                                           HUMOROUS RECOUNT





The Great Pancake Disaster

Last Sunday, I woke up feeling like a professional chef. After watching one cooking tutorial on YouTube, I decided to make the perfect pancakes for my family. How hard could it be? Apparently, very.

I mixed the ingredients confidently, only to realize too late that I’d swapped salt for sugar. The batter looked like concrete, but I pressed on. My first flip was spectacular—if you count sending the pancake flying onto the ceiling. It clung there like a floppy piece of art before landing on my head.

Smoke began to rise, the fire alarm started screaming, and my family came rushing in. My dad said it smelled like “burnt hopes and breakfast.” My brother recorded everything, and now I’m trending online as “The Pancake Menace.”

We ended up ordering pizza for breakfast. I learned two lessons: cooking is harder than it looks—and pancakes don’t belong on ceilings.
