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​Chapter 1 – The Morning Smell of Magic
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The sun peeked through Nora’s window, brushing her

cheeks with golden light. She sniffed the air and smiled.

“Mmm... it smells like magic again!” she whispered, sitting up in bed. Downstairs, the Warm Bread Bakery was already busy. The sound of soft kneading and gentle humming filled the air.

​Mama Breadwood was shaping dough into round, happy loaves, while Papa Breadwood sprinkled flour like snow.

Nora hurried down the stairs, her slippers making tiny puffs of dust.

“Good morning, my little helper,” said Mama with a smile.

“Good morning! Can I help knead?” asked Nora, rolling up her sleeves.

Her small hands pressed into the warm dough. Squish, pat, roll.
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Papa laughed. “You’re giving it hugs, just like your mama!” Nora giggled. “Flour hugs!” she said proudly.

Pip the Sparrow fluttered in through the window, landing right on the counter. He tilted his tiny head, eyeing a crumb.
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“Pip! You silly bird, those are for the bread!” Nora giggled as Pip snatched a crumb anyway.
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He chirped happily, as if to

say, Thank you, little

baker!

The smell of fresh bread

filled the bakery like

sunshine you could taste.

Nora looked at her

parents, then at the rising

dough.


“This,” she whispered, “is the smell of love.”
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Chapter 2 – The


Festival Plans
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The next morning, Buttercup Town sparkled with excitement.

Everywhere Nora looked, people were decorating their windows with ribbons and flowers. The Harvest Festival was coming soon— the happiest day of the year!
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At the Warm Bread Bakery, Mama pinned a big, bright sign in the window:

“Try Our Giant Festival Loaf!”
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Papa clapped his hands. “This year, we’ll bake the biggest, fluffiest loaf Buttercup Town has ever seen!”

Nora’s eyes grew wide. “As big


as our table?”




Papa winked. “Even bigger!”




The whole family began to



plan. Flour bags were stacked high, and jars of honey and jam lined the shelves. Nora took out her crayons and started to draw a picture.
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​“It’s going to be a Happy Loaf!” she said, showing her parents a smiling loaf of bread with raisin eyes and a jam grin.

Mama laughed. “That’s perfect, sweetheart. The loaf that smiles at everyone!”

Pip the Sparrow chirped from the windowsill. “Chirp-chirp!”
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Nora nodded. “Yes, Pip, you can help too—but no stealing the raisins this time!”
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Outside, the whole town was buzzing.

​The florist brought baskets of

marigolds, the musicians practiced their fiddles, and the baker’s chimney puffed happy little clouds into the sky.

As the day ended, Nora sat by the window with Pip on her shoulder.

“I can’t wait for the festival,” she said softly.

Pip fluffed his feathers and gave a tiny chirp that sounded just like, “Me too.”
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