?​

​We​​share​​the​​same​​world,​​the​​same​​species,​​yet​​each​​of​​us​​carries​​different​​personalities,​​ideas,​
​interests,​ ​and​ ​perspectives.​ ​Society​ ​holds​ ​us​ ​together​ ​despite​ ​those​ ​differences—just​ ​as​ ​this​
​library  holds these books together on the same shelves.​

​The thought lingered in my mind as I stood there among them, surrounded by knowledge that​
​had taken centuries to accumulate.​

​And for the first time since sitting in that cubicle upstairs, I realized something quietly​
​remarkable.​

​Perhaps a library is not merely a building filled with books.​

​Perhaps it is a small reflection of the world itself—where countless voices coexist, argue, laugh,​
​and continue telling their stories to anyone willing to pause and listen.​

​While I was drifting through that thought, one of the DVDs cleared its throat, as if preparing to​
​ask something important.​

​“Pranshu,” it said thoughtfully, “that is quite an unusual name. I must say, it sounds​
​interesting,  but may I ask something? Would it be alright if we called you something else?”​

​The question caught me completely off guard. I blinked in surprise, unsure whether to laugh or​
​take the question seriously.​

​“Why​ ​would​ ​you​ ​want​ ​to​ ​call​ ​me​ ​something​ ​else?”​ ​I​ ​asked,​ ​genuinely​ ​curious.​ ​“You​ ​are​
​different​ ​from​ ​the​ ​books​ ​around​ ​you—you​ ​are​ ​not​ ​pages​​bound​​together​​like​​them—and​​yet​
​you keep  your own name and identity. If that is the case, why should mine change?”​

​Before the DVD could respond, Science suddenly burst into uncontrollable laughter. She nearly​
​slipped from her shelf, shaking with amusement as if the moment had delighted her immensely.​



​“Well done, Pranshu!” Science exclaimed between fits of laughter. “You have just given our​
​friend  here a taste of her own medicine.”​

​I looked at her with confusion, and Science continued, still chuckling.​

​“She​ ​is​ ​always​ ​telling​​the​​rest​​of​​us​​that​​we​​are​​outdated,”​​Science​​explained.​​“She​​claims​​that​
​she​ ​can​ ​demonstrate​ ​everything​ ​in​ ​a​ ​far​ ​more​ ​fascinating​ ​way.​ ​According​ ​to​​her,​​watching​​a​
​documentary or a film is far more exciting than reading pages and pages of text.”​

​Science​​wiped​​imaginary​​tears​​of​​laughter​​from​​her​​eyes​​before​​adding,​​“She​​sometimes​​acts​​as​
​if​ ​she​ ​is​ ​superior​ ​to​ ​the​ ​rest​ ​of​ ​us.​ ​But​​today​​you​​reminded​​her​​of​​something​​important—that​
​even​ ​a​​name​​carries​​identity.​​Being​​different​​does​​not​​mean​​someone​​has​​to​​change​​who​​they​
​are.”​

​The DVDs fell silent for a moment, slightly embarrassed but smiling nonetheless.​

​I stepped forward and offered my hand to Science, helping her steady herself after her dramatic​
​fall of laughter. Then I turned back to the DVDs and smiled warmly.​

​“I would really prefer if you called me Pranshu,” I said gently. “My mother gave me this name​
​with a lot of love. Every time someone says it, it carries a little piece of that love with it.”​

​The​​group​​nodded​​in​​understanding.​​Geography​​smiled​​approvingly,​​while​​Linguistics​​seemed​
​particularly​ ​satisfied​ ​with​ ​the​ ​explanation,​ ​as​ ​though​ ​she​ ​appreciated​ ​the​ ​deeper​ ​meaning​
​behind  names and words.​

​Soon​​the​​laughter​​returned,​​softer​​this​​time​​but​​filled​​with​​warmth.​​The​​corner​​of​​the​​library​​that​
​had​​moments​​ago​​been​​quiet​​now​​felt​​alive​​with​​friendly​​conversation.​​For​​a​​while,​​we​​simply​
​enjoyed​ ​the​ ​company,​ ​exchanging​ ​small​ ​jokes​ ​and​ ​curious​ ​observations​ ​about​ ​the​ ​world​ ​of​
​books  and the world of humans.​

​In the middle of all that laughter, however, none of us noticed something important.​

​Across the floor, the laptop, Sociology, Humanities, and several other sections had stopped their​
​debate entirely.​

