
I brought my mom Mother’s Day breakfast in bed.
I tripped and spilled orange juice right on her head.
She woke with a scream and knocked over the tray.
The coffee dumped out, and it drenched her duvet.

The pancakes went flying and clobbered the cat.
The eggs struck the wall with a sloppy, wet splat!
Our dog started barking and jumping and squealing—
He wanted the sausages stuck to the ceiling.

A whole bowl of cereal spilled on the rug.
Mom giggled and grabbed me and gave me a hug.
She told me, “I love you, so don’t be upset.
This breakfast is one I will never forget.”

 — Kenn Nesbitt
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Imagine you tried to make breakfast for someone special, but
everything went wrong. What would you cook, and what silly

disasters might happen?

What might happen after the poem ends? Describe what the
kitchen looks like and how they clean up—or make things messier!

Imagine another holiday where you try to surprise someone, but
things go wrong. Describe the holiday and the disastrous surprise.
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