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One

All Sarah wanted to eat was ice cream. The cold, creamy taste lingered on her tongue. She liked strawberry, vanilla, chocolate, caramel, macadamia nut, mango and mint chocolate chip. She told her older brother Rhys. 'I love ice cream. I don’t want anything else.'

'You’re crazy,' said Rhys.
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Sarah's special treat was when her family went to town. They would call into an ice cream shop. She always had blueberries and cream ice cream. Other flavours were laid out in front of her. She wanted to try them all. Sarah wished her family would leave her alone in the shop with lots of money, so she could try all the flavours. That would be heaven. Her Daddy said she had to choose one. It was agony to choose only one flavour. Why couldn’t she have the other yummy ones as well? It was easy for Rhys he always had chocolate. At meal times, Sarah just nibbled her food. 'Come on Sarah, eat your sausages and peas. I mashed potatoes just for you,' said Mummy.

'It's yucky. I want ice cream.'

'You can have ice cream after you've eaten what you've got.'

'It’s yucky. I want ice cream?'

'It's not good for you. You have to eat lots of foods, not just one.'

'I want ice cream.'


Mummy was angry now, 'Look, eat what you've got then you can have ice cream.' Sarah took a piece of sausage; a few peas and some mashed potatoes and ate them.


'I want ice cream.'

'No, not until you have eaten your dinner. All of it.'

'Give it to her,' said Daddy. 'You're driving me mad.' Mummy and Daddy started to argue. Sarah left the table, went to the fridge. She put some ice cream into a bowl and sat on the verandah to eat it.
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Two

Daddy helped clear away the dishes after the evening meal and sat in his lounge chair to read the newspaper. Sarah climbed onto his knee and put her arms around his neck. 'Hello sweetheart,' said Daddy. 'I love it when you give me a hug.'

'I love you, Daddy.'

'Are you giving me a hug because you love me or do you want something?'

'I want to ...'

'What is it, sweetheart?'

'I want to...' 

Mummy came into the room and saw Sarah and Daddy hugging. 'Hello, can I have a hug too?' She asked and joined in the hug. 

Sarah wished Mummy would go away. She could always get Daddy to agree to anything. She wanted to talk to him alone. 'What did you want, sweetheart?' asked Daddy. Sarah knew she had to say it now because she was trapped.

‘I want ice cream.'

'Is that right?' said Mummy. 'What else?'

'Nothing else.'

'Darling, you must have lots of things to eat vegetables, meat, pasta, bread, fruit, they taste good too. You can't live on ice cream. It wouldn't be good for you.'

Sarah stared hard at Mummy. 'I want ice cream,' she said, her voice showing how determined she was.

Sarah hugged her Daddy and looked crossly at Mummy.

'What if you get sick of ice cream?' asked Daddy.

'I won’t. It's yummy.'

Mummy jumped up. 'You are not going to live on ice cream!' she said as she hurried from the room.
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Three

Mummy placed a bowl of cornflakes in front of Sarah for her breakfast. Instead of sugar, Mummy had trickled honey over them to make them taste better. 

'Yuck,' cried Sarah.

'Darling, it's delicious,' said Mummy. 'Look, I've even put honey on to make the cornflakes taste nicer for you.'

'I want ice cream.'

'You want ice cream for breakfast?'

Sarah nodded.

'No. You're not having any. Eat your cornflakes or go without.'

'Aaagh,' squealed Sarah as she left the table in a huff and stormed into her bedroom.

She angrily flopped onto her bed and lay staring at the ceiling. Why should she eat yucky food just because Mummy said she had to? She could live on ice cream forever. It was the nicest food she had ever tasted, and she couldn't see why it wasn't good for her. She wasn't telling Mummy what to eat so why should Mummy tell her what to eat? Mummy always gave her ice cream when she was sick. If it was good for sick people, then it must be good for everyone. 

She thought of the taste of blueberries and cream ice cream and licked her lips. Yummy blueberry, sliding along her tongue, cold, sweet, tingly and tangy made her want it always. Why should she eat things she didn't like?

Sarah imagined opening her lunch box at school and watching that stuck-up Hilary Beason look with envy at Sarah's ice cream lunch. That would teach her to brag about her watercress and cucumber sandwiches.

Sarah jumped off her bed and ran down to the kitchen. Daddy and Mummy were washing the dishes. 'I want ice cream!' she yelled angrily.

'You'll just have to go hungry then,' said Mummy.

'I want ice cream!' yelled Sarah.
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'Are you on a hunger strike?' Daddy asked.

'I want ice cream.' Sarah turned and walked from the kitchen. 

Late that night, Sarah sneaked into the kitchen, opened the fridge and ate ice cream straight from the container. She thought she heard something, but there was nothing there.

Daddy was hiding, watching Sarah eating the ice cream. He smiled as she climbed the stairs back to her room.

Four

'Do you still want to eat ice cream and nothing else?' asked Mummy next morning.

'I want ice cream,’ said Sarah. Mummy looked at Daddy and nodded. Sarah thought she was in trouble. But they were smiling at each other, so maybe she wasn’t in trouble after all.

Daddy said, 'Sarah, we are going to let you do it.' 

Sarah was confused. Did Daddy say she could do it? 'What?'

'You must eat only ice cream and nothing else,' said Mummy. Sarah couldn't believe what she was hearing. She threw her arms around Daddy, then Mummy.

'The rest of the family will be eating delicious food,' said Mummy.

'I want ice cream.'

'You will have ice cream for breakfast, lunch, dinner and any snacks in between. I'll get a special lunch box so you can take ice cream to school. It might be a bit soft, but it should be okay. We will get you some special ice cream from the ice cream shop, it's very expensive, but you're not eating anything else.'

'Can I have blueberries and cream?'

'Of course, you can, dear. You can have any flavour you like.'

'Yummy!' exclaimed Sarah, smiling.

[image: image]

'When you come home from school, we'll go shopping, and you can choose the ice cream you want.' 

Sarah couldn't believe it. Wow! She had won. She would never have to eat yucky food ever again. She never thought they would let her. Why did they let her? Mmm, they were so against it, and now they have agreed. Oh well, she got her way in the end.

Five

After school, Sarah and Mummy drove into town to the ice cream shop. The lady behind
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