 Book Borrowers   
     It used to happen so often that it couldn’t be a coincidence, accident or bad luck. Whenever Jack came to the library, he received the same response;”I’m so sorry, but this book is borrowed. Would you like to make a reservation? The due date expires in three weeks”. However, he hated waiting and he wanted to get the book immediately. It was a rainy summer, so the boy couldn’t play football with his friends and he didn’t have anything to do.                                                                                                                                  Jack was hunting for a few titles which his uncle recommended to him. These were among other things science-fiction books, horrors and also short novels. The fate was very malicious. When he came to the library, dream books disappeared. It started to annoy him a bit. Mother suggested buying them from a bookshop. But the boy didn’t want to give up. Why should he spend money when he can get these paperbacks for free...? 
            That was again a rainy day. Jack pushed the door and fell into a puddle. He swore angrily. The mud managed to stick to his shoes and he couldn’t get rid of it. It wasn’t raining although clouds gathered and they looked very suspicious so the boy took an umbrella, just in case. The library wasn’t far away from his home. About ten minutes of march. Jack paced the pavement carefully so as to omit all the puddles. Sometimes he had to jump over them. He began to regret that he hadn’t taken rubber boots because his leather shoes got completely wet. He was cheering himself up repeating: “ I’ll get back home in a short time” . 
           The Library nr 7 in Denver appeared in front of him. It looked old. The walls were cracked and nobody didn’t invest any money to renovate at least the facade. The boy came closer, rubbed his shoes on the door mat an entered the building. Inside it was more beautiful than outside. The ceiling and the walls were painted in calm warm colours like china blue or bottle green. 
        Jack passed the corridor and went into the main room where all books lied on the shelves. Mrs Mann, an elderly woman, stopped solving a crossword to look at a visitor... or she treated him more like an intruder. 

“So...? Are you looking for something in particular?, “she sighed. 

The boy shook his head. 

“ Nope. This time I’m going to look through the book shelves myself.”  

     The librarian shrugged and came back to the crossword. Jack made sure that she wasn’t observing him, then he crept on the sly to the nearest bookshelf. “Green Sky” must have been. He checked this in the directory on the website. No way that someone managed to borrow it in such a short time! His sweated fingers moved the dusty books quietly. Maybe it was hidden? Or Mrs Mann put it by accident to the wrong section...? There were hundreds of explanations. But Jack predicted that the true reason was again that mysterious power which tried to keep him away from literature. He felt as a cold tear swam down his cheek. No! It’s impossible! The boy clenched his fists with outrage. He was tempted to kick the bookshelf, scatter books on the floor! However the sign on the wall forbade making any noise. After some deep breathes, he calmed down. He came to the counter with miserable face expression.  
    “ What’s the result? Did it disappear again?,” asked the woman. 
  “ I promise! I had checked “Green Sky” in the directory before I left for the library! And now it’s gone!,” he sobbed. 

“ Something strange is going on,” whispered Mrs Mann.” Other customers report the same problem as you. The books that they desire most just vanish into the thin air. Indeed, it is registered on my computer that someone borrowed them. But I’m sure that nobody has entered the place since yesterday! The library emptied. I consider throwing my job. I have nothing to do here!” 

        The boy felt sorry for her. When she started working two years ago, she was full of energy, ready to encourage young people to read. Nevertheless, something destroyed her plans.  
“ Maybe... a thief keeps stealing these books!,” he suggested. 

Mrs Mann frowned thoughtfully. 

“Hmm... It looks like I’m unconscious but I pay attention to every visitor. I wouldn’t let anyone access my computer. How would you explain that?,” she replied. 

Jack was wondering for a while when suddenly he came up with a sensible idea. 

“ I think... that the thief breaks into at night.” 

“ It doesn’t convince me. How could he do it, in your opinion? The lock and the windows are intact. The only key to the main door belongs to me. There aren’t any spare keys,” said the librarian. 

“ I will stay here at night... Let’s make sure... 

“ No way. Your parents won’t agree,” Mrs Mann took a pen and opened the crossword book again. 
“ I won’t tell them anything,” smiled Jack. 

The woman looked at him with interest. 

“Are you sure? Supposing they caught you red-handed...? What would you do, then? 

“ Oh, they won’t. I assure you,” he winked. 

The librarian sighed. She tapped the fingers nervously. 

“ Okay. But be careful. Let’s meet up here at 9 p.m. I’ll hand you the key. Bring a quilt or something warm to wear because you may feel a bit cold overnight.”  