​They were staring straight at us.​

​The​​cheerful​​gathering​​in​​the​​corner​​had​​caught​​their​​attention,​​and​​their​​expressions​​showed​​a​
​mixture​​of​​surprise​​and​​disbelief—as​​if​​they​​had​​just​​discovered​​a​​secret​​meeting​​taking​​place​​in​
​the quietest corner of the library.​

​The​ ​laughter​ ​faded,​ ​but​ ​the​ ​tension​ ​on​ ​the​ ​floor​ ​hadn’t​ ​completely​ ​vanished.​ ​Suddenly,​ ​the​
​laptop​ ​pushed​ ​its​ ​way​ ​through​ ​the​​imaginary​​crowd​​of​​books​​and​​sprang​​forward,​​its​​screen​
​glowing​ ​with​​a​​faint​​blue​​urgency.​​“Pranshu,”​​it​​said,​​voice​​sharp​​but​​tinged​​with​​exasperation,​
​“because​ ​of​​you,​​everyone​​here​​is​​in​​chaos!​​You’re​​laughing,​​joking,​​and​​enjoying​​yourself​​while​



​the rest of  us are trying to keep order. Do you realize how insane this is?”​
​It​ ​paused,​ ​as​ ​if​ ​gathering​ ​more​ ​energy​ ​to​​make​​its​​point.​​“I​​always​​make​​sure​​that​​everything​
​you​ ​do—every​​task,​​every​​deadline—is​​tracked​​carefully.​​I​​help​​you​​organize,​​store​​your​​work​
​in​ ​the​ ​calendar,​ ​sync​​everything​​with​​the​​internet,​​and​​make​​sure​​nothing​​is​​left​​unfinished.​​I​
​work​ ​tirelessly​​to​​make​​your​​life​​easier,​​to​​help​​you​​get​​everything​​done​​on​​time.​​And​​yet​​here​
​you are,  laughing and playing with books like you have all the time in the world.”​

​Guilt​​surged​​through​​me.​​My​​shoulders​​sank,​​and​​I​​looked​​down​​at​​my​​hands,​​unsure​​how​​to​
​respond.​​Before​​I​​could​​apologize,​​Science,​​ever​​spirited​​and​​fierce,​​spoke​​up,​​her​​voice​​cutting​
​through the tension.​

​“What​ ​is​ ​your​ ​problem?”​ ​she​ ​asked​ ​sharply.​ ​“Do​ ​you​ ​not​ ​understand?​ ​She​ ​is​ ​allowed​ ​to​ ​do​
​things​ ​her​ ​own​ ​way,​ ​to​ ​work​ ​with​ ​books​ ​or​ ​with​ ​the​ ​internet,​ ​to​ ​choose​ ​whichever​ ​method​
​helps​ ​her​ ​complete​ ​her​ ​tasks.​ ​Who​ ​are​ ​you​​to​​force​​her​​into​​a​​schedule​​or​​tell​​her​​that​​you’re​
​doing her a  favor?”​

​Science​ ​stepped​ ​closer,​​her​​tone​​softening​​slightly​​but​​still​​firm.​​“Pranshu​​is​​the​​one​​putting​​in​
​the​ ​effort—reading,​ ​researching,​ ​cross-referencing​ ​multiple​ ​sources,​ ​thinking​ ​for​ ​herself,​ ​and​
​making​ ​her​​tasks​​possible​​to​​complete.​​You​​are​​nothing​​without​​the​​internet​​as​​your​​ally.​​You​
​may​​think​ ​you​​are​​the​​supreme​​power,​​but​​in​​reality,​​you​​are​​only​​as​​effective​​as​​the​​friendship​
​you​ ​maintain​ ​with​ ​her.​ ​We​ ​books​ ​exist​ ​too,​ ​independently​ ​capable​ ​of​ ​teaching​ ​and​ ​guiding​
​anyone who seeks  us, without needing to prove superiority or show off.”​

​My​ ​head​ ​felt​ ​like​ ​it​ ​was​​spinning.​​Thoughts​​collided​​and​​overlapped.​​My​​mind​​pounded​​as​​if​
​each​​word​​had​​its​​own​​rhythm,​​syncing​​with​​the​​rapid​​beating​​of​​my​​heart.​​I​​began​​to​​cry​​softly,​
​overwhelmed​ ​by​ ​the​ ​argument,​ ​by​ ​the​ ​contradictions,​ ​and​ ​by​ ​the​ ​sheer​ ​intensity​ ​of​ ​the​
​imaginary​ ​world​​that​​had​​taken​​over​​my​​cubicle.​​I​​raised​​my​​hands,​​asking​​both​​sides​​to​​stop,​
​to pause, and  to look around.​

