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It was supposed to be a peaceful, easy-going morning in Maverick Spring's town diner. The Mornin' Glory was warm, cozy, filled with the scent of freshly brewed coffee and sizzling bacon. It was the kind of place where everybody knew each other, and the biggest drama was whether the pies had blueberries or cherries.

Clark Hopper swung open the diner door and walked across the linoleum floor to a table. He was dressed in a red shirt, black jeans, and dirt-streaked boots. Ï'll have my usual, Debbie!”he called out. He plopped himself down in a chair at a table where his brother was seated.

Leon was as sharply dressed as usual. He was wearing a navy blue suit, a bright yellow dress shirt, and a sleek black tie. Leon adjusted his reading glasses and looked over his menu, trying to ignore the fact that Clark’s boots were propped up on the chair next to him, mud and all.

“Get your boots off the chair!” the waitress snapped.

“Sure thing, Debbie.”

She snorted, set a drink and a plate onto the table, and turned and walked away.

Leon shook his head. “That hair colour is something else.”

“Yep.” Clark, mid-sip of his iced tea, caught Leon’s glance and grinned like a kid about to cause trouble. His mischievous eyes sparkled as he leaned back, stretching out his long legs and leaving smudges and streaks on the floor from his boots.

Leon, trying to focus on his own plate, couldn’t ignore the way Clark’s shirt was already stained with streaks of dirt and grass. “Do you own any clean clothes?” he asked.

“Course.”

“So why do you never wear them?”

“No reason too.”

Leon sighed. “Why do you get mashed potatoes with your breakfast?”

“I don't like hashbrowns.”

Leon took a drink of his coffee.

“You know,” Clark drawled, voice full of teasing bravado, “I bet I could win a case in court. But I’d probably lose a food fight to you.”

“You in court?” Leon raised an eyebrow. “That will be the day.”

“I could do it.”

“Not a chance.”

“You have no confidence in me?

“Not in court.”

“And the food fight?”

“What?” Leon shook his head. “We are not kids anymore. We are adults...can't you act like one?”

“Oh, is that a challenge?” Clark’s grin widened, predatory and reckless. “Thought you’d never ask.”

Before Leon could respond, Clark shot his hand across the table and grabbed a hefty scoop of mashed potatoes from his plate. With a big grin, he launched it.

The smooth, white blob hit Leon right on his chest, splatting against his shirt with a wet, sticky sound, and immediately, a lumpy, white mass dripped down his navy suit. The mashed potatoes smeared across his lapel, staining the fabric, and splattered onto his crisp dress shirt, leaving streaks of white and bits of potato stuck in his tie. Leon’s eyes widened in surprise, then froze for a moment, stunned.

What is this? Leon thought, feeling the cold, wet mess seeping into his shirt. Well, I guess I can’t back down now. He looked at his brother. “Oh, no you did not just do that.” he said, voice rising with mock outrage, but he was already reaching for the ketchup packets.

Clark stared at him.

Leon squeezed

Ketchup splattered them both as the packets exploded.

Leon spluttered. “That wasn't supposed to happen.”

Clark, laughing uncontrollably, grabbed a handful of scrambled eggs from his plate and flung them at Leon. The yellow-and-white mess exploded against Leon’s chest and face, strings of eggs hanging from his chin and collar.

Leon, now covered in gooey egg, grabbed a handful of spaghetti from his plate and hurled it back across the table.

Long, wet noodles slapped onto Clark’s shirt and beard, sticking with a squishy, sloppy sound.

This is madness, Leon thought, feeling the rush of adrenaline and absurdity mix. But damn, I don’t care. He snatched up the plastic bottle of pancake syrup and squeezed it over his brother, soaking his shirt.

Clark, nearly doubled over with laughter, grabbed the salt shaker and shook it wildly, sending a fine mist of salt into the air.

Leon grabbed the pepper shaker and squeezed, releasing a dark cloud of pepper powder aimed right at Clark’s face.

Clark grabbed the ketchup bottle and squeezed it hard. “Take that!” he said as the thick, crimson stream burst
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