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In a little cottage in Lilac Village, the Twinkles were eating their favorite dinner — spaghetti and meatballs. 

“Delicious,” said Mr. Twinkle. He pushed his chair back from the table and stood up. “Anybody else want seconds?”

“Me,” said four-year-old Washington, rubbing his tummy. “Yum in tum.”

Mrs. Twinkle shook her head. “Not for me. I’m leaving room for dessert.”

Tulip stabbed her last meatball with a fork. “I’ve got one more bite,” she said, popping the whole meatball into her mouth and starting to chew. 

One chew. 

Two chews. 

Three chews.

Suddenly, Tulip stopped chewing. Her eyes grew big. She touched her lower lip with her fingers. “Uh-oh,” she said quietly, “I think ... I think 

I’ve — ”

“You’ve what?” her mother interrupted. “Is something the matter?”

“I think I’ve lost my tooth!”

“Goodness!” Mrs Twinkle exclaimed. “Let me see!”

With her mouth full of meatball, Tulip bared her teeth in a big, fake smile and pulled down her lower lip. Right where there should be a tooth, there was no tooth. There was a gap. 

Washington eyeballed the gap. “Where toof?” he asked.

Mr. Twinkle also eyeballed the gap. “Did you swallow it?”

“I don’t think so,” Tulip answered through clenched teeth. She leaned over her plate and spat out the meatball. She poked it. She pushed it. She bent down close to examine it. “It’s not here.” 

Washington leaned over and bent down even closer to Tulip’s plate. “Toof not in meeball. Toof gone.”

“I’m sure I didn’t swallow it.” Tulip cut the meatball into tiny little pieces. It felt all mushy and squishy and not one bit toothy. “What if I can’t find it?” She was close to tears. “It’s the first tooth I’ve ever lost!”

“Look again,” suggested her father. “If you didn’t swallow, it’s got to be there.”

Tulip cut the meatball into even smaller bits. Just as she was about to burst into real tears, she felt something. Something not mushy and squishy. Something? ... maybe? ... toothy? She put down the knife and shmooshed the meatball with her fingers. And there it was — a little, pure-white baby tooth, dotted with bits of meatball. 

All four Twinkles studied the tooth as if they’d never seen anything like it. “The Tooth Fairy will be delighted to get such a perfect tooth,” said Mrs. Twinkle. “You should tell her right away.”

“Tooth Fairy?” Tulip rolled her eyes. “Mom, I’m seven-going-on-eight, remember? I don’t think I’ll write — ”

“You don’t think you’ll write to the Tooth Fairy?” 

“That’s not exactly what I mean, Mom. I’m just not sure 

she — ”

“Me wite Toof Faiwy,” Washington interrupted. “Give Toof Faiwy shiny shells.” 

Tulip rolled her eyes again. “Oh, Washington, the Tooth Fairy doesn’t collect shiny shells. She collects teeth.”

Mrs. Twinkle ruffled Washington’s hair. “Don’t worry. She’ll want your teeth, too, when the time comes.” Mrs. Twinkle turned to Tulip. “Want me to look through my notecards and pick a pretty one for your letter to her? Fairies like pretty things.” 

Tulip shrugged. “I suppose. And I’d better brush my tooth so it’s nice and shiny. Want a shmooshed meatball, Truffle?” 

At the sound of his name, the floppy-eared basset hound trotted over to his dish and quickly licked up what was left of the meatball. 

By the time Tulip had brushed the meatball from her tooth and found her colored pens, Mrs. Twinkle had chosen a flowery note card and a matching envelope. “Have you thought about what you’re going to write?”

Tulip nodded, picked a purple pen, and wrote:

Dear Tooth Fairy,

I lost my first tooth today. I almost swallowed it

when it got stuck in a meatball. My mom says you would

love to have it, so here it is, all brushed and shiny.

I wonder what you’ll do with it. I guess I’ll never know.

This may be my last letter to you.

Love, Tulip

PS. I have a book about Fairies. I hope it’s all true.

Mrs. Twinkle smiled. “That’s a beautiful letter. I’m sure the Tooth Fairy will be very pleased. Now, it’s nearly bedtime, so hop into your PJs. You want to be sound asleep for the Tooth Fairy.”

“You mean, like for Santa? I have to be asleep or she won’t come?”

Mrs. Twinkle smiled. “Something like that. And that goes for you, too, Washington. The Tooth Fairy doesn’t want to be caught collecting teeth. Don’t ask me why. That’s just the way it is and ...” she paused, “and always will be.” 

Tulip tucked her letter into the envelope, dropped in her tooth, licked the seal, and slid the envelope under her pillow. The last thing she did before drifting off to sleep was to slide the tip of her tongue into the new gap between her teeth.
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The next thing Tulip heard was a soft, fluttery, humming sound. Still half asleep, she flicked at her ear like she was flicking away a mosquito. The humming didn’t stop. She flicked again and turned over. More humming. “Go away!” Tulip yelped, sitting up straight in bed. “Go away!”
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