​“Look​ ​where​ ​we​ ​are,”​ ​I​ ​said,​ ​voice​ ​trembling​ ​but​ ​firm.​ ​“We​ ​are​ ​in​ ​a​​library.​​Books,​​you​​have​
​always​ ​held​ ​value​ ​beyond​ ​measure,​ ​and​ ​your​ ​worth​ ​is​ ​not​ ​something​ ​to​​flaunt​​or​​prove.​​You​
​guide,​​teach,​​and​​share​​knowledge,​​but​​you​​cannot​​degrade​​yourselves​​by​​fighting​​over​​it.​​And​
​Laptop,​​you​​are​​placed​​right​​beside​​DVDs​​and​​books.​​You​​act​​as​​a​​bridge​​to​​the​​wider​​world,​​a​
​tool to explore knowledge instantly—but never above the knowledge itself.”​

​I​ ​paused,​ ​letting​ ​my​ ​words​ ​sink​ ​in,​ ​then​ ​continued.​ ​“And​ ​if​ ​I​ ​speak​​for​​myself—look​​where​​I​
​stand.​​I​​am​​surrounded​​by​​all​​of​​you,​​and​​this​​place​​is​​meant​​for​​silence,​​reflection,​​and​​learning.​
​Yet​​here​​we​​are,​​arguing,​​laughing,​​and​​making​​mistakes​​together.​​That​​is​​exactly​​the​​privilege​
​humans​​have—to​​choose​​how​​to​​interact​​with​​knowledge,​​to​​decide​​what​​we​​value,​​and​​to​​form​
​friendships​ ​across​ ​difference.​ ​No​ ​one​ ​among​ ​you​ ​is​ ​superior​ ​or​ ​inferior.​ ​Together,​ ​you​ ​all​
​support  me in ways I cannot express.”​

​I looked at the group with a deep sense of gratitude. “Science, History, Language, Geography—​



​you guided me through my schooling, encouraged me, and helped me stand tall enough to​
​pursue my doctorate in climate change. You kept me rooted in tradition and the essence of​
​knowledge.​ ​Laptop,​ ​together​ ​with​ ​the​ ​internet,​​opened​​doors​​to​​the​​modern​​world,​​letting​​me​
​explore,​​learn,​​and​​stay​​aware​​of​​every​​advance​​without​​losing​​touch​​with​​my​​foundation.​​Each​
​of​ ​you​ ​contributes​ ​in​ ​a​ ​way​ ​no​ ​one​ ​else​ ​can,​ ​forming​ ​a​ ​network​ ​of​ ​guidance,​ ​learning,​ ​and​
​imagination that has allowed me to grow, discover, and create.”​

​A​ ​quiet​ ​energy​ ​spread​ ​across​ ​the​ ​corner,​ ​as​ ​if​ ​my​ ​words​ ​had​ ​woven​ ​a​ ​subtle​ ​understanding​
​between​ ​the​ ​books​ ​and​ ​the​ ​digital​ ​tools.​ ​“We​ ​might​ ​all​ ​be​ ​unique,”​ ​I​ ​continued,​ ​“but​ ​we​ ​are​
​connected​ ​across​ ​timelines,​ ​methods,​ ​and​ ​perspectives.​​That​​is​​why​​we​​work​​so​​well​​together.​
​United,​ ​we​ ​become​ ​more​ ​than​ ​the​ ​sum​ ​of​ ​our​ ​parts—a​ ​team​ ​capable​ ​of​ ​nurturing​ ​curiosity,​
​sustaining knowledge, and inspiring growth.”​

​The​​atmosphere​​shifted.​​The​​tension​​faded,​​replaced​​by​​a​​gentle​​warmth,​​a​​sense​​of​​unity.​​The​
​books​ ​seemed​ ​to​ ​settle​ ​on​ ​their​ ​shelves,​ ​the​ ​DVDs​ ​leaned​ ​just​ ​slightly​ ​closer,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​laptop​
​glowed​​less​​insistently,​​almost​​as​​if​​acknowledging​​the​​balance​​we​​had​​found.​​In​​that​​moment,​
​the​ ​library​ ​was​ ​no​ ​longer​ ​a​ ​silent​ ​hall​ ​of​ ​solitary​ ​study.​ ​It​ ​was​ ​alive​ ​with​ ​connection,​
​collaboration,​ ​and​ ​understanding—between​ ​the​ ​old​ ​and​ ​the​ ​new,​​the​​printed​​and​​the​​digital,​
​and most  importantly, between knowledge and the human mind that seeks it.​

