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For Tom
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My Friends and Me
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Mimi

That’s me! Even though I have a cat, a car, and a yellow sombrero, what I really want—more than anything in the whole world—is to have a twin. An identical twin.
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Yoshi

is my smartest friend. He loves books and carries at least one with him at all times. The only problem is that he can’t read yet. But he can play the ukulele.
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Tonya

loves mirrors. She has a thousand combs and barrettes, and she always wears a tiara. She gives us lots of advice about everything.

[image: Image]

Hunter

lives down the street. He’s crazy about baseball. No one has ever seen his left hand because his baseball glove is permanently attached.
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Sofie

lives up the street. She has so many after-school activities scheduled that she often falls asleep standing up. When she dreams, it’s about horses and ballet.
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Uncle Albert

is Yoshi’s uncle who lives in Japan and sends great presents.
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? ? ?

Wait a minute. Where did this guy come from? Does anyone know who he is?



Iffy
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The Periwinkle Tower

Hi, I’m Mimi!

I live with my cat, Marvin, in a tall apartment building called the Periwinkle Tower. It stands on a hill in a little town called Pueblo del Mar. That’s Spanish for “village by the sea.”

Marvin and I live on the top floor, in apartment 4. Yoshi lives in apartment 3. Tonya lives in apartment 2.

Apartment 1 is empty, but Mr. Bosco, the super, says someone’s moving in soon. I’m hoping she’ll be someone interesting who likes doing exactly the same things I like to do. It would be so much fun to have a friend in the tower who was like an identical twin.
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This story begins a little before Thanksgiving. That’s when things started getting iffy.
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How I Got My Hat

Saturday morning I raced downstairs to visit Yoshi. I tripped where the carpet was coming loose and almost squashed Marvin. Yoshi heard the crash and flung open his door.

“Mimi, you need a haircut. You can’t see a thing.”

He got out his scissors and went to work.

Oops! One side was shorter.
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He started over again. “Don’t worry. I can fix it.”

Yoshi trimmed and trimmed. Then he stopped.

He stuck his head out the window. Hunter and Sofie were digging a tunnel in the backyard, and Tonya was supervising.

Yoshi gave the emergency whistle.
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“If anyone has a spare hat, please bring it up RIGHT NOW!”

Sofie, who was wearing her horseback-riding helmet to dig, was at the door in a flash. “But why . . .”

When she saw me, her eyes got huge.

“Mimi, this helmet will look beautiful on you,” she said, holding it out. But it was too small.

Hunter burst in right behind her. “You can borrow my lucky baseball cap,” he told Yoshi, “but I need it back.”

Then he looked over at me. “Oh.” He handed me the baseball cap. “Here, Mimi. You can keep it.” But it was not my color.
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Tonya stuck her head through the doorway. “Is Marvin here? If he is, I can’t stay. I’m allergic to cats.”

Suddenly she gasped. “Mimi! What happened to your hair?”

Everyone could see that the tiara Tonya was holding was not going to help at all, but she made me try it on anyway.

I felt a tear roll down my cheek. Everybody just stood there.

Nobody knew what to say.

“Wait!” Yoshi said. “My uncle Albert sent me a hat. It’s in my closet.”

I tried the hat on.
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It was perfect. Better than hair.

Tonya sneezed. “I’d better be going,” she announced.

Sofie, Hunter, and Tonya cheered as they slid down the banister.

“Bye, Yoshi!” I yelled as Marvin and I ran back upstairs. “See you tomorrow at your birthday party!” 
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Shopping

I had no idea what to give Yoshi for his birthday. He’s the boy who has everything, especially since his uncle Albert sends him great presents all the time, even when it’s not his birthday.
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The next day after breakfast I went shopping. I searched high and low.

Then I saw it: THE WESTERN BEAD BELT SALE. I hit the brakes.

Almost everyone from Pueblo del Mar had lined up around the block. They all wanted western bead belts.

By the time my hat and I had squeezed through the door, the belts were all gone! The cashier apologized. “They’ve been selling like hotcakes.”

I was heartbroken. A western bead belt would have been the perfect gift.

Just then an angry man stormed into the store.

“This belt doesn’t fit me!”

He held up the most beautiful western bead belt I had ever seen.
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Size small.
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