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            Dedication

            For every child, especially those learning to celebrate their wonderfully unique selves. May your days always be filled with the warmth, care, and curiosity that help your beautiful potential flourish, just like the best kind of breakfast.

        
    

  
      
        
            Graham and the Wacky Breakfasts

            By Jamie Bell

        
        The morning sun poked through Graham’s window, a neat rectangle of light on his tidy rug. Every day, it was the same. Every day, it was perfect. Graham loved his morning routine more than anything. He loved the quiet hum of the toaster, the gentle clink of his spoon against his favorite blue bowl, and most of all, he loved his puffed rice cereal.


He poured the milk in first, just a little, a white pond at the bottom. Then, with great care, he spooned in the puffed rice. Not too much, not too little. He built a small, crunchy tower in the middle of the bowl, a tiny, edible skyscraper. Each puff was a tiny brick. He made sure not one fell. It was a masterpiece, a neat little mountain of morning joy. Then, with a happy sigh, he ate it, one careful spoonful at a time. The crunch was just right. The milk was just cool. This was how a day should start.


One Tuesday, his mom and dad sat him down at the kitchen table. His cereal tower looked particularly good that day, but a little worry bug started to buzz in Graham’s ear. Grown-ups only sat you down like this for serious talks.


"Graham, sweetie," his mom began, her voice soft. "We have to go stay with Aunt Mildred for a little while."


Graham’s spoon paused halfway to his mouth. "Aunt Mildred?" he asked, his voice small. Aunt Mildred was nice, but she was… a lot. She loved bright colors and loud music and, most of all, she loved surprises. Graham did not love surprises. Surprises made his neat, ordered world feel wiggly.


"Yes," his dad said, giving him a kind smile. "Just for a few weeks. Her pipes burst, and she needs some help getting things back to normal. We want to be there for her."


Graham thought about his room. His perfectly organized desk. His books lined up like soldiers. He thought about his cereal. Would Aunt Mildred even have puffed rice cereal? He knew she liked to cook strange things. He felt a tiny shiver run down his back. Leaving his neat room and his special breakfast behind felt like leaving a part of himself.


"Will her house be… neat?" Graham asked, trying to sound brave, though his stomach felt like a jumble of tangled string.


His mom chuckled. "Aunt Mildred has her own kind of neat, Graham. It’s a very colorful kind of neat."


The next morning, Graham packed his small suitcase. He folded his shirts into perfect squares. He lined up his socks. He even snuck a small, unopened box of his favorite puffed rice cereal into his bag, tucked deep beneath a sweater. Just in case. He looked around his room one last time, a farewell to the quiet, calm space. He took a deep breath. This was going to be an adventure, his parents said. Graham wasn’t sure he wanted an adventure, not if it meant weird breakfasts.


Aunt Mildred’s house was not neat in the way Graham understood neat. The front door was painted bright orange, and the garden had gnomes wearing tiny hats of every color. The living room had cushions that looked like giant fuzzy flowers and a rug that swirled with pinks and purples. It felt like walking into a rainbow that had exploded.


The front door flew open before his dad even knocked. "Graham! My favorite nephew!" Aunt Mildred boomed, her arms flung wide. She had bright red hair that stood up in happy spikes and wore a dress covered in polka dots the size of apples. She smelled like cinnamon and something flowery.


She swept Graham into a hug that squeezed all the air out of him. "Come in, come in! You must be hungry! I’ve been up since dawn making a special welcome breakfast!"


Graham’s stomach did another flip. He walked into the kitchen, his eyes wide. The kitchen was even more colorful than the living room. Pots and pans hung from the ceiling like shiny bells. And on the table, in the very center, sat a bowl. A big, glass bowl filled with something that pulsed and glowed. It was bright pink, with swirls of electric blue, and tiny green bubbles popped on its surface. It looked like a fizzy magic potion, not food. It certainly looked nothing like cereal.


"Ta-da!" Aunt Mildred announced, clapping her hands together. "It’s my Rainbow Surprise Smoothie Bowl! Made with dragon fruit, blue spirulina, and a touch of… secret sparkle!" She winked.


Graham stared. His mom gave him a gentle nudge. "It looks wonderful, Mildred," she said, trying to sound convincing.


His dad, always a good sport, picked up a spoon. "Smells… fruity!"


Graham took a seat, his eyes still glued to the bubbling pink and blue. He felt a little bit dizzy. This was definitely not his puffed rice tower.


The next morning, Graham woke up to a clanging sound from the kitchen. He stretched, still feeling a little strange in the guest room, which had wallpaper covered in cartoon hot air balloons. He walked into the kitchen, trying to remember his neat morning routine.


"Good morning, sleepyhead!" Aunt Mildred chirped, stirring a pot on the stove. A strange, sour smell filled the air. Graham peered into the pot. It was thick and lumpy, and a truly alarming shade of bright green. Little bits of something dark floated in it.


"What is it?" Graham asked, his voice barely a whisper.


Aunt Mildred beamed. "My famous Zesty Green Dream Porridge! It’s got spinach, avocado, and a generous helping of… pickled cucumbers!" She held up a small jar of pickles. "For that extra zing!"


Graham swallowed hard. Pickle porridge. He looked at the bowl she placed in front of him. It truly was bright green, like a swamp monster’s bathwater. He took a tiny, tiny spoonful. The taste hit him. Sour, salty, a little bit sweet, and very, very pickle-y. He forced a smile.


"It’s… interesting," he managed.


Aunt Mildred nodded happily. "Isn’t it? Very healthy! Builds strong bones and an adventurous spirit!"


After that, Graham knew he had to act. The next morning, he woke up early. He tiptoed to the kitchen, pulled out his secret box of puffed rice cereal, and poured it into his blue bowl. He added milk, carefully, just like always. He built his tower, feeling a wave of calm wash over him. This was his breakfast. This was normal.


He was just about to take his first bite when Aunt Mildred’s voice boomed from the doorway. "Aha! There you are, Graham! I was just wondering where you were hiding! I’ve got a new idea for you!"


Graham nearly dropped his spoon. Aunt Mildred stood there, holding a plate with a stack of what looked like purple pancakes, drizzled with bright orange sauce. They had little sprinkles that looked like tiny fish.


"These are my Deep Sea Pancakes!" she declared. "Made with blueberry batter, carrot puree, and a touch of… goldfish crackers!"


Graham sighed, putting his cereal aside. It was no use. Aunt Mildred always found him. Every day, it was a new, wild idea. One morning it was "Rainbow Spaghetti-Oats" – actual spaghetti-o rings mixed with oatmeal and food coloring. Another day, it was "Jelly Bean Scramble," which was exactly what it sounded like: scrambled eggs with jelly beans mixed in. Graham tried
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