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and a touch of wmagic.

It's no secret that grandmothers know
about magic more than anyone else, and
Kole’s grandmother is no different. At
Nana’s house, Santa never misses a visit
and the tooth fairy leaves only the shini-
est of quarters. Little does Kole know that
Nana has been keeping a magical mixing
bowl right there in her kitchen; and when
she brings it out to make her special green
dinosaur pancakes, the enchantment—
and the pancakes—come to life.

This is not a well-behaved breakfast.
These prehistoric pancakes roar, soar,
and stomp around Nana'’s kitchen. Syrup
flies, butter drips, and charm abounds as
Kole and his pancakes give exciting new
meaning to the phrase “playing with your
food.” Inspired by the author’s experience
making green dinosaur pancakes with her
dad, this delightful story by Kat Pigott fea-
tures whimsical drawings by teen illustra-
tor Mason Sibley. No matter what era
you're from, this rawr-some tale is part of
a complete (and spellbinding) breakfast.
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For
My Father, James Byron Newton the inventor of green
dinosaur pancakes
And
His grandchildren and great grandchildren Todd,
Elliott, Jeremy, Ada, Anne Braxton, Cole and KatieLee
And
My sister, Pamela Smith who along with me met and
loved the dinosaurs in our family Ritchen.
—Kathy Pigott

For everyone in my family who has
encouraged and supported me
in my passion for art
and the artists (G.M., ES., R.C., and
N.E.) who have
and continue to inspire and guide me in
my worR.

—Mason Sibley




Nana’s house was a magical place. It was a place
where the tooth fairy left shiny quarters. A place where
Santa actually ate all the cookies and drank all the
milk I left for him on Christmas Eve. A place where the
Easter Bunny left big, golden eggs in plain sight.



So what happened next was no surprise.




“Kole, what do you want for breakfast?” Nana called
from downstairs. “We have cereal, sunny side ups or
toast. We can even make GREEN dinosaur pancakes.”




