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Chapter 1 – Percy’s Dreamy Breakfast
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The sun had barely peeked over the rolling hills when Percy the Pig snorted himself awake. His pink ears twitched as he rolled over in the hay, smacking his lips with a big “Mmmm!”

But Percy wasn’t dreaming about apples or oats or crunchy corn on the cob like most pigs. No, Percy had been dreaming of something far more magical. Something cold. Something creamy. Something sweet.

“Ice cream...” he whispered, licking his lips and rolling onto his back. “Not for dessert. Not for after lunch. Not for a treat. For... BREAKFAST!”

He shot up from his hay bed, his little piggy tail twirling like a curly ribbon on a gift box.

Percy could almost taste it. Vanilla with rainbow sprinkles. Chocolate with hot fudge dripping down the sides. Strawberry with little chunks of real fruit. And maybe even a scoop of bubblegum ice cream, with those chewy pink gumballs that made his teeth stick together.

“Ohhh yessss...” Percy sighed dramatically, placing both trotters on his round belly. “That’s the breakfast of champions.”

He waddled to the barn door, pushed it open with his snout, and peeked out into the golden morning. Chickens were already scratching around in the dirt, clucking and pecking at the ground. MooMoo the Cow was standing lazily in the meadow, chewing her breakfast of fresh, dewy grass. Farmer Tilly, in her big straw hat, was carrying a basket of oats to feed the animals.

Everyone was starting their day the same way they always did—except Percy.

Percy’s stomach gave a loud GRRRRROOOOWL. He pressed his trotters over his belly.
“Settle down in there,” he whispered. “I’ll get us something better than oats. Today... we’re going fancy. Today... we’re going ICE CREAM!”

––––––––
[image: ]


Percy’s Breakfast Fantasy

As Percy waddled across the barnyard, his imagination got the better of him. He closed his eyes and pictured the world the way it ought to be—Pig Style.

In his mind, the barn wasn’t filled with hay. Oh no. It was filled with giant tubs of ice cream stacked higher than the roof. Cows were swimming in pools of vanilla milkshake. Chickens were pecking at waffle cones instead of corn. Even Farmer Tilly was riding a giant spoon like a horse, sprinkling rainbow sprinkles everywhere she went.

Percy gasped out loud. “Imagine... just imagine... a mountain of ice cream right here in the barnyard!”

He trotted around in circles, squealing with excitement. “I’d climb it! I’d roll down it! I’d live at the very top with my very own ice cream crown!”

His daydream ended when Clara the Chicken strutted past him, flapping her wings.

“Cluck-cluck-CLUCK!” Clara said sternly. “What are you squealing about so early, Percy Pig?”

Percy puffed out his chest. “Ice cream, Clara. For breakfast! Can you imagine?”

Clara blinked at him, then burst into nervous laughter. “Cluck-cluck-CLUUUUCK! Ice cream for breakfast? That’s madness! Your belly will ache! Your trotters will freeze! Your snout will drip!”

Percy waved a trotter dismissively. “Nonsense. I’ll be the happiest pig alive. Why eat boring porridge when you could eat a banana split?”

Clara shook her head. “Cluck-cluck. You’re going to get yourself into trouble...” and she trotted off, muttering under her breath about “irresponsible pigs with dessert brains.”

But Percy didn’t care. His heart—and his stomach—were set on one thing.

The Great Ice Cream Declaration

Percy climbed up on a hay bale, puffed up his chest, and made an announcement to the entire barnyard.

“ATTENTION, EVERYONE!” he squealed loudly, startling a few sleepy goats. “Today, I, Percy the Pig, will no longer eat boring breakfasts. No more oats! No more fruit! No more—ugh—vegetables! From this day forward, I declare that my breakfast shall be... ICE CREAM!”

The animals froze. MooMoo the Cow stopped chewing mid-bite. The goats blinked. Clara the Chicken nearly fainted.

MooMoo let out a deep, slow Moooooo.
“Percy, you can’t have ice cream for breakfast,” she said in her gentle, cow-like way. “Breakfast gives you energy to moo... er, move. Ice cream will only make you sleepy.”
Percy grinned. “Then I’ll be the sleepiest, happiest pig in the world!”

Clara flapped her wings again. “Cluck! Disgraceful!”

The goats began whispering among themselves. “Ice cream for breakfast? That sounds... actually pretty good...”

Percy raised his snout proudly. “You’ll see. Soon the whole farm will be eating sundaes for sunrise. I will lead the way!”

Farmer Tilly’s Morning

Just then, Farmer Tilly strolled into the barnyard, carrying her basket of oats. She set it down with a smile.

“Good morning, my lovely animals,” she said warmly. “Breakfast time!”

The animals all hurried to their food. MooMoo munched grass. Clara pecked corn. The goats butted each other to reach the oats.

But Percy? Percy just sat in the hay with a pout.

Farmer Tilly noticed. “Why aren’t you eating, Percy? Don’t you like your breakfast?”

Percy gave her his saddest, droopiest pig eyes. “Farmer Tilly,” he whispered, “couldn’t we have... oh, I don’t know... ice cream instead?”