        Jack shook his head, however, he wasn’t listening at all, just thinking about this crazy plan. He got the impression as though he joined an investigation like a true detective.
        When the boy got back home, it was a lunch time. Hopefully, meal didn’t get cold. He trembled with such excitement that he spilt some soup on the table. 
“ Is everything alright?,” asked his mum. 

“ Yes, of course,” answered Jack. 

“ Have you finally gained that book?,” she said sympathetically. 

“ Not exactly,” laughed the boy.” I’m still working on it.” 

       After the lunch, he crept into the bedroom and stole some bed covers from the wardrobe. Then, he took a flashlight from the shelf and put his all equipment into the backpack. Now, he was ready to face the mysterious thief. It was getting dark outside. Tree branches seemed to bend in strange angles. Everything became scary. Street lights dealt out dim rays. Jacked looked out of the window and began to regret his decision. No. He must be brave and discover what was going on. 

        As he was leaving, his father stopped him blinking suspiciously. 

“ Where are you going? Young people shouldn’t stay outside at night. I heard that some kidnappers lurk in Denver...,” he whispered. 

“ Oh, come on, dad. I’m spending the night at Frank’s house. I’ll be fine.”   
“ Shall I give you a lift...?,” the man hesitated. 

“Don’t worry! It isn’t too far.” 

           Jack’s father sighed and let him out. Bitter cold immediately hit the boy and made his teeth chatter. But he didn’t turn attention to that. He crossed  Oak Street and turned into Chaplin’s Street. However, he omitted the Frank’s house. The library emerged from the gloom. It seemed to be abandoned although Jack noticed light coming from the window. She was waiting for him. The boy pulled the handle. The door was closed so he knocked. After a while Mrs Mann let him in. 
“Any difficulties reaching here?,” she asked. 

“If not to mention scary trees and an  impression that someone follows me, no,” Jack entered the main room. It was dark there, only a small lamp on the counter gave some light.  

“ You’d better hide somewhere...? Maybe under the desk?,” suggested the woman.” And pay attention to everything which looks suspicious. In the morning you will report me how your night guard lasted.” 
     The librarian left and he stayed alone. He lay under the table and turned on the flashlight . His imagination started to trick him. He saw a shadow crawling on the wall reminding a lethal creature. He heard a strange shriek... Mice? Or... something else? Time passed by and nothing special happened. The boy glanced at his watch. Midnight. He yawned. 

      His eyes were closing slowly when out of the blue a mysterious sound pierced the air. Somebody pulled the handle. Jack started. Sleepiness left him. Then, he relaxed. The door must have been closed. Secured with special padlock resistant to any crowbars! Creak. Someone apparently managed to... open them... But how?? A fragile man went into the room. The boy couldn’t see his face through the darkness. A plastic bag rustled quietly. The intruder got to the nearest bookcase. His agile fingers threw a few books into the bag. When it became full, the man crept to the computer. Jack trembled and prayed with all his heart not to be noticed. The criminal was sitting just a few meters above him! But he was too busy. He was writing on the keyboard for a while. When he finished, took the bag from the floor and went out of the library as though he had never been here.
        Jack was shocked at all the things he had just seen. He wondered where the man was heading now. Curiousness won. The boy stood up and rushed to the door. Cold air froze him again even though he didn’t draw attention to that. The intruder and his bag disappeared behind the corner. Jack couldn’t give up. He had to discover where the thief was taking all these books. Luckily, the man didn’t go too far because he hobbled a bit. Despite this fact, he still moved quickly and carefully, turned behind when he heard even the most quiet sound. That’s why, the boy kept safe distance at all times. Finally, the thief entered an old tenement. 
       Jack speeded and went into the building on the sly. He heard as the criminal was breathing heavily in the corridor. The fellow came in a gloomy room and turned the light on. The boy squinted. It looked like some kind of... a laboratory. There were some strange devices and bookshelves. A lot of bookshelves. When he was peeking into the room he felt that someone puts a tissue on his nose. He passed out.  
           Consciousness began to come back slowly. Jack winked. Strong light blinded him. He touched the rough surface of a chair. In the background was sounding “The Beatles” song. The boy lifted his head and saw two men. The first was the guy who stole the books and the second probably stunned him. The criminals were staring at him with maliciousness. 

“Oh... Our visitor woke up, didn’t he?” 

“ What do you want from these books?!,” snarled Jack.  

The men laughed. 

