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  A Normal Day

Alice ran through the warm, sunny park.

She was chasing a butterfly.

It was yellow. It kept fluttering just ahead of her tiny hands.

"Almost!" Alice laughed.

The butterfly zigzagged away. Alice giggled and followed.

She stopped at the edge of the path. She turned around. There was Mama, right there on the bench, waving.

Alice waved back. She felt happy and safe.

She knew the rule. *Stay where Mama can see you.* Alice always remembered.

The grass was soft under her feet. Bees hummed in the flowers. The sky was very, very blue.

It was a perfectly ordinary day.

Then Alice heard footsteps on the path.

Slow footsteps. Click, click, click.

A man was walking toward her. He had shiny, shiny shoes. They were the shiniest shoes Alice had ever seen.

The man looked down at Alice.

He had a very big smile.

Not a quick smile, like when strangers pass by.

A long, slow smile — just for her.

Alice stood very still.

The butterfly was forgotten now.

The man kept walking closer. His smile got bigger and bigger.

Alice did not wave at him.

She did not know why.
So Many Sweets

The man crouched down low. Now his face was right at Alice's level.

"Hello there," he said. His voice was very soft. Very, very kind.

He reached into his coat and pulled out a paper bag. He opened it slowly.

Inside were sweets. Pink ones. Yellow ones. Shiny red ones.

They were the exact colours Alice loved best.

"I know a special room," the man said. "Just around the corner. It has sweets everywhere — on the floor, on the shelves, all the way up to the ceiling." He smiled his biggest smile. "I can take you there right now."

Alice looked at the sweets. They smelled like strawberries. They looked so pretty and bright.

But she did not reach out her hand.

Something felt funny.

Not funny-ha-ha.

Funny in her tummy. Like something was squeezing it, just a little. Like butterflies, but not the good kind.

"It is just around the corner," the man said again. His smile stayed very, very big.

Alice looked back at Mama's bench.

The man looked too. His smile did not change.

Alice went very still and very quiet.
The Funny Feeling

The sweets were so bright. Red and yellow and purple and green.

Alice wanted them. She really, really did.

She took a tiny step forward.

Then the squeezing in her tummy got stronger.

*No. No. No.*

It wasn't a loud voice. It was small and quiet. But it was there. Right inside her.

Alice stopped.

She remembered what Mama always said. Mama would sit with her and hold both her hands and say: *"If your insides say no, listen. That is your quiet voice. And it is very wise."*

Alice looked at the sweets again.

They were still pretty. They were still bright.

But her tummy said no.

She looked at the man's big, big smile.

Her tummy said no again.

*No. No. No.*

Alice took one step back.

Her heart was beating fast. She felt scared. But she listened.

She took another step back.

The man reached the bag a little closer to her. "They are very yummy," he said softly.

Alice did not look at the bag.

She listened to the quiet voice inside.

It was hers. And it was saying no.
Running Back to Mama

Alice turned around.

She ran.

Her feet went fast — thump, thump, thump on the path. The grass was a green blur. The bench was getting closer and closer.

"Wait, little one!" the man called. His voice was still sweet and soft.

Alice did not stop. She did not look back.

She ran and ran until she could see Mama's red coat. She ran until she could smell Mama's smell. She crashed right into Mama's arms and held on as tight as she could.

"Alice! What happened?" Mama said.

Alice felt out of breath. She felt shaky. But she told Mama everything.

She told her about the bag of sweets. She told her about the secret room around the corner. She told her about the funny feeling in her tummy that said no, no, no.

Mama held her very close.

"You listened to your quiet voice," Mama said. "I am so, so proud of you."

Mama looked up at the path. The man with the shiny shoes was gone.

Alice pressed her face into Mama's coat. She still felt shaky. But she felt safe too.
The Quiet Voice Is Yours

That evening, the sky turned pink, then purple, then full of stars.

Alice and Mama sat together on the front step. Their arms were touching. Alice felt warm.

She looked up at the stars for a long time.

Then she asked, "Mama? Where does the quiet voice live?"

Mama smiled. She put her hand gently on Alice's chest.

"Right in here," Mama said.

Alice looked down at Mama's hand.

"It has always been there," Mama said. "It belongs to you. Only you."

Alice put her own hand on her chest. She felt a little beat. Thump. Thump. Thump.

It felt warm. It felt steady.

"That's it?" Alice asked.

"That's it," said Mama.

Alice smiled. A big, real smile.

She knew something now. She would always know it.

If something felt funny in her tummy — the quiet voice was talking. It was hers. It told the truth. She just had to listen.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

Alice pressed her hand to her chest one more time.

"I'll always listen," she said.

Mama put her arm around her. The stars were very bright.

Alice felt brave. Alice felt loved. Alice felt safe.
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