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Just Another Morning
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Max sat at the kitchen table with his chin resting in one hand, slowly stirring his cereal.

The spoon made lazy circles, but he wasn’t really watching.

His eyes had drifted to the window — to the quiet street, the pale morning sun, the neighbor’s fence.

Everything looked exactly the same as yesterday. And the day before that. And probably the day before that too.

The toast on his plate had gone cold.

The cat yawned on the windowsill for the third time, as if she too had run out of interest.

Max didn’t feel sad.

Not exactly.

But he didn’t feel much of anything.

It was one of those mornings where everything was fine — and yet something felt missing.

Like the world had forgotten to surprise him.

He looked at the clock. Still early.

He looked at the jam jar. Still half full.

He looked at the same scratch on the table, the same tile with a tiny chip, the same patterns in the curtains.

Everything felt... still.
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