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Dexter was a young blue
and yellow Peacock that lived with his mother. They had a

small log cabin in the
foothills of Mount Benson on Vancouver Island, Canada. His home

was quite small but it
had a big back yard that had a swing, monkey bars, slide, a
tree

house and a big sand
box. Although he had lots of stuff to play with he was lonely.
He

had no brothers,
sisters or close friends. Sometimes his mother would come out and
play

for awhile but usually
she was too busy cooking and baking in the kitchen. She was a

great cook. Dexter’s
mom supplied grocery stores and restaurants with her homemade

cookies and special
desserts. One thing that she always did for Dexter was make sure
his

favourite Cookie Jar
was always full of cookies or special treats. Dexter loved cookies
so

much that he actually
called the cookie jar, his best friend.
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Dexter woke up early
one morning as the bright warm summer sun was shining on his

face. He climbed out of
bed and made his way to the kitchen for breakfast. His mother

was still sleeping. He
went to the cookie jar and carefully opened it and grabbed a
few

big cookies and put the
lid back on quietly so he would not wake his mom. He plopped

them into the toaster
as he poured himself a bowl of cereal. His favourite breakfast
was

cereal with hot
chocolate chip cookies on top, drizzled with milk. Within minutes
the

cookies popped up and
he created his breakfast treat.


After breakfast he went
outside to play in his back yard. After a while he could see
his

mom in the kitchen
waving to him as she slowly mixed up some batter and
ingredients

for another delicious
creation. He ran into the house and gave his mom a hug and said

Good Morning. She said,
“Dexter, what happened to all the cookies in the cookie jar?

Dexter said, “I don’t
know as he wiped some chocolate icing off his lips.” “Oh you
rascal

Dexter, I think you
were testing them again, that’s ok but just don’t eat too many. I
will

make some more for you
soon,” said Dexter’s mom. Dexter then headed back outside and

continued to play in
his yard.




Around noon Dexter’s
mom yelled out the window that she had finished baking for now

and was going to have a
quiet little nap in the back bedroom.

Soon Dexter was getting
a little hungry for lunch. He thought about the cookie jar and

towards the house he
ran. He saw the jar in the kitchen but his mom put it high up on
a

chair and stretch high
up and grab the cookie jar. He placed the jar on the table and had
a

look around. He hoped
that his mom wasn’t near because when he opened up the cookie

jar he didn’t want her
to hear or she might not let him have any more cookies. He
didn’t

hear or see his mom so
he reached inside the jar and pulled out a few big fresh warm

cookies and filled his
pockets and stuffed a few into his mouth, put the jar back
carefully

and quickly ran back
outsideand up into his tree house to devour the cookies.
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Dexter had an old
guitar he kept in his tree house and was slowly trying to learn how
to

play it. He also wanted
to write songs or poems but so far he had no luck in doing so.

After picking away on
his guitar for awhile he became tired. Soon the hot summer day

and the belly full of
cookies put Dexter to sleep. At about 2:30 in the afternoon he
was

awoken by the sound of
his mom calling him. His mom said she had to delivery her

desserts and other
baking to a few restaurants in town and would be back around
dinner

time. Dexter waved good
bye as he climbed onto his swing.


At about 5:00pm
Dexter’s mom returned home and called him in for dinner. She
had

cooked up a big bowl of
mashed potatoes, steamed vegetables and roasted organic

chicken. They both sat
down and began eating. Just before Dexter dug into his potatoes

he reached into his
pocket and pulled out a big chocolate chip cookie. He crumbled it
up

into small pieces and
sprinkled it on top of his potatoes. “Oh Dexter!” his mom
shouted.


After dinner Dexter
helped clean up the dishes and did a few chores around the
house.

Soon the sun was
setting and it was time for a bath and bed. Dexter’s mom read him
a

short story, tucked him
in, wiped off a little bit of cookie icing from behind his ear,
gave

him a kiss and said
good night.

From Dexter’s room he
could look into the kitchen and see the cookie jar high up on
the

shelf. His window was
open and the curtains were blowing back and forth slowly in the

warm summer breeze.
There was a pale moon shining in the mostly clear sky.


Dexter lay quietly in
bed thinking of his best friend, the cookie jar. Then he heard
some

faint music way off in
the distance.
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It seemed to be coming
from high in the mountains. He sat up in bed and listened. Wow,

he thought maybe it is
some animals playing in a band? He slipped on his pants and
coat

and was about to climb
out the window to see if he could find where the music was

coming from but had an
idea first. He snuck into the kitchen, pulled over the chair,

reached quietly into
the cookie jar and snagged a few cookies which he promptly
stuffed

into his pockets. He
then put the jar and chair back and slowly lowered himself out of
his

bedroom window onto the
ground. It was after midnight, but still there was a warm

breeze blowing. He
looked back at his house and could faintly hear his mom snoring
a

bit. He then ran up a
small trail which led up the mountain.


After about 45 minutes
he stopped and listened. All was quiet. Then the music

started again, this
time it was quite loud, so he knew he was close to where the band
was

playing. He walked up a
steep path, round a corner through some huge ferns and along a

narrow rocky ledge.
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In a distance he could
see a small fire burning and a few lanterns smouldering. Behind

the fire he could see a
moose playing a mandolin, a deer with a guitar, a cougar stroking
a

fiddle and a big black
bear plucking a bass guitar.


Dexter was a little
nervous and now didn’t know what to do. He was about to turn
around

and head back home when
all of a sudden the music stopped and the cougar yelled out to

him. “Hey, Stranger,
what brings you way up here?” Dexter was shaking a bit but said,”
I

heard your music from
my house and was wondering where it was coming from, so I

hiked up here to check
it out.” “Oh, that’s ok, hope we weren’t too loud, sometimes
the

warm summer breeze
carries our sound a little further than we would really like it
to.”

“We don’t practice in
the daytime because it is too hot.” “Come on in and meet the

band.” said the cougar.
“We are called, “Mountain Melodies.” My name is Connor, I play

the fiddle. This is
Black Bear Bentley, he plays the bass guitar, Dillon the Deer is
our

rhythm and lead guitar
player, and Morris the Moose is our mandolin player.” “We all

sing, well some better
than others, ha ha. What is your name young fellow?” “My name

is Dexter, I live in
the foothills of the mountain,” said Dexter. “It's really nice to
meet

everyone. Could I offer
you guys a fresh, slightly squished chocolate chip cookie?


My mom makes homemade
cookies for stores and restaurants in the town below.”

“Absolutely”, said
Connor as he reached out and took 4 big cookies from Dexter and

passed them out among
the other band members.


Then Dexter inquired,
“How did you guys learn how to play your instruments so well
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