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In the countryside, where rolling hills met a winding road,

stood Mrs. Berry's bakery. Every morning, the sweet smell of

fresh bread and strawberry jam drifted out of its open

windows. Molly, a curious girl with two black braids and a

mustard-yellow raincoat, loved to visit. She would press her

nose to the glass and watch Mrs. Berry pull warm loaves from

the oven.

1



One morning, Mrs. Berry stood in her bakery with flour-dusted

hands on her hips. "Another jar of strawberry jam has

disappeared!" she said, her crinkly blue eyes wide with worry.

"That's the third one this week!" The villagers gathered

outside, whispering and shaking their heads. They all pointed

toward the woods. "It must be that sneaky raccoon," they said.

"He's always causing trouble."
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Molly tucked a pencil behind her ear and pulled out her

notebook. She was a good detective, patient and fair. She

looked at the empty shelf where the jam jar had been. Then

she noticed something odd. The empty jar was sitting right

there, sparkling clean, with its lid neatly beside it. "Hmm,"

Molly said, frowning. "A messy raccoon wouldn't return a

clean jar. I need to look for real evidence."
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Molly put on her red rubber boots and stepped outside. The

morning grass was damp, and the air smelled of pine and fresh

bread. She knelt down and studied the ground. There were

footprints in the soft earth, but they were tiny, much too small

for a raccoon. "These look like mouse prints," she whispered,

her hazel eyes shining with excitement. She followed them

toward the edge of the woods.
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The trail led behind the bakery, past the woodpile, and under a

tangle of blackberry bushes. Molly moved slowly, so she

wouldn't scare anyone. She could hear soft rustling and tiny

squeaks. She parted the leaves gently and peeked through.

What she saw made her gasp. Three little dormice were

carrying crumbs and berries into a hollow log.
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The dormice were no bigger than Molly's thumb, with golden-

brown fur and creamy bellies. Their round black eyes blinked

in the sunlight, and their tufted tails curled like question

marks. Two parents wore tiny woven grass pouches stuffed

with food. Three even tinier babies clung to their backs.

"They're not stealing for fun," Molly whispered. "They're

gathering food for winter."
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Molly remembered the empty clean jars. She watched as one

dormouse carefully licked the last bit of jam from a jar and

then rolled it back toward the bakery. "They're returning the

jars," she said softly. "They're honest little creatures." She

tiptoed back to the bakery, her mind buzzing with a plan. She

couldn't wait to tell Mrs. Berry the truth about the jam jar

mystery.
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At the bakery, the villagers were still grumbling. "That raccoon

should be chased away!" said one. Molly stood tall in her

yellow raincoat. "Wait!" she called. "I followed the footprints,

and they weren't raccoon prints. They were tiny mouse prints.

The dormice are taking the jam, but they bring back the jars

clean. They need food for winter." The villagers fell silent,

looking at each other.
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Just then, the raccoon peeked out from behind a barrel, his

black mask looking guilty. A leaf was stuck to his fur. "See?"

said Molly. "He's been here all along, but he didn't take the

jam. We blamed him without evidence." The raccoon blinked

his amber eyes and gave a small, hopeful chirp. Mrs. Berry

adjusted her wire-rimmed glasses and said, "Well, I'll be. We

owe him an apology."
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Mrs. Berry turned to Molly. "But what about the dormice? They

must be so hungry." Molly smiled, showing her chipped tooth.

"We can share! We can leave out the day's leftover crumbs and

a little jam in a safe spot. That way, the dormice get food, and

the bakery doesn't lose full jars." The villagers nodded. "That's

a kind idea," said Mrs. Berry. "Let's do it."
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That afternoon, everyone helped. Molly found a flat stone near

the blackberry bushes and set out a tiny plate of crumbs and a

small dish of jam. Mrs. Berry added a few berries and a piece

of bread. The raccoon, now cleared, helped by sniffing out the

best spot. They placed the food where the dormice could reach

it safely, away from the bakery's supplies.
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The next morning, Molly checked the plate. It was empty, and

in its place was a tiny woven grass pouch filled with wildflower

seeds. The dormice had left a thank-you gift. Molly laughed

and showed Mrs. Berry. "They're sharing back!" she said. The

villagers smiled. The raccoon did a happy little dance, his

ringed tail swishing. The mystery was solved, and everyone

felt warm inside.
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From that day on, Mrs. Berry's bakery had a new routine.

Every morning, she set out a small basket of leftover crumbs

and a little jam for the dormice. The dormice never took from

the shelves again. They returned the jars, and sometimes they

left small treasures: a shiny pebble, a feather, or a flower. The

raccoon became the bakery's official greeter, and Molly got a

special notebook for all her detective work.
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Molly learned that evidence matters more than suspicion. "You

can't blame someone just because they look sneaky," she told

the villagers. "You have to follow the clues." Mrs. Berry

nodded, her warm smile crinkling her cheeks. "And a little

kindness goes a long way," she added. The dormice family

thrived, and the raccoon finally had friends who trusted him.
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One chilly evening, Molly sat by the bakery window, writing in

her notebook. She drew a picture of the dormice with their

grass pouches and the raccoon with his striped tail.

Underneath, she wrote: "The Jam Jar Mystery: solved with tiny

footprints and a big heart." She closed her notebook and

smiled. The world was full of mysteries, and she was ready to

solve them all with kindness.
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And so, the village learned to share. Mrs. Berry's bakery

became famous for its warm bread, sweet jam, and the tiny

guests who visited every morning. Molly kept her magnifying

glass handy, always ready for the next mystery. But she never

forgot the lesson of the jam jars: look closely, be fair, and share

what you have. The end.
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