“ Look, Bruce, at this poor kiddo. He doesn’t even realise that it’s too late to stop us. The book time had ended and now came the new era! Technology! 
The boy felt more and more confused. Bruce smirked at him and said; 

“ Don’t worry. Nobody knows about our plan, discretion is our second name. And we’re not a band of laymen. We used to work quietly without any disturbances... until a nosy child decided to spy on us! “
“ But... I just wanted to borrow a book!,” he cried. 

“I must disappoint you. Nobody will use libraries anymore as soon as our organisation acts,” the thief pointed at a sign pinned to his jacket. 

Jack strained his eyes and managed to read two letters out. 

“BB? What does it mean?” 

“It stands for “Book Borrowers”,” explained Bruce.” And our target is to discourage people from reading. Because, in our opinion, there’s no sense to do it. Books are heavy, dusty and in addition, they get destroyed easily. We want to replace them with some modern devices. E-books! Computers! “ 
“ I don’t agree with you,” replied the boy,” Books are unique. Rustling of papers... or this distinctive smell... “
The criminal trembled with anger. Sparks burst out of his eyes. 
“ Rubbish!,” he screamed.” There aren’t any perspectives for them. Just a waste of trees! So you would like to cut down forests, wouldn’t you? “
Jack didn’t say anything. He glared at the man. 

“ If you had gone to such lengths to get here, I should tell you everything now. Firstly, we get to know which book our victim desires...,” continued Bruce. 

“How?,” he asked with astonishment. 

         The Bruce’s companion took a strange-looking object from the desk. It reminded of a stick with a small cube on the top. 

“ We call it the “Book Browser”. This small electronic miracle can search your thoughts and pick out the most important information for us. I mean, the book title,” declared the thief. 
“ It’s... impossible!,” moaned the boy. 

“ Then, we break into the library at night using our universal key,” Bruce ignored him.”Finally, we take our target books and disappear like ghosts. We don’t leave any trail. Of course, after a month, we return the books back when our victim forgets about them. In that way, we avoid suspicions.” 
“You are madmen,” Jack pointed his finger at him.” Do you think that you’ll get any effects working in just two people?” 

“ You are mistaken,” laughed the criminal.”Our organisation consists of hundred of members! And we all have the same aim. To bid farewells to our old friends who regrettably don’t fit our ages anymore. “ 

“ I won’t let you do that!,” he said. 

“ What do you mean?,” the thief frowned thoughtfully. 

“ I will give away all the secrets you told me!” 

“ Ah... I’ve nearly forgotten...,” Bruce pulled from his pocket a petite device which resembled an MP3 player. 

“What’s that?,” the boy felt as a sweat drop runs down from his forehead. 

“ We are going to clean your memories. We cannot risk. Sorry,” he stated. 

“ No! Leave me alone!,” yelled Jack and stood up from the chair. Bruce and his companion caught him and forced to sit still. 

“ It won’t hurt. I promise,” whispered the man.   

          Suddenly someone rushed into the laboratory. The criminals were so shocked that they didn’t even say a word. 
“ Hands up! Police!” 

Two armed blokes came in and they surrounded the thieves. Bruce swore and spit on the ground. 

“ How did you find us?,” he snorted. 

“ Oh, it wasn’t too hard. We were patrolling the street when our attention attracted a lonely boy. We followed him and... umm... he led us to something interesting,” the policeman looked around the laboratory with astonishment. 

“ Are you alright?,” an officer turned to Jack. 

“ Yeah, I’m fine. But you must stop these men! They try to prevent people from reading books!,” screamed the boy.

The policeman put a warm hand on his shoulder. 

“ You must have gone through a lot. Calm down. I’ll phone your parents to take you back home. We are going to investigate this room now. We will call you soon and you will be interrogated as a witness of a crime,” he said.

Jack’s muscles relaxed. He gave up and nodded his head. Out of the blue a crazy thought came to his mind. 
“ Hey! May I take just a one book from these bookshelves?,” he begged. 

“ Why, in fact it’s evidence...,” sighed the functional.” But I can turn a blind eye to it. Nobody will notice if one from those books vanishes,  will they?” 

       The boy smiled. He found after a while his desired “Green Sky”. While he was leaving the laboratory, he glanced at a mysterious machine with sharp claws . He didn’t even want to wonder what it served for. 

       The policeman saw him out. Outside was waiting his mum. She looked rather anxious. Jack clenched his fingers on the book’s soft cover. The whole world must discover the truth. Book Borrowers are common criminals. They need to be stopped. If the police don’t believe him, he will fight against them by himself. However these villains forgot about one thing. The reader’s spirit never fades.
