


Emma  found  a  worn  cookbook  in  Grandma's 
kitchen. "What's this?" she asked. Grandma smiled 
warmly.  "That's  my  special  recipe  book.  My 
grandmother gave it to me when I was your age." 
Emma carefully turned the pages. "Can we make 
something together?" Grandma hugged her. "I was 
hoping  you'd  ask!  Let's  make  my famous  apple 
cookies.  We'll  need help from everyone."  Emma 
clapped her hands with excitement. "I'll get Mom 
and Dad!"





The whole family gathered in the kitchen. Dad read 
the ingredient list. "We need apples, flour, sugar, 
cinnamon,  and  butter."  Mom  found  the  mixing 
bowls. Emma's little brother Tom carried the apples 
carefully. "These are heavy!" he giggled. Grandma 
measured the flour while Emma cracked the eggs. 
"Good job,  sweetie,"  Mom said.  Dad peeled the 
apples and cut them into tiny pieces. "Teamwork 
makes everything easier," Grandma said. Everyone 
nodded and smiled.





Emma stirred the batter with all  her might.  "My 
arms  are  tired!"  she  laughed.  Tom  added  the 
cinnamon.  "It  smells  so  good!"  Dad  mixed  in 
the apple pieces gently.  Mom helped scoop the 
dough onto  the  baking  sheet.  Grandma set  the 
timer. "Twenty minutes," she announced. While they 
waited, Grandma told stories about baking with her 
grandmother. "She always said the secret ingredient 
is love." Emma hugged Grandma tight. The timer 
dinged loudly.





The cookies cooled on the counter.  Their  sweet 
smell filled the house. Everyone took a warm cookie. 
"Delicious!"  Tom  cheered.  Emma  bit  into  hers. 
"These are the best cookies ever!" Dad and Mom 
agreed happily. Grandma wrote Emma's name in 
the recipe book. "Now this recipe belongs to you 
too." Emma felt proud and special. "I'll make these 
with my kids someday," she promised. The family sat 
together, enjoying their treats and each other.






