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Deep in the woods, where the oak trees grew tall and the ferns
grew thick, lived a little squirrel named Pip. She had warm
russet-orange fur, a cream belly, and a fluffy tail curled like a
question mark. Every morning she packed her tiny acorn-cap
satchel and went exploring. Pip was small, about the size of a
teacup, but her big dark brown eyes missed nothing at all.
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One cool afternoon, Pip followed a trail of shiny acorns into a
part of the woods she had never seen. Between two mossy
stones, something glowed like a tiny sunbeam. Pip pushed the
leaves away and gasped. There sat a golden lantern with a
braided grass handle, dusty and forgotten but still beautiful.

2




Pip lifted the lantern carefully. It was light as a feather and
warm in her paws. She carried it home through the ferns, her
little pink nose twitching with excitement. "Granny Hazel will
know what this is," she whispered. Her tufted ears stood up
tall. This was going to be a grand adventure, she could feel it.
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That evening, Pip set the lantern on the table beside Granny
Hazel's rocking chair. Granny Hazel's amber eyes widened
behind her round spectacles. "Oh my," she said softly, pulling
her moss-green shawl tighter. "My mother told me stories
about a lantern like this. They say it glows when memories are
near." The lantern flickered once, twice, and began to shine.
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Golden light spilled across the room like honey, and suddenly
Pip saw pictures floating in the air. There was a young squirrel
leaping between branches, high above a rushing stream. He
wore a red bandana, and a brave grin stretched across his
face. "That's your Uncle Bramble," Granny Hazel laughed,
"when he was young and full of beans!"
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The memory changed, showing Uncle Bramble balancing on a
wobbling branch with a mouthful of berries. Below him, a
grumpy badger shook his fist, but young Bramble just winked
and leapt away. Pip giggled so hard her tail shook. "He was so
silly!" she squeaked. "And so brave," Granny Hazel added, her
silver-grey fur glowing in the lantern light.
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Next came a memory of a grey squirrel with one chipped ear,
climbing the tallest pine tree in a thunderstorm to rescue a
baby bird. "That's you!" Pip cried. Granny Hazel nodded, her
warm amber eyes soft. "I was scared, but that little bird
needed me. Courage means doing what's right, even when
your paws shake."




Then the lantern showed a squirrel with a scar on his cheek,
building a leaf-boat to carry a family of mice across a pond. He
paddled with a twig, singing a funny song. "Uncle Bramble
again!" Pip laughed. "He had so many adventures!" Granny
Hazel smiled. "Every family has stories, little one. We just have
to remember to tell them."




The pictures kept coming, faster and brighter. A squirrel
dancing on a mushroom. A squirrel sharing nuts with a sleepy
owl. A squirrel teaching baby rabbits to climb. "These are our
family's memories," Pip whispered, her huge dark eyes
shining. "They're like treasures hidden in the lantern."
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When the stories finally settled, Pip heard tiny footsteps
pattering across the floor. Little Fern, her baby sister, blinked
her big blue-grey eyes at the glowing lantern. "Story?" Little
Fern whispered, her daisy-chain collar bright against her
golden-brown fur. "Please tell a story, Pip!" Pip scooped her
sister close and began with the bravest one she knew.

10




But when Pip tried to remember the details, they slipped away
like falling leaves. "Oh no!" she cried. "The memories are
fading!" Granny Hazel sat up straight. "Then we must share
them out loud," she said. "Stories grow stronger when they are
told, not just seen. Tell me everything you saw, Pip, and I'll
help."




Pip took a deep breath and told the stories one by one. She
described Uncle Bramble's berry adventure, Granny Hazel's
stormy rescue, and the leaf-boat on the pond. Granny Hazel
listened and added details Pip had missed. At bedtime, Pip told
the stories to Little Fern, who giggled and gasped at every
funny part.




That night, something wonderful happened. The lantern
glowed a little brighter, and Pip saw a new memory forming. It
was her, telling stories to her family, with Little Fern curled up
close. "Look!" she squeaked. "We're in the lantern now!"
Granny Hazel smiled warmly. "Our new stories join the old
ones," she said. "That's how family light keeps shining."
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The next day, Pip carried the lantern to Uncle Bramble's tree.
He laughed when he saw his own memories floating inside.
"Ha! I was quite a rascal!" he boasted, but his green eyes were
kind. "Tell me more, little Pip. Tell me all of it." Pip told the

stories again, and Uncle Bramble added a few she had never
heard.




From that day on, Pip kept the golden lantern safe on a shelf
beside her mossy bed. Every evening, after the sun went down
and the stars came out, she shared a story from the lantern's
light. Little Fern giggled at the silly ones. Granny Hazel
nodded at the brave ones. Uncle Bramble bragged about his
favorites.




Pip learned that family stories are precious treasures, worth
more than any acorn in the woods. The lantern had shown her
forgotten adventures, and now she loved hearing and telling
stories every day. "What will our new adventure be?" Little
Fern asked one night. Pip smiled. "That's what we find out
tomorrow," she said. "Together."
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