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The Rabbit's Little
Restaurant

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



In the heart of the green woods, where sunlight danced
through the leaves, stood a tiny wooden house with a red roof.
Rosie the rabbit had turned it into a little restaurant. She wore
a cherry-red apron and a small white chef hat. Her cream-
white fur was soft, and her brown eyes sparkled with
excitement. "Today is opening day!' she cheered, tucking a
wooden spoon into her pocket.




Rosie had worked all morning. She set out little tables with
checkered cloths and tiny vases of wildflowers. In the kitchen,
she stirred a big pot of carrot stew. The smell drifted through
the trees. 'Everyone will love my stew,' she said, her pink nose
twitching happily. Her fluffy white tail wiggled with pride. She
couldn't wait for her first guests to arrive.
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Soon, a chipmunk peeked through the door. 'Is this the new
restaurant?' he asked. 'Yes!' said Rosie, showing him to a
table. She brought a bowl of hot carrot stew. The chipmunk
took one bite and smiled. 'Delicious!' he said. Rosie's rosy
cheeks glowed. Word spread fast through the forest. More
animals hurried along the leafy paths, curious to try Rosie's
cooking.



A family of mice arrived next. Rosie served them carrot stew
too. They nibbled politely, but their tiny tummies wanted
something smaller. Then a deer came in. He looked at the bowl
and said, 'This is lovely, but I eat leaves and twigs.' Rosie
frowned. 'But carrot stew is my best dish!' She didn't
understand. Why didn't everyone love it as much as she did?
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The deer left hungry. Rosie felt a little sad. Then a hedgehog
shuffled in. Rosie gave him carrot stew. He tried to eat it, but it
was too hot and too soupy for his little paws. 'I'm sorry,' he
mumbled, 'but this isn't quite right for me.' Rosie's ears
drooped. She wanted to make everyone happy, but she didn't
know how. She sat down and sighed.

B




Just then, a very old tortoise slowly came through the door. He
wore round brass spectacles and a knitted mustard-yellow
scarf. His mossy shell had amber rings. 'Good day,' he said in a
calm, slow voice. 'l heard about your restaurant.' Rosie
brought him carrot stew. He tasted it and smiled gently. 'It's
tasty,' he said, 'but not every animal can eat the same meal.'

6




Rosie tilted her head. 'What do you mean?' she asked. The
tortoise adjusted his spectacles. 'Each animal needs different
food,' he explained. 'Mice need small seeds and grains. Deer
need fresh leaves. Hedgehogs like berries and mushrooms.'
Rosie's brown eyes grew wide. She had never thought about
that. 'So my carrot stew is only good for some?' she asked. The
tortoise nodded kindly.




Rosie's whiskers drooped. 'But I want everyone to be happy
here,' she said. 'Then you must listen to your guests,' said the
tortoise. 'Ask them what they like.' Rosie thought about it. It
seemed like a lot of work. Just then, a russet squirrel bounded
in, his bushy tail with a pale tip swishing. He wore a blue
neckerchief and carried a tiny satchel of nuts.
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'I'm Nutty,' the squirrel said with a cheeky grin. 'I heard you
need help.' Rosie explained her problem. Nutty twitched his
whiskers. 'I know what everyone eats! I can gather nuts,
seeds, berries, and leaves. And I can help you make a new
menu.' Rosie's ears perked up. 'Really? You would do that?'
Nutty nodded. 'Of course! Friends help friends.'
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So Rosie and Nutty got to work. Nutty scampered up trees and
gathered acorns, hazelnuts, and sweet berries. He brought
fresh green leaves and tiny seeds. Rosie chopped and mixed
and cooked. The tortoise watched and gave advice. 'A little
honey for the hedgehog's berries,' he suggested. 'And soft
mushrooms for the mice.' Rosie wrote each dish on a big leaf

with a berry-juice pen.




The next day, Rosie hung the new menu on the door. It said:
'Something tasty for every friend!' The mice came back and
found a plate of tiny seeds and soft grains. They squeaked with
joy. The deer nibbled fresh leaves and twigs. The hedgehog
enjoyed berries with a drizzle of honey. Everyone had a dish
that was just right for them.




More animals came. A badger loved the crunchy beetles and
roots. A bird pecked at seeds and berries. A fox enjoyed a plate
of mushrooms. Rosie ran from table to table, her wooden
spoon in her pocket, making sure every guest was happy. 'This
is the best restaurant in the woods!' said the chipmunk, his
cheeks full. Rosie's rosy cheeks glowed with pride.
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At the end of the day, Rosie sat with the tortoise and Nutty.
‘Thank you,' she said. 'I learned that kindness means
understanding what each friend really needs.' The tortoise
smiled wisely. 'And you learned to listen,' he said. Nutty
munched a nut and grinned. 'And now everyone is happy and
full!" Rosie looked around at her cozy little restaurant and felt
warm inside.
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From that day on, Rosie's Little Restaurant was the friendliest
place in the forest. Animals came from far and wide. Rosie
always greeted them with a warm smile and asked, '"What
would you like today?' She kept her wooden spoon handy and
her ears open. The tortoise often sat by the window, and Nutty
helped with the menu. Everyone felt welcome.
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One evening, as the sun set and the fireflies twinkled, all the
animals gathered for a feast. They brought dishes to share:
acorn soup, berry pie, fresh salad, and honey cakes. Rosie
looked at her friends and felt tears of joy in her brown eyes.
'This is what a restaurant should be,' she said. 'A place where
everyone belongs.' And they all cheered.
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And so, in the heart of the green woods, Rosie the rabbit
learned that the best meals are made with kindness and
understanding. Her little restaurant, with its red roof and
checkered cloths, became a place where every animal could
find a friend and a full tummy. And if you ever visit the woods,
just follow the smell of good food and happy chatter. You'll find
Rosie there, ready to welcome you.
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