
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


LUCY

[image: image]

Heiki Vilep


[image: image]

Copyright © Heiki Vilep 2015

Translated by Helena Niidla

Illustrated by Marja-Liisa Plats

ISBN-13: 978-1508540908

ISBN-10: 150854090X

www.vilep.com

vilep@vilep.com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Pooting Joseph and the Rest of the Family
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It was a wonderful morning. The sunshine that was coming in through the window had heated up the yellow carpet so that it was quite warm. Lucy stretched her legs down from the upper bunk. There was absolutely no doubt in the fact that home was the best place in the world, she thought.
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And besides, it had been her birthday a little while ago, and she had already turned four years old.
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“You’re a big girl now!” Granny had said.

“A really big girl!” Grandpa had agreed.
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On the lower bunk there was her eight-year-old brother Andy, sleeping with his mouth open. 
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Lucy climbed down the ladder, stepping on the sun-warm carpet, bended over Andy and tickled his brother’s tongue with her finger. 
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Andy gently bit her baby sister’s finger and gently pulled her hair.
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“Ouch! This isn’t fair!” Lucy complained, alt-hough it didn’t really hurt.

“When a person sleeps, it’s holy,” Andy an-nounced.

“What does holy mean?” Lucy pretended not to understand anything. Andy thought about it for a while and replied:

“Well, my sleep. My sleep is what’s holy.”

“Does that mean that holidays are the days when Andy wants to sleep long?”

“That’s right.” Andy was very pleased with Lucy’s explanation.

“But that means that every day is a holiday!”
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There was also a tiny crawling bundle in the family called Madeline.
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Madeline could not yet walk or talk. But she was by far the happiest and calmest member of the family; maybe even of the entire town. Madeline could sometimes spend an hour or even longer playing all by herself. She tugged her teddy bears and bunnies, turned the wheels of her toy cars and tore the already clumpy hair of her dolls.
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