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Dedication

This book is dedicated to every child who has ever wanted the biggest slice, the last cookie, or the tallest stack of pancakes. It is for the little ones who are still learning that sharing can feel hard, but it makes life sweeter. 

To parents, teachers, and caregivers who gently remind children to think of others, thank you. And to families who gather around breakfast tables filled with laughter, stories, and sticky fingers, this story is for you. 

May it bring smiles, spark conversations, and remind us all that kindness is something we can practice every single day.

Introduction

Deep inside a thick green forest called Emberwood, where tall trees stretch toward the sky and bees hum in the sunshine, lived a gorilla named Gogo. Gogo was strong, clever, and very good at flipping pancakes. 

In fact, he loved pancakes more than anything else in the whole forest. Warm pancakes with golden edges. Pancakes dripping with sweet honey syrup. Pancakes stacked high like towers. 

But there was one small problem. Gogo did not like sharing them. This is the story of how one pancake-loving gorilla learned an important lesson about friendship, kindness, and what it truly means to care about others.
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Chapter 1: The Gorilla Who Loved Pancakes
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Deep in the thick forest of Emberwood lived a great silverback gorilla named Gogo. His coat shone like dark stone after rain, and a band of silver stretched across his broad back. 

Gogo loved many things about his home. He loved the shade from giant leaves during hot days. He loved cool river water against his hands. He loved the taste of ripe bananas and sweet figs. But above all those things, Gogo loved pancakes.

His love for pancakes began on a warm afternoon when a group of humans set up camp near Emberwood. They carried bags, tents, and shiny tools. Gogo climbed high into a thick tree with wide branches to watch them. From that safe spot, he saw something new.

One human poured white powder into a bowl. Another cracked eggs and added milk. They mixed the ingredients with a spoon until the batter looked smooth and pale. 

Then, they poured some onto a flat metal pan set over a fire. The batter spread into a round shape. Soon bubbles rose to the surface. The humans turned the round cake with a flat tool, which made a rich scent floated through the air.

Gogo’s nose twitched. His stomach gave a low rumble.

When they stacked the golden rounds and poured sticky syrup over the top, Gogo could not look away. The syrup ran down the sides in sweet rivers. The humans laughed and ate. Gogo watched every bite.

After the campers packed their things and left the next day, Gogo climbed down from his tree with an idea that would change his life.

“I can make those,” he told himself.

Gogo began to gather supplies. He collected hard forest nuts and dry roots. He found smooth stones near the river. 

With one stone flat on the ground and another in his hands, he crushed the nuts and roots into fine powder. It took time and strong arms, but Gogo had both. A small pile of flour formed on a large leaf.

Next, he searched for eggs that had fallen from nests during windstorms. He never took eggs from safe nests high in branches. He cared about the forest and its creatures. He also picked ripe bananas and split open a coconut for its milk.

Back at his cooking spot, Gogo mashed bananas into a thick paste. He cracked the eggs into a hollow gourd and poured in coconut milk. 

He added the nut flour and mixed everything with a wide stick. The batter looked lumpy at first. Gogo kept mixing until it grew smooth and creamy.

Now he needed heat.

Gogo carried a wide, flat river stone to a ring of rocks he had arranged in a quiet part of the forest. He gathered dry twigs and leaves and struck two stones together until sparks caught on a bit of dry moss. A small fire came to life. He set the flat stone over the flames and waited.

When drops of water sizzled on the stone, he knew it was ready.

With great care, Gogo poured batter onto the hot surface. It spread into a round shape, almost perfect. He leaned close to watch. 

Tiny bubbles formed across the top. The smell rose into the air, rich and sweet. When the edges turned firm, he slid a thin piece of bark under the cake and flipped it over.

The second side cooked fast.

When he lifted the first pancake from the stone, he stared at it with pride. It looked almost like the ones the humans had made. He placed it on a broad leaf and poured another circle of batter onto the stone.

By the time the fire burned low, Gogo had a tall stack of pancakes.

But something was missing.

Syrup.

Gogo had seen the humans pour thick syrup from a bottle. He did not have a bottle, but he had bees in Emberwood. He knew where wild honey rested inside hollow trunks. 

