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Chapter 1: The Girl Who Ate Only Strawberries
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There was a girl named Nora who ate only strawberries 🍓

Not because she was sick. Not because she had no choice. But simply because, in her mind, strawberries were the only fruit that felt right.

Everything else in her life was normal. She ate bread, rice, pasta, vegetables, soups, and all the usual meals a child might enjoy. She liked sweets, she loved warm milk at night, and she never refused proper food when she was hungry.

But when it came to fruits... the rule was simple and unbreakable.

Only strawberries.

At the dining table, this rule quietly shaped many small moments. Her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Smith, were kind and patient people. They never forced her, but they always hoped this habit might change with time.

Every morning, Mrs. Smith would prepare breakfast with care. A small bowl of strawberries would always sit beside Nora’s plate, bright red and fresh, like tiny jewels caught in morning light. Alongside it, there would often be other fruits too—sliced apples, bananas, oranges, grapes—arranged neatly and lovingly.

“Try a little apple today, Nora,” Mr. Smith would say gently, sliding a small plate closer to her.

Nora would glance at it, then shake her head without hesitation.

“I don’t like other fruits,” she would reply simply. “I only eat strawberries.”

There was no anger in her voice. No drama. Just certainty.

And then she would pick up a strawberry, hold it carefully between her fingers, and eat it slowly, as if it was the only fruit in the world worth noticing.

Mrs. Smith would sigh softly, but she would still smile. “Alright, my love,” she would say, placing the other fruits back into the bowl. “More strawberries for you.”

At school, Nora was just like any other child. She played, laughed, and studied like everyone else. During lunch breaks, her friends often shared snacks and fruits, trading bites of mangoes, apples, and pears like little treasures.

Sometimes a curious friend would offer her a piece of something different.

“Do you want some grapes, Nora?”

She would politely shake her head. “No, thank you. I only eat strawberries.”

It became something people around her simply accepted. Not strange enough to question deeply, but unusual enough to remember.

Nora never felt left out. She never felt she was missing anything. In fact, she found comfort in her preference. Strawberries were sweet, soft, and familiar. They never surprised her in a bad way. They never disappointed her. In her small understanding of taste, they were perfect.

Mr. Smith often tried gentle conversations with her in the evenings, especially when the house was quiet.

“You know, Nora,” he said one night while reading near the kitchen table, “there are so many fruits in the world. Each one has its own taste.”

Nora nodded without looking up from her plate of strawberries.

“I know,” she said.

“Then why only strawberries?”

She paused for a moment, thinking carefully as she always did before answering. “Because I like them the most.”

It sounded simple, but for Nora, it felt complete. She did not see a need to complicate it further.

Mrs. Smith, standing by the stove, would sometimes glance over with soft concern in her eyes. It wasn’t a serious problem, not really. Nora was healthy, happy, and well-fed. But there was something slightly unusual about how firmly she rejected every other fruit, as if the rest of them did not belong in her world at all.
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Chapter 2: The Fruit Basket Visitor
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One bright afternoon, the Smith house felt unusually warm and lively. Sunlight slipped through the curtains in soft golden waves, painting the living room in a calm glow. Nora sat on the sofa with her homework, pencil moving slowly as she solved her sums with quiet focus.

Everything was ordinary... until the doorbell rang.

Ding-dong.

Mrs. Smith stood up from the kitchen. “I’ll get it,” she said.

When she opened the door, a cheerful woman stood outside holding a large woven basket. It was covered with a light cloth, but even through it, colors seemed to escape—reds, oranges, yellows, and greens like a hidden rainbow waiting to be revealed.

“Surprise!” the woman said happily. “I brought fruits!”

It was Aunt Melissa, a relative known for her dramatic entrances and even more dramatic gifts.

Mrs. Smith smiled warmly. “Melissa! Come in, come in.”

Aunt Melissa stepped inside and placed the basket carefully on the table. The cloth was lifted, and suddenly the room looked like a festival had entered it.

Apples shone bright and glossy. Oranges glowed like tiny suns. Bananas curved like soft yellow smiles. Grapes clustered together like sparkling beads. Mangoes sat proudly like golden jewels.

Even the air seemed sweeter.

Nora looked up from her homework.

Aunt Melissa noticed her immediately and clapped her hands lightly. “Ahhh, so this must be the legendary strawberry princess!”

Nora blinked. “Princess?”

“Yes!” Aunt Melissa said dramatically. “The girl who only eats strawberries! I’ve heard stories about you!”

Nora didn’t respond much, just watched quietly.

Mr. Smith chuckled. “That’s one way to put it.”

Aunt Melissa leaned closer to Nora like she was about to share a secret. “Do you know,” she said, lowering her voice, “these fruits in this basket actually had a meeting before coming here?”

Nora tilted her head slightly.

“A meeting?” she asked.

“Yes!” Aunt Melissa nodded seriously. “The apple said, ‘I must convince Nora to eat me today!’ The mango said, ‘No, I will impress her first!’ And the banana... oh, the banana fainted from pressure!”

Mrs. Smith tried not to laugh. Mr. Smith turned away slightly to hide his smile.

But Nora just stared at the basket.

Aunt Melissa wasn’t done yet. She picked up a strawberry from a small side bowl Mrs. Smith had placed earlier. “See this strawberry?” she said. “It told me, ‘Please tell Nora I am lonely. She only talks to me. I need friends too!’”

Still, Nora remained silent.

Aunt Melissa tried again, more dramatic this time. She picked up an orange slice and held it like it was performing on stage.

“This orange once tried to become a comedian,” she said. “But it quit because every time it told a joke, people just said... ‘That’s juicy but not funny!’”

Mr. Smith finally let out a small laugh.

Nora looked at the orange slice, then back at Aunt Melissa.

Aunt Melissa quickly pointed at a banana. “And this banana? It is actually a superhero. It slips into action at night and fights tiredness. Its secret name is... Captain Peel!”

Mrs. Smith laughed softly now. “Melissa, you’re impossible.”

Aunt Melissa placed her hand on her chest dramatically. “I am only speaking the truth of fruits!”

She then turned back to Nora, softer now but still playful. “So, Nora... after all these brave fruits, don’t you think at least one of them deserves a chance?”

Everyone looked at her.

The room felt warm, hopeful, almost expectant.

Nora glanced at the basket again. The fruits were bright, colorful, and strangely full of personality because of Aunt Melissa’s stories. For a moment, it almost felt like they were waiting for her approval.

But Nora simply shook her head.

“I don’t want them,” she said calmly. “I only eat strawberries.”

The room paused again.

Aunt Melissa’s smile didn’t fade, but it softened a little. “Wow,” she said quietly. “You are very loyal to your strawberries.”

Mrs. Smith gently stepped in. “She really loves them.”

Mr. Smith nodded. “She always has.”

Aunt Melissa leaned back slightly, looking at Nora with curiosity rather than disappointment. “Not even a tiny bite?” she asked one last time, pointing at a mango slice.

Nora shook her head again.

“No.”

Silence settled, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. It was more like the room had simply accepted Nora’s answer as final.

Aunt Melissa sighed dramatically, then suddenly smiled again. “Alright then,” she said. “I will report back to the
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