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The Secret Mountain
Bakery

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



High in the snowy mountains, where the wind whistled and the
clouds bumped into the peaks, there was a secret bakery. It
was run by a family of tiny bakers, no taller than your thumb.
The bakery was warm inside because of bubbling hot springs
under the floor. The ovens glowed, and the air smelled of fresh
bread and cinnamon. Only a few knew the bakery existed, and
they kept the secret safe.




The head baker was Marrow, a steady man with a flour-dusted
white apron and wire-rimmed glasses. He woke early every
morning to stoke the hot-spring ovens. His wife, Crumb,
wearing her yellow headscarf and blue patched apron, packed
the warm loaves into baskets. Gran, with her lavender shawl
and cane, guarded the secret recipe that made the bread so
special. And young Pip, the apprentice, dreamed of adventures
beyond the bakery door.




Pip was curious and inventive, with copper-red curls always

escaping from a bun. Pip wore a moss-green tunic, a cream
apron, and a tiny tool belt with a hammer and measuring
string. While the others baked, Pip sketched plans for sleds
and tunnels. "One day, I'll use these to help someone," Pip
said. Marrow smiled and said, "A good plan is like good bread
—it needs time to rise."




The secret of the bread was the hot springs. The water
warmed the ovens and kept the bakery cozy even in the
coldest winter. The bread, once baked, stayed warm for days.
Anyone who ate it felt cheerful energy flow through them.
Gran said the springs were a gift, and the bread was meant to
be shared. "But we must be careful," she warned. "The
mountains are dangerous in winter."
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One day, dark clouds gathered over the peaks, and the wind
began to howl. A big snowstorm swept through the mountains,
piling snow higher than the bakery windows. The paths to the
villages disappeared under drifts. Marrow looked out and
frowned. "The villages will be cold and hungry," he said.
Crumb nodded. "We have plenty of bread. We must find a way
to share it."




But the mountain paths were buried deep. The grown-up
bakers tried to walk, but the snow was too soft and deep for
their tiny legs. They sank up to their waists and had to turn
back. "We need a better way," said Crumb. Pip's hazel eyes
sparkled. "I have an idea!" Pip said, unrolling a sketch. "We
can build sleds and tunnels!" Everyone gathered around to
listen.



Pip explained the plan. "We'll dig tunnels through the snow
from the bakery to the villages. Inside the tunnels, we'll run
sleds pulled by ropes. The sleds will carry the warm bread. It
will be like a secret railway under the snow!" Marrow nodded
slowly. "It's a big job, but it could work." Crumb smiled. "We'll
all help. Many hands make light work."

7




The whole family set to work. Marrow used his strong arms to
dig the main tunnel. Crumb organized the supplies and kept
everyone's spirits up with songs. Gran supervised and tied
bright ribbons at each tunnel entrance so they could find their
way. Pip measured and hammered, fixing the sleds and ropes.
The work was hard, but they worked together, and the tunnels
grew longer each day.



At last, the first tunnel reached the nearest village. Pip and
Crumb loaded a sled with warm loaves and sent it gliding
through the tunnel. They followed behind, carrying lanterns.
When they popped out of the snow near the village, the
villagers cheered. "Bread! Warm bread!" they cried. The
villagers had been cold and hungry, and the warm bread filled
them with cheerful energy. "Thank you, little bakers!" they
said.




Word spread quickly. The bakers built more tunnels to other
villages, and Pip trained the villagers to help. Soon, everyone
was working together. Some dug, some pulled sleds, and some
passed out bread. The snowstorm still raged outside, but
under the snow, the sled tunnels hummed with activity. The
warm bread reached every village, and no one went hungry.
The secret bakery wasn't a secret anymore—it was a friend to
all.
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One night, a fierce wind collapsed part of a tunnel. The bakers
were worried. But Pip had an idea. "We can use the hot spring
water to melt a path!" Pip said. They dug a small channel from
the spring to the blocked tunnel, and the warm water melted
the snow. The tunnel was clear again. "You see?" said Gran.
"Sharing our warmth helps us all." The villagers came to help
rebuild, and the tunnels were stronger than before.
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After that, the villages and the bakers became one big family.
They shared everything: bread, tools, stories, and songs. The
children of the villages helped Pip design new sleds and
tunnels. Marrow taught the villagers how to bake bread with
hot-spring warmth. Crumb led nightly deliveries with her
lantern, and Gran told stories of how sharing strengthens
communities. The mountain was no longer cold and lonely; it
was full of laughter and warm bread.
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The snowstorm finally passed, but the tunnels remained. They
became a network of friendship, connecting the bakery to
every village. Pip was proud of the sleds and tunnels, but even
prouder of the teamwork. "It wasn't just my idea," Pip said.
"Everyone helped." Marrow patted Pip's shoulder. "A good idea
is like a seed," he said. "It grows when many hands tend it."
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Now, when winter comes, the bakers and villagers are ready.
The hot springs bubble, the ovens glow, and the sleds glide
through the tunnels. The warm bread fills everyone with
cheerful energy. And Pip, the brave apprentice, still dreams up
new inventions. But the best invention of all, everyone agrees,
is sharing. For sharing helps, and helping shares, and warm
bread makes friends everywhere.
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The secret mountain bakery is still there, high in the peaks. Its
warmth spreads through the tunnels to every village. The
bread stays warm for days, and the people stay happy all
winter. Gran often says, "A loaf shared is a friendship made."
And Pip adds, "And a tunnel dug is a bridge built." So the little
bakers and the villagers live together, warm and cheerful,
through every storm.




.
|

And if you ever find yourself in the snowy mountains, look for a
warm glow and the smell of fresh bread. Follow the ribbons
and the tunnels, and you'll find the bakery. There, tiny bakers
will welcome you with a slice of warm bread and a smile. For
they know that sharing resources strengthens communities,
and that a warm heart, like warm bread, is best when shared.
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