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Flit!

Fly!

Flutter!

Fall leaves swirled and ticked the panes of Heidi’s window. She pulled the hem of her quilt up to her chin. I love fall! she said to herself happily. Then she remembered something else she loved: sweater weather! And the best part was, Heidi had a brand-new sweater.
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She hopped out of bed and slipped on her fuzzy bunny slippers. Then she shuffled to her dresser and opened the bottom drawer. There it was—her new light-gray sweater. It had pink buttons up the front and pink stripes down the sleeves. On the lower right-hand side, sat an embroidered brown mouse in a white teacup. Heidi had gotten the sweater at Miss Harriet’s store.
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And now I finally get to wear it! she thought. She pulled on a jean skirt and a yellow tank top. Then she snuggled into her new sweater. She posed this way and that in front of the mirror. “Oh, it’s SO cute!” she declared. Then she skipped downstairs to breakfast.
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“Mmm,” she murmured as she stepped into the kitchen. “What smells so good?”
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Henry tapped the side of his head with his finger. “Hmm, let me think,” he said. “Probably not YOU!”

Heidi rolled her eyes.

“It’s cinnamon-apple oatmeal,” said Dad, stirring a pan on the stove. He had on Mom’s red-checked apron.
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Heidi held an empty bowl in front of Dad. “Fill it up, please!” she said.

Dad spooned steaming oatmeal into her bowl. Heidi lifted the bowl to her nose and breathed in the delicious scent.

“It smells like fresh apple pie,” she said dreamily as she sat at the table.

“It tastes like it too,” said Henry, licking his lips.

Mom glanced at Heidi. “Be careful not to get oatmeal on your new sweater,” she said. “Henry already spilled some on his hoodie.”

Heidi frowned at her brother. “Way to go, little bro,” she said.

Henry shrugged. “Sometimes my clothes get hungry,” he said. “Maybe that little mousie on your sweater wants some oatmeal too!”
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“Not if I can help it,” Heidi said as she placed a napkin on her lap.
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Mom gave her a wink and a smile. “By the way, Heidi, I heard from Mrs. Welli that you have a publishing party at school on Friday. Parents are invited to hear students read their stories.”
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“Sounds like fun!” said Dad as he joined the family at the table. “Do you know what you’re going to write about?”

Heidi blew on a spoonful of oatmeal. “Not yet,” she said. “But I want it to be something special.”

Then she took a big bite and gave her dad a thumbs-up. “I wonder if it would it be too mushy to write about this oatmeal . . . because it’s super-yummers!”
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Hippity!

Hoppity!

Bippity!

Boppity!

Heidi pranced down the hallway toward her classroom. My new sweater makes me SO happy, she said to herself. Or should I say “HOPPY”? Then she waved to Lucy Lancaster and Bruce Bickerson at the other end of the hall. They waited for Heidi in front of the bulletin board.
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