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Oliver sat at the breakfast table, swinging his red sneakers.

His yellow rocket T-shirt glowed in the morning light. Grandma

Rose poured tea into her favourite rose-patterned cup. Dad

checked his watch. Lily bounced in her pink dungarees. The

kitchen smelled of toast and jam. It was a normal, happy

morning—until something tiny sparkled above the teacup.
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Oliver leaned closer. Above Grandma Rose's tea, a wisp of

cloud swirled like cotton candy. It was no bigger than his

thumb. 'Look!' he whispered. Grandma Rose peered through

her round glasses. 'Well, I never,' she said. The tiny cloud

puffed and grew. A mini lightning flash blinked inside the cup.

Oliver's hazel eyes went wide.
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The cloud grew darker. Tiny waves splashed over the teacup's

edge. 'A storm in a teacup!' Oliver gasped. Grandma Rose

chuckled. 'It happens,' she said calmly. Dad glanced at his

watch and frowned. 'We're late!' he said. The cloud puffed

bigger. A tiny thunder rumble made the teacup rattle. Oliver

saw the storm was growing with Dad's impatience.
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Lily reached for the jam. 'I want it now!' she shouted. The

storm crackled. Mini lightning zigzagged. Waves sloshed onto

the tablecloth. 'Lily, wait your turn,' Dad said, his voice sharp.

The cloud swelled. Oliver felt worried. 'Everyone, please,' he

said softly. 'The storm gets bigger when we're grumpy.'

Grandma Rose nodded. 'Oliver is right,' she said.
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Dad took a deep breath. 'You're right, Oliver,' he said. He

loosened his grey tie and smiled. The storm shrank a little. Lily

whispered, 'Sorry.' The waves calmed. But then Dad checked

his watch again and sighed. The cloud puffed up. Oliver knew

they had to stay calm. 'Let's all breathe together,' he said.

They breathed in and out, slowly.
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The storm settled. But Lily spilled her juice. 'Oh no!' she cried.

The cloud flashed. Dad jumped up for a cloth. 'Hurry!' he said.

The storm grew. Oliver said, 'It's okay, Lily. We can clean it.' He

handed her a napkin. Lily wiped the spill. Dad sat down. The

cloud shrank. Grandma Rose smiled. 'Small problems are

easier to fix when we're calm,' she said.
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Oliver watched the tiny storm. It was still there, swirling above

the tea. 'How do we make it go away?' he asked. Grandma

Rose thought. 'Maybe it needs to go up into the sky,' she said.

'But how?' asked Lily. Oliver looked at the open window. A

gentle breeze blew in. 'We could let the wind carry it,' he said.

But the storm was still too big.
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Dad's phone buzzed. He sighed. 'Work,' he said. The storm

crackled. Oliver said, 'Dad, please stay calm.' Dad put the

phone down. 'You're right,' he said. He took a deep breath. The

storm shrank. Lily giggled. 'It's like a balloon deflating!' she

said. Everyone laughed. The cloud became smaller and lighter.

Oliver smiled. 'Now we can try to move it,' he said.
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Oliver fetched a big spoon. 'Let's stir the tea gently,' he said.

'That might help the storm float up.' Grandma Rose stirred her

tea. The cloud swirled and rose a little. But it wobbled back

down. 'We need more wind,' said Oliver. Lily flapped her

napkin. Dad opened the window wider. The breeze lifted the

cloud. It floated up, then sank again. 'Almost,' said Oliver.
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The storm pulsed. 'It's not working,' said Lily. She stomped her

foot. The cloud flashed. 'Lily,' said Oliver gently, 'we must stay

calm.' Lily took a breath. 'Okay,' she said. Dad's watch beeped.

He didn't check it. Instead, he said, 'Let's all blow gently.' They

blew toward the cup. The cloud rose higher. It hovered above

the teacup, glowing softly. 'It's working!' Oliver cheered.
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The storm floated up, but then a draft pushed it back. It

splashed tea onto the table. 'Oh dear,' said Grandma Rose. Dad

frowned. 'We'll never get it out,' he said. The cloud darkened.

Oliver said, 'Wait! We're getting upset again.' Everyone

stopped. They looked at each other. 'Let's think of something

happy,' said Oliver. They thought of kittens and ice cream. The

storm calmed.

11



Oliver had an idea. 'Grandma, can we put the teacup on the

windowsill?' he asked. 'The breeze will carry the storm away.'

Grandma Rose nodded. She carried the cup to the window. The

family followed. They stood together, calm and kind. The storm

lifted. It floated out the window like a tiny balloon. 'Goodbye,

storm!' Lily waved. The cloud drifted into the open sky.
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The storm joined the big clouds above. It looked happy there,

swirling in the wide blue sky. Oliver smiled. 'It just needed

some space,' he said. Grandma Rose hugged him. 'And we

needed to stay calm,' she said. Dad laughed. 'I'll try to be more

patient,' he said. Lily giggled. 'Me too!' They all sat back down.

Breakfast felt warm and peaceful again.
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Oliver finished his toast. 'That was a strange storm,' he said.

Grandma Rose sipped her tea. 'Small problems can grow big if

we let them,' she said. 'But if we stay calm and kind, they're

easier to fix.' Dad nodded. 'I'll remember that,' he said. Lily

said, 'Me too!' Oliver looked out the window. The tiny storm

was gone. But he would never forget it.
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That night, Oliver told his teddy bear about the storm. 'It was

like magic,' he whispered. 'But the real magic was staying

calm.' He thought about Grandma Rose's smile. He thought

about Dad's deep breath. He thought about Lily's whisper. And

he knew that even big problems could be solved with a little

kindness. He hugged his teddy and fell asleep, smiling.
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The next morning, Oliver woke up early. He helped set the

table. Dad didn't check his watch. Lily waited for her jam.

Grandma Rose poured tea. Everyone was calm and kind. Oliver

watched the steam rise from the teacup. No storm today. Just a

happy family at breakfast. And Oliver knew that small

problems were much easier to fix before they grew into big

ones.
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