Farmer Tilly chuckled so hard her straw hat wobbled. “Ice cream? For breakfast? Oh, Percy, you’re a silly pig. Ice cream is a treat for special days, not the first thing in the morning.”

Percy’s ears drooped. His dream was crushed—or was it?

As Farmer Tilly walked away, Percy narrowed his eyes and whispered to himself.

“Just you wait, farm. Tomorrow morning, there WILL be ice cream for breakfast. I’ll find a way.”

And with that, Percy began planning...
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Chapter 2 – MooMoo’s Healthy Advice
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The sun was higher in the sky now, and the barnyard was buzzing with its usual morning sounds. Chickens clucked, goats bleated, and Farmer Tilly’s dog, Rufus, barked at the breeze as if it were a suspicious stranger.

But Percy the Pig wasn’t joining in with the breakfast chatter. No, Percy was lying dramatically in the mud, snout buried in his trotters, sighing so loudly the ducks thought a storm was coming.

“Uggghhh,” Percy groaned. “How can I go on if my mornings are doomed to boring oats and soggy apples? Oh, cruel fate, why deny a pig his ice cream?”

“Because,” came a calm, deep voice, “ice cream isn’t a breakfast food.”

Percy looked up to see MooMoo the Cow standing above him, chewing her grass slowly, thoughtfully, the way wise cows always do.

“MooMoo!” Percy squealed. “You don’t understand! I can’t live like this. I need sprinkles to start my day. I need waffle cones instead of toast. I need—”

MooMoo interrupted with a slow moooooo. “Percy, you don’t need those things. What you need is a proper breakfast. Breakfast is the fuel that keeps you strong.”

Percy squinted. “Fuel? Like hay? Like mud pies? Like... engine oil?”

MooMoo chuckled. “Not like that, silly pig. Fuel for your body. Look at me—do you think I could moo all day, chase butterflies, and swish my tail if I only ate sprinkles?”

Percy tilted his head. “Well... no. But cows are different. You eat grass. That’s boring!”

MooMoo stomped her hoof. “Boring? Grass is delicious. Fresh, green, crunchy. Mmmm.” She chewed happily, then lowered her head closer to Percy. “You need oats, fruits, and vegetables to keep your body happy. Ice cream won’t give you the energy to jump in mud puddles or chase after the ice cream truck.”

Percy’s ears perked. “Wait. Did you say... ice cream truck?”

MooMoo blinked. “Yes, but—”

“ICE CREAM TRUCK!” Percy squealed, rolling over in excitement. “MooMoo, that’s it! That’s how I’ll get my breakfast!”

MooMoo sighed. “Percy...”
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Percy’s Brilliantly Bad Ideas

Percy wasn’t listening anymore. He had already started sketching plans in the dirt with his hoof.

“Step one,” he muttered, “find the ice cream truck. Step two, chase it down. Step three, eat EVERYTHING before Farmer Tilly finds out.”

MooMoo lowered her head, reading his messy dirt-scrawl. “Percy, you’ve drawn a stick pig with sprinkles raining from the sky.”

“Yes! Exactly!” Percy squealed. “That’s the plan!”

MooMoo rolled her big brown eyes. “Percy, that’s not a plan. That’s... doodling.”

“Wrong,” Percy declared, leaping dramatically onto a hay bale. “It’s a VISION. A dream. A destiny! And I, Percy the Pig, will make it come true!”

“By skipping oats?” MooMoo asked.

“By skipping oats, apples, pears, plums, carrots, turnips, beans, and all other boring farm food!” Percy announced. “From now on, I eat only ice cream!”

MooMoo gasped so loudly she coughed on her grass. “ONLY ice cream? Percy, you’ll get tummy aches! You’ll wobble around like a balloon! You’ll—”

Percy grinned. “Float into the sky like a parade pig?”

“Percy!” MooMoo scolded.

Clara Joins the Lecture

Clara the Chicken, who had been eavesdropping (as chickens often do), flapped into the conversation.

“CLUCK-CLUCK-CLUUUCK! I told you, MooMoo! He’s gone dessert-crazy! Mark my feathers—this pig is going to cause chaos before lunch!”

Percy put a trotter on his chest. “Chaos? Moi? Clara, please. I am a pig of elegance and style. There will be no chaos—only cones.”

Clara stamped her claw. “Cones are not food! You can’t build muscles out of sprinkles! You can’t lay eggs on chocolate syrup! You can’t—”

“Actually,” Percy interrupted, “you could lay eggs in chocolate syrup. That sounds like a breakfast masterpiece.”

“CLUCK-CLUUUUCK!” Clara shrieked, nearly fainting into MooMoo’s side.

MooMoo’s Wise Words

MooMoo bent down and spoke gently to Percy. “Listen, friend. Ice cream can be part of your life, but it can’t be your whole life. Think of your favourite things—rolling in mud, squealing with the goats, chasing Farmer Tilly’s wheelbarrow. You need strength for those things. Real breakfast gives you strength. Ice cream just gives you sticky trotters.”

Percy’s snout wobbled. He wanted to argue, but deep down, MooMoo’s words made sense.

Still... Percy couldn’t give up his dream. Not yet.

“MooMoo,” Percy whispered, “what if... what if I
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