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In the heart of the woodland, where the trees wore coats of
green and gold, lived Hazel the squirrel. Her russet-red fur
glowed in the dappled sunlight, and her bushy tail with its
lighter tip twitched with excitement. Today, Hazel had a
wonderful idea. She tied on her green apron, the one with the
chestnut-shaped pocket, and held her wooden spoon like a
wand. 'A feast!' she declared. 'A woodland feast for all my
friends!'



Hazel scampered from branch to branch, her amber eyes
sparkling. She knocked on Bramble the hedgehog's door.
Bramble peeked out, his soft brown spines with pale tips
bristling shyly. 'A feast?' he whispered, adjusting his mustard-
yellow scarf. 'l have autumn blackberries. My family's jam
recipe is the best.' Hazel smiled. 'Perfect! Bring them to the
clearing at noon.' She dashed off, her tiny paws pattering on
the leaves.




Next, Hazel found Pip the rabbit in the vegetable patch. His
long ears stood up straight when he heard the news. 'A feast!
I'll bring spring carrots and herbs!' he cheered, his blue
neckerchief fluttering. He hopped alongside Hazel, his canvas
satchel bumping. 'I can stir pots and make everyone laugh,' he
added. Hazel giggled. "We'll need that!' Then Hazel thought of
Old Rowan the owl, who knew stories of feasts from long ago.
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Hazel climbed to Old Rowan's hollow. The owl blinked his
round golden eyes and adjusted his spectacles. 'A feast, you
say?' he hooted softly, pulling his purple shawl tighter. 'I have
winter nuts, stored from the last cold season. And I can share
tales of woodland feasts past.' Hazel's heart swelled. 'Please
come, Rowan. Your stories are the best ingredient.' The owl
nodded. 'T shall be there.'




At noon, the woodland clearing buzzed with activity. Bramble
arrived with his woven basket full of plump blackberries. Pip
carried a satchel overflowing with bright orange carrots and
fragrant herbs. Old Rowan flew in silently, landing on a stump,
his acorn brooch glinting. Hazel had set up a long table made
of a fallen log. "Welcome, friends!' she cried. 'Let's cook
together!"




Bramble showed everyone his family's berry jam recipe. 'First,
we mash the berries,' he explained, his small dark eyes
shining. Pip stirred the pot with a big spoon, his whiskers
twitching. 'This is fun!' he laughed. Old Rowan watched wisely.
'In my day,' he said, 'feasts were about more than food. They
were about sharing what we have.' Hazel nodded, her bushy
tail swishing. 'That's exactly why we're here.'
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As the jam bubbled, Pip chopped carrots and herbs for a stew.
'My spring carrots are sweet this year,' he said proudly, his
white chest puffing up. Bramble added a handful of berries to
the pot. 'A little sweetness makes everything better,' he said.
Hazel tasted the stew. 'Mmm, almost perfect. But we need
something to make it special.' Old Rowan chuckled. 'Perhaps a
pinch of tradition?"




bl Mt A

Old Rowan told a story of a great feast long ago, when all the
woodland creatures brought their favorite foods. 'They shared
not just food, but songs and stories,' he said. 'That's what
made it a feast to remember.' Hazel's amber eyes widened. 'We
can do that! Let's each share a tradition.' Bramble blushed. 'I
know a berry-picking song.' Pip bounced. 'I can do a carrot
dance!' Everyone laughed.



The clearing filled with the aroma of jam and stew. Hazel
bustled about, her apron pocket stuffed with extra nuts. 'Pip,
stir the stew. Bramble, spread the jam on these acorn cakes.
Rowan, keep telling stories!' she directed. Pip stirred with
flair, splashing a little. 'Oops!"' he giggled. Bramble caught the
drips with a cloth. 'No worries,' he said. 'A little mess is part of
the fun.'




As the sun began to set, the feast was ready. The log table was
laden with berry jam, carrot stew, and roasted nuts. Friends
from all over the woodland arrived, drawn by the delicious
smells. Hazel welcomed each one. 'Come, share our meal!' she
called. The woodland was filled with chatter and laughter. Old
Rowan raised a wing. 'Let us give thanks for friends and food.'

10




Then disaster struck! A gust of wind blew out the cooking fire.
The stew stopped bubbling, and the jam grew cold. 'Oh no!"
cried Pip. 'What will we do?' Bramble looked worried. "The
food will be ruined.' Hazel's tail drooped. But Old Rowan
stepped forward. 'Remember the old feasts? They didn't need a
fire to be warm. They had each other.' Hazel's eyes lit up.
‘You're right!'




Hazel gathered everyone close. 'Let's share our traditions now,
while we eat.' Bramble taught the berry-picking song, and
everyone sang along. Pip showed his carrot dance, wiggling
his long ears. Old Rowan told a story of a feast where the
moon was the only light. The food was cool, but the laughter
was warm. 'This is even better,' said Hazel. 'The fire may be
out, but our hearts are glowing.'
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As they ate, Hazel realized something important. The feast
wasn't just about the food. It was about Bramble's jam recipe,
Pip's carrots, and Old Rowan's stories. It was about everyone
bringing a piece of themselves. '‘Sharing our traditions makes
us a community,' she said. 'That's the secret recipe.' Her
friends nodded, their faces bright in the moonlight. The
woodland seemed to hug them close.
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From that day on, the woodland feasts became a tradition.
Each season, someone new would bring a favorite dish and a
story to share. Hazel kept her apron pocket full of nuts for
anyone who came hungry. And whenever the wind blew, the
friends would gather, sing, and tell tales. The secret recipe
was never written down, but it lived in their hearts: a pinch of
kindness, a cup of sharing, and a spoonful of laughter.
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Hazel sat on a branch, her wooden spoon in paw, watching the
woodland glow with friendship. "Who knew a feast could teach
so much?' she said to Old Rowan, who perched beside her.
'The best recipes,' he hooted, 'are the ones we make together.'
And as the stars twinkled above, the squirrel smiled. Her
secret recipe wasn't secret anymore. It was shared, and that
made it all the more special.
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And so, in the woodland, the seasons turned, and the feasts
continued. Bramble's jam, Pip's carrots, Old Rowan's stories—
each brought a taste of the season. But the most important
ingredient was always the same: friends, gathered together,
sharing what they had. Hazel learned that when traditions are
shared, they grow, and community blossoms like the first
flower of spring. And that was the sweetest recipe of all.
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