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In a cozy hollow beneath the old oak tree lived a young

raccoon named Rusty. He had grey fur, a black mask around

his bright amber eyes, and a fluffy ringed tail. Every day he

explored the forest, curious about everything. One rainy

afternoon, while tidying his little nook, he found a loose

wooden board behind his bed. Underneath was a small secret

drawer!
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Rusty's eyes grew wide with wonder. He carefully pulled the

drawer open. Inside were piles of old photographs, yellowed

with age. He picked one up and squinted. 'Who is this?' he

whispered. The picture showed a raccoon with a kind smile,

standing beside a berry bush. Rusty didn't recognize him at all.

He decided to ask someone wise for help.
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Rusty tied his red neckerchief and scampered through the

forest. He knocked on the door of Elder Opossum, who lived in

a snug burrow lined with soft moss. The elderly opossum had

pale grey-white fur, a pink pointed snout, and round wire-

rimmed spectacles. She wore a knitted mustard-yellow shawl.

'Come in, little one,' she said warmly. 'What brings you here?'

3



Rusty spread the photographs on Elder Opossum's wooden

table. 'I found these in a secret drawer,' he said. 'But I don't

know who any of these animals are.' Elder Opossum adjusted

her spectacles and smiled. 'Ah, photographs are like little

windows to the past,' she said. 'Let's look at them together.

Every picture tells a story, and I know many of these faces.'
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Elder Opossum picked up the first photograph. 'This is your

grandfather, Barnaby Raccoon,' she said. 'He was famous for

finding the juiciest berries in the whole forest. See his happy

smile? He once ate so many berries his tummy was round for a

week!' Rusty giggled. He traced the picture with his paw. 'My

grandfather!' he whispered. 'I have his same black mask and

ringed tail!'
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The next photograph showed a family of opossums hanging

upside down from a branch. 'That's my own family!' said Elder

Opossum, her dark eyes crinkling. 'There's my sister,

Prudence, and my brother, Percy. We loved to play in the

moonlight.' Rusty looked closely. 'You had a pink snout even

then!' he said. Elder Opossum laughed. 'Yes, and I was always

the one who told the best stories.'
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Rusty pulled out a picture of a raccoon and an opossum

standing side by side. 'Who are they?' he asked. 'That's your

grandmother, Rosie, and me,' said Elder Opossum. 'We were

best friends. We shared berries, told secrets, and watched the

stars together. Your grandmother had the kindest heart in the

forest.' Rusty's eyes shone. 'So you knew my family!' he said.
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Elder Opossum nodded. 'I knew almost everyone in these

pictures,' she said. 'Look at this one.' She pointed to a

photograph of a raccoon wearing a tiny hat. 'That's your uncle

Felix. He was a bit forgetful, just like you.' Rusty grinned. 'I

forget things all the time!' he said. 'But Felix always

remembered to laugh, and so should you,' said Elder Opossum

kindly.
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They looked at more photographs. A raccoon climbing a tall

tree. A family picnic with acorns and berries. A tiny baby

raccoon wrapped in a leaf. 'That baby is you!' said Elder

Opossum. Rusty gasped. 'I was so small!' he said. 'You were

tiny and curious even then,' she said. 'And look, your mother is

holding you close.' Rusty felt warm inside.
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One photograph showed a raccoon standing proudly beside a

little wooden drawer. 'What's this?' Rusty asked. Elder

Opossum smiled. 'That's your great-grandfather, Oliver. He

built that secret drawer to keep his treasures safe. He passed

it down to your grandmother, and now it's yours.' Rusty's heart

thumped. 'So the drawer is part of my family history!' he said.
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Rusty looked at all the photographs spread across the table.

'There are so many stories,' he said softly. 'And I didn't know

any of them.' Elder Opossum patted his paw. 'That's why we

tell stories,' she said. 'Stories keep our family history alive.

Every photograph is a memory waiting to be shared.' Rusty

nodded. He felt proud to be part of such a wonderful family.
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Elder Opossum pointed to an empty space in the drawer.

'There's room for new photographs,' she said. 'One day, you'll

add your own pictures and stories.' Rusty smiled. 'I will!' he

said. 'I'll take pictures of my friends and my adventures. And

I'll tell my children about Barnaby and Rosie and Oliver.' Elder

Opossum beamed. 'That's the spirit,' she said.
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Rusty carefully gathered the photographs and placed them

back in the secret drawer. 'Thank you, Elder Opossum,' he

said. 'You helped me find my family.' She wrapped her

mustard-yellow shawl around him. 'You found them yourself,'

she said. 'I just named the faces. Now go and make new

memories, little one.' Rusty hugged her tight, then scampered

home with a happy heart.
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Back in his cozy nook, Rusty opened the drawer one more

time. He looked at the picture of his grandfather Barnaby and

smiled. He decided to add a new photograph of himself with

Elder Opossum. He would write the story on the back. Every

photo tells a story, he thought. And I will keep our family

history alive.
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That night, Rusty dreamed of berry picnics and starry skies.

He dreamed of his grandmother Rosie and her kind heart. He

dreamed of the little drawer that held so many memories.

When he woke, he knew exactly what to do. He would visit

Elder Opossum often and learn more stories. And he would

share them with everyone he met.
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And so, the young raccoon with the black mask and ringed tail

learned that family is more than fur and tails. Family is stories,

passed down like treasures. The secret drawer was not just a

hiding place; it was a doorway to the past. And with every

story he told, Rusty kept his family history alive, one

photograph at a time.
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