​As​​I​​spoke,​​something​​subtle​​yet​​undeniable​​shifted​​in​​the​​energy​​of​​the​​library.​​The​​tension​​that​
​had​​existed​​between​​the​​books,​​the​​laptop,​​and​​the​​DVDs​​seemed​​to​​dissolve.​​The​​air​​itself​​felt​
​lighter,​​almost​​shimmering​​with​​possibility.​​I​​could​​sense​​the​​walls​​of​​my​​cubicle​​fading​​into​​the​
​wider​​space,​​the​​wooden​​panels​​no​​longer​​barriers​​but​​gentle​​frames​​around​​a​​shared​​moment.​
​In​ ​that​ ​instant,​ ​we​ ​stopped​ ​seeing​ ​ourselves​ ​as​ ​separate​ ​entities—the​ ​History​ ​books,​ ​Science,​
​Geography,​ ​DVDs,​ ​and​ ​even​ ​the​ ​laptop—and​ ​began​ ​to​ ​visualize​​ourselves​​as​​a​​single​​team,​​a​
​network of knowledge, curiosity, and support, all aligned toward one purpose.​

​One​ ​by​ ​one,​ ​the​ ​books​ ​leaned​ ​toward​ ​me,​ ​their​ ​pages​ ​brushing​ ​softly​ ​against​ ​my​ ​shoulders;​
​DVDs​ ​rattled​ ​lightly,​ ​almost​ ​like​ ​laughter​ ​caught​ ​in​ ​plastic​​cases;​​Geography​​shifted​​slightly,​
​her​​maps​ ​stretching​​just​​enough​​to​​include​​everyone;​​and​​the​​laptop’s​​glow​​softened​​as​​if​​it,​​too,​
​wanted​ ​to​ ​be​ ​part​ ​of​ ​this​ ​moment.​ ​Together,​ ​we​ ​formed​ ​a​ ​circle​ ​that​ ​felt​ ​alive,​ ​sentient,​ ​and​
​impossibly  powerful. I looked around at all of them and smiled.​

​“Help​​me​​finish​​my​​writing​​piece​​for​​the​​contest,”​​I​​said​​aloud,​​my​​voice​​carrying​​through​​the​
​library​​in​​a​​way​​that​​felt​​more​​like​​a​​spell​​than​​a​​request.​​“Guide​​me,​​share​​your​​stories,​​and​​let​
​us create something together.”​

​For​ ​a​ ​moment,​ ​there​ ​was​ ​silence.​ ​And​ ​then,​ ​as​ ​though​ ​the​ ​library​ ​itself​ ​had​ ​been​ ​holding​ ​its​
​breath,​ ​the​ ​response​ ​came.​ ​Books​ ​shifted,​ ​screens​ ​flickered,​ ​DVDs​ ​glimmered,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​air​
​hummed​ ​with​ ​possibility.​ ​One​ ​by​ ​one,​ ​the​ ​stories​ ​began​ ​to​ ​flow.​ ​History​ ​leaned​ ​in​ ​first,​
​whispering​ ​tales​ ​of​ ​battles​ ​and​ ​courage,​ ​weaving​ ​context​ ​and​ ​depth​ ​into​ ​my​ ​words.​ ​Science​
​added​ ​experiments,​ ​observations,​ ​and​ ​small​ ​marvels​ ​of​ ​the​ ​natural​ ​world,​ ​turning​ ​every​



​sentence​​into​​something​ ​tangible​​and​​alive.​​Geography​​unfurled​​maps,​​guiding​​my​​imagination​
​across​​mountains,​​rivers,​ ​and​​deserts,​​offering​​the​​sense​​of​​place​​that​​made​​my​​writing​​breathe.​
​Linguistics leaned in to​
​show​ ​the​ ​subtle​ ​music​ ​of​ ​words,​ ​the​​rhythm​​and​​flow​​of​​language​​that​​would​​make​​the​​piece​
​sing.​ ​Even​ ​the​​DVDs​​added​​their​​touch,​​suggesting​​scenes,​​metaphors,​​and​​stories​​that​​moved​
​like cinematic frames in my mind.​

​The​ ​laptop,​ ​once​ ​insistent​ ​and​ ​anxious,​ ​now​ ​guided​ ​me​ ​patiently—highlighting​ ​ideas,​
​organizing​ ​paragraphs,​ ​and​ ​helping​ ​shape​ ​the​ ​collective​ ​inspiration​ ​into​ ​coherent​ ​sentences.​
​The​ ​internet,​ ​invisible​ ​but​ ​present,​ ​hummed​ ​softly​ ​like​ ​a​ ​vast​ ​river​ ​of​ ​knowledge,​ ​offering​
​references,​ ​images,​ ​and​ ​insights,​ ​flowing​ ​seamlessly​ ​into​ ​the​ ​collective​ ​imagination​ ​of​ ​the​
​library.​

