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Surprise Breakfast
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It was a bright Saturday

morning, and golden sunlight peeked through the curtains of the Kapoor home. Nina stretched, sat up in bed, and whispered across the hallway, “Ethan! Let’s make breakfast for Mom!”

Ethan rubbed his eyes and grinned. “Pancakes?” Nina nodded eagerly. “With bananas. And chocolate chips. And sprinkles!”
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​

They tiptoed into the kitchen,

careful not to wake Mom. Ethan flipped open Mom’s recipe notebook like a scientist reviewing his notes. Nina jumped to gather the ingredients, humming a made-up song about “banana-choco-pancakes.”

They measured flour (a little too much), poured milk (a little too fast), and cracked eggs (Nina got half the shell in the bowl). Ethan stirred carefully,

​but Nina tried to stir fast—until

flour puffed up into a white cloud and made them both cough and giggle.

“This is harder than it looks,” Nina said, covered in flour. “You think Mom does this every day?” Ethan replied, raising an eyebrow. They finally got the batter

smooth enough. Ethan poured it onto the hot pan with steady hands while Nina placed plates on the table with flowers and napkins.
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It wasn’t perfect—but it was theirs.

When Mom finally walked in, rubbing her eyes, she gasped —not at the mess—but at the table.

“You two did this?” Nina beamed. “Surprise! Happy... Saturday!”
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The Great Flour

Explosion

––––––––
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Later that day, Nina and Ethan

were still excited from their breakfast success—even if it had been more messy than magical.

“Let’s try baking now!” Nina suggested, holding up Mom’s muffin recipe like it was a treasure map.

“Okay,” Ethan agreed, a little hesitant. “But this time, we follow the instructions exactly.”

​

Mom handed over the recipe card with a knowing smile. “Just make sure the flour doesn’t fly again,” she teased. The kids tied on their aprons and got to work. Ethan pulled out the

measuring cups while Nina danced around the kitchen, chanting, “One cup of flour, two cups of fun!”

“Careful,” Ethan warned, lifting the heavy flour container.
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​But before he could pour, Nina bumped the counter trying to catch a rolling blueberry. WHOOSH!

A huge puff of white flour

exploded into the air, covering their faces, hair, and even the kitchen curtains.

Ethan froze, his mouth a perfect "O". Nina sneezed —“Ahh-CHOO!”—sending another poof into the air. They stared at each other for a second. Then, they both burst into laughter.

​

“I guess that’s what Mom meant,” Ethan said, trying to wipe his glasses. “Oops,” Nina giggled, wiping flour off her nose.

They cleaned up the mess together—wiping counters, sweeping flour from the floor, and even rinsing the curtains. Mom didn’t say a word when she peeked in—just smiled and whispered, “Learning looks messy sometimes.”
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