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High on a sunny mountain, where the trail winds past
wildflowers and smooth gray rocks, a stout marmot named
Marlo opened a bakery. He wore a sky-blue apron with a big
front pocket and a red neckerchief tied smartly around his
neck. His warm brown fur was dusted with flour, and his
chubby paws smelled of cinnamon. Every morning, the smell of
fresh bread drifted down the path, welcoming hikers and
animals alike.



Marlo loved his little bakery. He tucked a small wooden rolling
pin into his apron pocket and hummed as he shaped loaves of
bread. His fluffy tail swished happily behind him. The trail was
busy with travelers, and many of them stopped to buy a warm
bun or a crusty loaf. Marlo was proud of his fresh bread, and
his warm friendly smile made everyone feel at home.
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But word spread fast along the mountain trails. Soon, animals
from all over wanted Marlo's bread. Foxes, squirrels, and even
a family of owls asked for deliveries. Marlo tried to carry
baskets himself, but he was stout and round, and the trails
were steep. He could not make deliveries alone before the
snow came. He sat on a flour sack, worried, with his whiskers
drooping.




Just then, a tiny pika named Pip scampered up to the bakery
door. Pip was smaller than a bread loaf, with soft grayish-
brown fur and big round ears. He wore a tiny green satchel
across his chest and a small acorn-cap hat. "I can help!" Pip
squeaked, his bright black eyes sparkling. "I'm quick and
nimble, and I know every trail on this mountain."
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Marlo blinked. "You? But you're so small!" Pip pulled a rolled
paper list from his satchel. "Small, but speedy," he said. "I can
organize the animals into delivery teams. We'll carry the bread
together." Marlo's dark gentle eyes widened. He had never
thought of asking for help. He nodded slowly. "Let's try," he
said, and his warm smile returned.
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Pip raced off to find helpers. First, he found a tall fox named
Fennel, who wore a mustard-yellow scarf and carried a brown
leather delivery bag. "Will you carry loaves along the steep
upper trails?" Pip asked. Fennel flicked his bushy tail. "I know
those trails well," he said. "I'll help." Pip wrote his name on the
list with a tiny pencil.



Next, Pip visited a wise owl named Olive. She wore a purple
knitted vest and small round spectacles. Under one wing, she
held a clipboard. "Will you keep the delivery list and check off
each stop?" Pip asked. Olive adjusted her spectacles. "I can do
that," she said calmly. "And I will remind everyone to finish
before the first snow."



Marlo baked all night. The bakery glowed warm and golden.
He rolled dough, shaped buns, and pulled hot loaves from the
oven. His blue apron was white with flour, and his red
neckerchief was dusted too. By morning, baskets of warm
bread filled every table. Pip sorted the loaves into bags for
each team. "Team Fox takes the high trail," he said. "Team Owl
checks the list."




The delivery teams set off. Fennel the fox bounded up the
steep trail with his leather bag full of bread. His mustard scarf
flapped in the wind. Pip dashed from stop to stop, making sure
every animal got their order. Olive the owl flew overhead,
clipboard under her wing, calling out directions. "Two loaves
for the squirrels!" she hooted. "One loaf for the rabbits!"
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At first, everything went well. But then the wind grew colder,
and gray clouds rolled across the sky. The first snow was
coming early! Marlo looked at the sky and felt a flutter of
worry. Pip checked his list. "We have many stops left," he said.
"But if we work together, we can finish." He called all the
animals to the bakery for a quick meeting.
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Marlo stood before the animals, his paws clasped. "I cannot do
this alone," he said honestly. "But together, we can deliver
every loaf before the snow." The animals nodded. Fennel
stepped forward. "I'll take the longest trail," he said. Olive
raised her clipboard. "I'll keep everyone on schedule," she
said. Pip smiled. "And I'll guide each team."
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The teams hurried along the trails. Fennel carried bread to the
highest dens, his long legs leaping over rocks. Olive checked
off each stop, her spectacles glinting. Pip darted between
teams, reminding them of the time. Marlo stayed at the bakery,
baking more bread as fast as he could. The flour flew, and the
oven roared. Everyone worked with one heart.
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Just as the first snowflakes began to fall, the last loaf was
delivered. The animals cheered. They had done it! Marlo wiped
his paws on his apron and smiled. "You see," said Pip, "small
helpers can do big things." Olive nodded. "Cooperation makes
a community strong," she said wisely. Marlo looked at his
friends and felt warm inside, even though the snow was cold.
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That evening, the animals gathered at the bakery for a cozy
feast. They brought nuts, berries, and honey to share with
Marlo's warm bread. The oven glowed, and the little bakery
was filled with laughter. Fennel told stories of the steep trails,
and Olive read the delivery list aloud like a poem. Pip sat on a
bread basket, his acorn-cap hat slightly crooked, feeling proud.
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Marlo stood up and raised a small loaf. "Thank you, my
friends," he said. "I thought I had to do everything myself, but
you showed me that working together makes the bakery grow
strong." The animals clapped their paws and wings. Outside,
the snow fell softly, but inside, the bakery was warm and
bright. The marmot's mountain bakery had become a place for
everyone.




And so, all winter long, the animals helped Marlo bake and
deliver. Pip kept his lists, Olive kept the schedule, and Fennel
carried bread along the snowy trails. The bakery grew busy
and happy, and everyone got fresh bread in time. Marlo
learned that a community business grows strong through
cooperation. And every morning, the smell of warm bread
drifted down the mountain, welcoming all who came.
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