​I​​could​​feel​​the​​energy​​of​​this​​collaboration​​pulsating​​through​​me,​​through​​the​​pages​​of​​books,​
​the​​plastic​​of​​DVDs,​​and​​the​​glow​​of​​the​​screen.​​Every​​word​​I​​typed​​seemed​​to​​carry​​a​​resonance​
​beyond​​my​​own​​understanding;​​every​​sentence​​became​​layered​​with​​the​​knowledge,​​creativity,​
​and​ ​patience​ ​of​ ​countless​ ​sources,​ ​past​ ​and​ ​present.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​no​ ​longer​ ​alone.​ ​I​ ​was​ ​part​ ​of​
​something  greater—a living ecosystem of learning, memory, and imagination.​

​Time​ ​began​ ​to​ ​feel​ ​strange.​​Minutes​​stretched​​and​​contracted​​in​​ways​​I​​could​​not​​track.​​Books​
​whispered​ ​advice​ ​and​ ​encouragement,​ ​while​ ​the​ ​laptop​ ​highlighted​ ​sentences​ ​I​ ​had​​not​​even​
​consciously​ ​written.​ ​Science​ ​jumped​ ​from​ ​experiment​ ​to​ ​experiment,​ ​offering​​vivid​​examples.​
​DVDs​​clattered​​softly,​​offering​​plots​​and​​ideas.​​Geography​​unfolded​​worlds.​​History​​reminded​
​me​​of​​the​​weight​​and​​beauty​​of​​perspective.​​And​​somewhere​​amidst​​it​​all,​​my​​own​​voice—my​
​own choices—shaped the final story.​

​At​ ​last,​ ​I​ ​leaned​ ​back​ ​and​ ​exhaled,​ ​my​ ​fingers​ ​hovering​ ​over​ ​the​ ​keyboard​​as​​the​​final​​words​
​appeared.​​The​​library​​fell​​silent,​​the​​glow​​of​​screens​​and​​the​​gentle​​shifting​​of​​books​​settling​​as​​if​
​it,​ ​too,​ ​had​ ​paused​ ​to​ ​admire​ ​the​ ​work.​ ​I​ ​opened​ ​my​ ​eyes​ ​fully​​and​​realized​​that​​the​​magical​
​collaboration​​had​​ended,​​but​​the​​essence​​remained.​​Around​​me,​​the​​books​​were​​still,​​the​​DVDs​
​in​​their​​cases,​​and​​the​​laptop’s​​screen​​blinking​​patiently.​​The​​aura​​of​​energy​​lingered,​​leaving​​a​
​warm sense of accomplishment and connection.​

​I giggled, my hand brushing my forehead in disbelief and joy. “The dream has ended,” I​
​whispered, “but my own story has truly begun.”​

​I began writing and, before I knew it, had completed my story.​

​I​ ​closed​​the​​laptop,​​the​​screen​​fading​​to​​black,​​and​​looked​​around​​the​​quiet​​floor.​​The​​sunlight​
​streamed​ ​in​ ​through​ ​tall​ ​windows,​ ​falling​ ​on​ ​the​ ​shelves,​ ​the​ ​cubicles,​ ​and​ ​the​ ​scattered​
​notebooks.​ ​The​ ​library​ ​had​ ​returned​ ​to​ ​its​ ​usual​ ​stillness,​ ​but​ ​I​ ​carried​ ​within​ ​me​ ​a​ ​new​
​awareness—a​ ​sense​ ​that​ ​every​ ​corner,​ ​every​ ​object,​ ​every​ ​story​ ​had​ ​a​ ​lesson​ ​waiting​ ​to​ ​be​
​discovered if only I paused long enough to notice.​



​And​​in​​that​​moment,​​I​​knew​​that​​the​​contest​​was​​not​​just​​about​​finishing​​a​​writing​​piece.​​It​​was​
​about​ ​remembering​ ​how​ ​to​ ​see,​ ​how​ ​to​ ​listen,​ ​how​ ​to​​let​​the​​world​​around​​me—both​​human​
​and​ ​non-human,​ ​digital​ ​and​ ​physical—join​ ​hands​ ​with​ ​my​ ​imagination​ ​to​ ​create​ ​something​
​that could  only exist in that shared space.​
​The library was alive, and so was I.​


