Mountain|Race




The Pancake Mountain
Race

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



\
A A

In Breakfast Valley, where the air smelled of warm butter, a
wonderful thing happened once a year. A giant pancake
mountain rose up from the ground, golden and fluffy, with
slopes of syrup and rivers of honey. Everyone in the village
came to see it. Benny, a small boy with messy black hair and a
gap-toothed smile, had heard the stories all his life.
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Benny lived with his Grandpa Otis, who had a long white beard
and twinkling grey eyes. Every year, Grandpa Otis told him
about the pancake mountain race. 'Racers slide down the
buttery slopes on big plates,' he said. 'It's not about winning,
Benny. It's about helping others.' Benny listened carefully, his
hazel eyes wide with wonder.




This year, Benny was finally old enough to race. He wore his
bright red sweater and blue overalls. His yellow rain boots
were ready for sliding. Grandpa Otis gave him a wooden plate
with a painted sun. 'This was mine when I was your age,' he
said. 'Ride it with kindness.' Benny hugged his grandfather
and ran to the starting line.
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The whole village gathered at the top of the pancake
mountain. Mayor Crumb, in his tall hat with a pancake
emblem, blew his silver whistle. 'Racers, ready!' he shouted.
Benny stood next to his best friend Pippa, who had a shiny

metal plate with star stickers. She grinned at him. 'See you at
the bottom!' she said. Benny's heart thumped with excitement.
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The race began! Racers zoomed down the buttery slopes, their
plates kicking up golden crumbs. Benny's wooden sun plate
slid smoothly over the syrupy path. He passed two racers and
then three. The wind rushed through his messy black hair. He
was doing well! He could see the finish line far below, a ribbon
of red and white.



But suddenly, a cry came from behind him. 'Help! I'm stuck!"
Benny turned his head. There was Pippa, trapped in a deep
pool of sticky syrup. Her metal plate was stuck fast. She waved
her arms, her green eyes wide with worry. The other racers
sped past her without stopping. Benny slowed down. What
should he do?



Benny remembered Grandpa Otis's words: 'It's not about
winning. It's about helping others.' He turned his plate around
and slid back up the slope. It was hard work, but he didn't give
up. When he reached Pippa, she was almost in tears. 'My plate
won't move!' she said. Benny smiled his gap-toothed smile.
'‘Don't worry, I'm here to help.'



Benny grabbed Pippa's hand and pulled. But the syrup was
thick and sticky. He pulled harder, his yellow rain boots
digging into the pancake. Slowly, the metal plate began to
move. With one big tug, Pippa was free! They both tumbled
onto the buttery slope, laughing with relief. "You came back for
me!' Pippa said. 'Of course,' said Benny.
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Now they were both far behind the other racers. But they
didn't mind. They slid down together, side by side, their plates
making twin trails in the syrup. Pippa's star-stickered plate
glinted in the sun. Benny's painted sun plate glowed warm.
They raced just for fun, cheering and laughing all the way to
the bottom of the mountain.



At the finish line, Mayor Crumb was waiting with a golden
medal. The winner was a tall racer named Tomas, who had slid
the fastest. Everyone clapped for him. But then Mayor Crumb
looked around. ‘Where is Benny?' he asked. Just then, Benny

and Pippa slid into view, covered in syrup and smiling from ear
to ear.
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The crowd cheered loudly. Mayor Crumb raised his white-
gloved hands. 'Benny stopped to help a friend,' he announced.
‘That is the truest kind of heroism.' He placed the golden
medal around Benny's neck. 'You may not have won the race,
but you won our hearts.' Benny's cheeks turned pink. He didn't
know what to say.
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Pippa hugged Benny tightly. "You're my hero, Benny,' she said.
Grandpa Otis came through the crowd, leaning on his walking
stick. His grey eyes shone with pride. 'I told you, Benny,' he
said. 'Kindness wins every time.' Benny looked at his wooden
sun plate and smiled. He felt happier than if he had won a
hundred races.
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That evening, the village held a big celebration. There were
pancakes with syrup and honey, and music and dancing. Mayor
Crumb gave Benny a special crown made of pancake shapes.
‘The true hero of the festival!' he declared. Everyone cheered
and clapped. Benny wore the crown all night, feeling warm
and happy inside.




Benny and Pippa sat together, eating pancakes. 'Next year,
we'll race again,' said Pippa. 'And we'll both help anyone who
gets stuck.' Benny nodded. He looked at the pancake mountain
glowing in the moonlight. It would disappear until next year,
but the lesson would stay with him forever. Kindness was the
best prize of all.




Grandpa Otis came over with two cups of hot cocoa. 'You did
well, Benny,' he said. 'You remembered what matters.' Benny
hugged his grandfather. 'You taught me, Grandpa,' he said. The
stars twinkled above Breakfast Valley, and the pancake
mountain slowly faded away. But the story of Benny's kindness
would be told for years to come.
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And so, in Breakfast Valley, the village race became a
celebration of helping others. Every year, when the pancake
mountain appeared, racers remembered Benny's example.
They raced with kindness in their hearts. And Benny, the boy
with the gap-toothed smile, became a legend. For in the end,
true heroes are those who stop to help a friend.
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