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She squeezed and pinched.


and


.


Farah















No matter what she did or 


how she looked at it, all Farah 


could see was a big nose.


Farah turned to the 


left.



She turned to the 


right.



But it was no use.



























“I love your nose,” Baba said. 


“And every bit of you from your head to your toes.”


Farah sighed.
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But nothing worked.


Maybe a 


diamond could make it
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Farah did not understand.


How can a nose be strong, Farah wondered.
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