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In a cozy corner of the Green Forest, where ferns uncurled like

tiny fists and sunlight dappled the mossy ground, lived Rascal

the raccoon. His soft grey fur and black mask made him look

like a little bandit, but his bright amber-brown eyes were

gentle and kind. Around his neck, a green neckerchief

fluttered, and a tiny cloth pouch bounced on its string as he

trotted along the path, humming a happy tune.
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Rascal loved to cook. His tiny kitchen smelled of cinnamon and

wild honey. On a wooden shelf, he kept a special book: his

grandmother's recipe book, filled with scribbled notes and

splattered pages. The most important page was for Grandma's

Famous Berry-Bark Pie. Today, Rascal wanted to make it for

his friends, Pip the rabbit, Hootie the owl, and Bramble the

bear. He reached for the book with a smile.
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But when Rascal opened the book, the page was gone! Not

torn, not hidden—just empty. A puff of wind had blown it away

while the window was open. Rascal's ears drooped, and his tail

sagged. "Oh no," he whispered. "Grandma's recipe is lost

forever." He sat on his doorstep, feeling small and sad,

clutching the empty book to his chest.
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Just then, Pip the rabbit hopped up the path, her long ears

standing tall and her blue apron flapping. "Why the long face,

Rascal?" she asked, twitching her pink nose. Rascal showed

her the empty page. "The recipe is gone," he said. Pip's dark

brown eyes grew wide. "Don't worry! We'll help you remember

it. Let's gather the others." She tucked her wooden spoon into

her apron pocket and dashed off.
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Soon Pip returned with Hootie the owl, who wore round wire

spectacles and a mustard-yellow scarf, and Bramble the bear,

whose red-and-white checked apron stretched over his big,

warm tummy. They all sat in a circle on the soft grass. "Tell us

about your grandmother," said Hootie gently, his golden eyes

blinking wisely. "What do you remember?" Rascal took a deep

breath and began to talk.
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Rascal closed his eyes and smiled. "Grandma wore a floppy hat

and sang while she cooked. She said the secret was in the

berries—only the ripest ones, picked at dawn. And she used a

pinch of something special... I think it was cinnamon." Pip

leaned forward, her ears twitching. "What else?" she asked.

"There was honey," Rascal added. "And she stirred the pot

exactly ten times, no more, no less."
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Bramble the bear patted Rascal's shoulder with a big, gentle

paw. "That's a good start," he rumbled. "We can figure out the

rest together." Hootie nodded, adjusting his spectacles.

"Recipes are like stories—they live in our memories. We just

need to piece them together." Rascal felt a tiny spark of hope.

"Do you really think we can?" he asked. "Of course!" said Pip.

"Teamwork!"

7



So the friends set to work. Pip fetched a basket and they all

went into the forest to pick berries. "Only the ripe ones!"

Rascal called, remembering Grandma's words. Bramble

carried the heavy basket, his striped oven mitt waving as he

swatted away branches. Hootie kept an eye out for the juiciest

bushes. The birds sang, and the sun warmed their fur. Rascal

began to feel a little better.
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Back in the kitchen, they laid out the ingredients: flour, honey,

butter, and a big bowl of berries. But something was missing.

"The crust!" Rascal cried. "Grandma's crust was flaky and

golden." Pip scratched her head. "What made it flaky?" Rascal

thought hard. "I remember... she used cold butter and a splash

of cold water. And she hummed a tune while she rolled it."

Hootie wrote it down with a feather pen.
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Bramble measured the flour with his big paws, careful and

slow. Pip mixed the dough with her wooden spoon, her nose

twitching at the sweet smell. Rascal added the berries and

honey, then paused. "The pinch of cinnamon," he said. "And... a

squeeze of lemon? Yes! Grandma always said it made the

berries sing." He squeezed the lemon, and the kitchen smelled

wonderful. "I think we're close!"
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But when they tasted the filling, something was off. "It's too

sour," said Pip, making a face. Rascal's ears drooped again. "I

can't remember the right amount of honey," he said sadly.

Hootie hooted softly. "Think, Rascal. What did your

grandmother say about sweetness?" Rascal closed his eyes.

"She said... sweetness comes from memories, not just honey.

And she always added a little extra when she was happy."
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Rascal's eyes flew open. "That's it! She added a spoonful of

honey for each happy memory!" He counted on his claws: one

for the day Grandma taught him to whistle, one for the winter

she knitted him a scarf, and one for the summer they watched

fireflies. Three spoonfuls of honey went into the pot. "Stir ten

times," he said. Bramble stirred, his big arm moving slowly.

One, two, three...
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The friends worked together, rolling the dough and crimping

the edges just like Grandma used to. Pip cut little leaf shapes

from the extra dough and placed them on top. Bramble lifted

the heavy pie into the oven. Soon, a yummy smell filled the air

—sweet berries, warm cinnamon, and buttery crust. Rascal

sniffed and smiled. "It smells just like Grandma's kitchen!"

Hootie nodded. "Memories are never lost when friends share

them."
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When the pie was golden and bubbling, Bramble pulled it out

with his oven mitt. The friends gathered around the table,

their eyes wide. Rascal cut the first slice. It was flaky, sweet,

and perfect. "It's just like I remember!" he cried. They all took

a bite, and their faces lit up. "Mmm!" said Pip. "Delicious!"

rumbled Bramble. Hootie hooted happily. "You did it, Rascal!"
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As they ate, Rascal told more stories about Grandma—how she

danced in the rain, how she grew the biggest sunflowers, how

she always said that sharing food is sharing love. The friends

laughed and shared their own stories too. Pip told about the

time she lost her wooden spoon, and Bramble told about his

first honey cake. The little kitchen was full of warmth and joy.
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Rascal looked around at his friends and felt a warm glow

inside. "Thank you," he said. "I thought I lost Grandma's recipe

forever, but you helped me find it again. It's not just in the

book—it's in my memories, and now in yours too." He tied his

green neckerchief a little tighter and smiled. "From now on,

we'll share stories and food together, always." And they did.
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