The curious and determined gorilla visited one hive and gathered honey with care, leaving enough for the bees. He mixed the honey with mashed berries to give it color and flavor.

The mixture tasted sweet and bright.

Gogo poured the honey berry syrup over his stack. It ran down the sides and pooled on the leaf. He picked up the top pancake and took a large bite.

Warm. Soft. Sweet.

That first day, Gogo ate fifteen pancakes. The next day, he made twenty. Soon he found that he could eat twenty five in one sitting. His strong body handled the feast with ease.

Each morning, Gogo set up his stone, mixed his batter, and cooked his golden rounds. The scent traveled through the trees. Monkeys paused in their play. Parrots tilted their heads. Even the elephants raised their trunks to test the air.

“What is that smell?” a young zebra once asked.

“It comes from Gogo’s cooking spot,” replied a tortoise who had walked past.

The animals began to gather at a distance to watch. They saw him grind flour with heavy stones. They saw him crack eggs into the gourd. They saw him flip pancakes with skill that grew better each day.

Some days he shaped them into large circles. Other days he made small ones the size of his palm. Once he tried to shape one like a heart. It looked more like a lopsided rock, but he ate it with joy.

Word spread through Emberwood about Gogo and his new talent.

A group of monkeys gave him a nickname after watching him flip three pancakes in a row without dropping one.

“Look at him go,” one monkey said. “He flips them like a chef from a grand kitchen.”

Another monkey laughed. “He is not just Gogo. He is Captain Pancake!”

The name caught on. Birds called it from branches. Deer repeated it near the river. Even the elephants used it during their deep talks.

Captain Pancake.

Gogo liked the sound of it.

One afternoon, he decided to experiment. He mashed ripe mango into the batter. The pancakes turned bright gold and tasted sweet. 

On another day, he added crushed cocoa pods. The result came out darker and rich in flavor. He kept notes in his mind about which mixtures worked best.

Cooking became his passion.

He built a small shelter of large leaves to protect his fire from rain. He stacked extra stones for grinding flour. He stored nuts and roots in woven baskets made from vines. His cooking area grew into a small outdoor kitchen.

Each morning felt like a grand event for Gogo. He rose with energy, eager to mix and cook. The sound of batter hitting hot stone gave him joy. The scent of honey and berries brought him comfort.

As weeks passed, his pancakes grew lighter and fluffier. He learned to adjust the heat of his fire by adding or removing twigs. He learned to flip with speed and control. Once he even tossed a pancake into the air and caught it back on the stone without tearing it.

A small crowd gathered that day and burst into cheers.

Gogo placed the finished stack on a giant leaf and sat down to eat. He poured honey syrup in thick streams and took his first bite with pride.

Captain Pancake had mastered his craft.
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Chapter 2: The Selfish Gorilla
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The tale of Captain Pancake spread across Emberwood.

Animals spoke about his tall stacks and clever recipes. They spoke about mango batter and cocoa cakes. They spoke about the sweet honey mixed with berries. But as days passed, another story began to grow alongside the first one.

Gogo loved pancakes.

He did not love sharing them.

Long before the forest grew busy with chatter and movement, Gogo rose from his sleeping place. 

While most animals rested, he moved through the trees with quiet steps, gathered his flour, cracked his eggs, and mixed his batter. His fire came to life while others still dreamed.

By the time the parrots began their chatter and the monkeys started their games, Gogo had already cooked a towering stack.

And eaten it.

He wiped honey from his fingers, stacked his stones neatly, and walked away with a full belly and a secret.

At first, the other animals did not notice.

They only smelled the sweet scent that floated through Emberwood and wondered where it came from. But curiosity grew stronger each day.

A young monkey named Miko followed the smell one day and found Gogo grinding nuts into flour.

“Captain Pancake!” Miko called. “That smells so good! What are you making?”

Gogo placed his large hand over the bowl. “Nothing,” he said quickly. “Just smashing nuts.”

Miko shook his head. “It smells like the sweet cakes you make.”

“No cakes here,” the gorilla replied hastily.

Miko left, confused.

The next day, two deer walked near
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