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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.
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