
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Amelie Travels to the Seaside, Stories for the Little Ones

Eva Markert

––––––––

Translated by Brigitte Gledhill 


“Amelie Travels to the Seaside, Stories for the Little Ones”

Written By Eva Markert

Copyright © 2017 Eva Markert

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Brigitte Gledhill

Cover Design © 2017 © TomJay / www.tomjay.de (Cover), casaltamoiola / www.fotolia.com (Illustration)

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


The Travel Bug

This evening, as Amelie heads off to bed, she knows that she will not fall asleep. She is so excited that she cannot lie still. You see, tomorrow she will be setting off to Holland with her parents and her little sister, Maya, to spend three weeks at the seaside.

Amelie has been to the seaside before, once when she was very small. That is why she can hardly remember what it was like. In fact, she cannot remember it at all.

Dad and Mom have shown her photographs and described what the seaside is like: that you can play in the sand or collect shells, swim in the sea or go for a walk in the dunes.

It is going to be great! Amelie can hardly wait.

Even her dog, Bernie, senses that something is up. He wanders restlessly around the house and observes what is going on.

Unaware of anything at all, Maya sleeps.

Dad comes into Amelie’s room again. “Are you still not asleep?” he asks.

“I’m too fidgety,” Amelie replies. “I can’t wait for us to finally set off!”

“Hm. You’ve probably caught the travel bug.”

Amelie shudders all over in shock. Dad thinks she’s ill!

“What’s the travel bug?” she asks.

“It’s what you get when you’re excited about going on a journey.”

Amelie does not need long to decide. She is certainly excited. Very much so. She is sure she has the travel bug, but if that means that she is ill, then they will not be able to leave tomorrow!

“I think I’m getting sleepy,” she says, quickly. “I’m sure I’ll be able to sleep now.”

She lies down and squeezes her eyes shut.

She wants to fall asleep to get rid of the travel bug. She remembers Dad’s advice: when you want to fall asleep, you should think of something nice.

She thinks about the beach. Dad had said it was like a huge sand pit, and that the sea was like a never-ending paddling pool. She sighs. It must be so beautiful!

The more she imagines the beach and the sea, the worse the travel bug gets. She must stop thinking about all that.

Yet – she cannot.

She hears her parents coming up the stairs. They are probably going to bed. Hopefully they will not notice that she is not asleep.

Mom stops at her door and listens into the room.

Amelie holds her breath and stays very still.

Mom comes in. “You’re still awake!” she states.

“How could you tell?” Amelie is curious to know.

“I couldn’t hear you breathing softly. When someone is asleep, they breathe deeply and evenly.”

“Like this?” asks Amelie. She lies on her back, closes her eyes, breathes in deeply, holds the breath for a moment and then blows it out again.

“Just about,” confirms Mom.

Amelie will have to remember that for next time, when her parents are supposed to believe that she is sleeping!

Maybe that kind of breathing will help her fall asleep? Amelie tries it out. She puffs and pants, but when her mind wanders to the beautiful shells that she will collect on the beach, and the rabbits living in the dunes, she forgets her sleep-breathing and goes back to breathing normally.

No matter how she breathes, she simply cannot fall asleep, so she sighs loudly.

Dad comes to her. “Do you think you will sleep better if you lie in our bed?” he asks.

Amelie’s immediate reaction is to want to joyously jump out of bed. In the nick of time she realises that this would be dangerous. Her parents must not find out that she has caught the travel bug, or else she will have to stay in bed tomorrow and they will not be able to go on holiday.

“I prefer to sleep here,” she says.

Dad looks a little surprised. “Okay,” he says. “Then I wish you a good night.” With that, he goes back to their bedroom.

Amelie continues to lie awake. A long while later, she hears Mom get up and go downstairs to the kitchen.

Amelie rushes behind her. “Can’t you sleep?” she asks.

Mom starts as Amelie suddenly appears. “You gave me a fright!” she says. “But you’re right. I am wide-awake. I just wanted to make myself some cocoa. Would you like some?”

Amelie nods.

As they sit across from each other, each with a mug of cocoa, she finally speaks up. There is anyhow no point in hiding the truth. “You’ve got the travel bug”, she says despondently.

Mom smiles. “Just like you,” she replies.

How can Mom laugh about that? “So, we won’t be able to leave tomorrow,” Amelie adds, unhappily.

Mom is puzzled. “Why not?” she inquires.

“Because we both have a bug, that’s why! We’ll have to stay in bed.”

Mom starts laughing. “A travel bug doesn’t mean that you are really ill. It just means that you are excited and happy about going on holiday.”

Amelie feels a huge weight lift off her shoulders. “So we aren’t ill, after all!” she rejoices.

“What’s going on here?” Dad is standing in the door frame.

“Someone else with the travel bug!” says Mom. She hands him a mug of cocoa and explains why she had just been laughing.

In the end, the three of them all laugh together.

“Now that I know I’m not ill, I'll be able to sleep for sure,” Amelie reckons. “Preferably in your bed, of course.”

After that, it is not long until the whole family is sound asleep.


On the Road

When her parents get up the next morning, Amelie is still so tired she wishes she could just carry on sleeping. Then she remembers that they are going to the seaside in Holland today and is suddenly wide awake, wanting to jump into the car immediately!

However, breakfast comes first.

Mom packs food and drinks into a cool-bag.

“How long will we be driving?” enquires Amelie.

“A good four hours, including a break,” Dad answers.

“How long are four hours?” Amelie wants to know.

Dad considers. “It’s a little bit longer than the time you spend at nursery school in the mornings,” he explains.

“That long?” Amelie thinks. “The seaside must be really far away!”

At some point, they are finally ready to get going. The sun has unfortunately disappeared, but at least it is not raining.

Amelie and Maya sit on the back seat with Bernie between them. “I hope all goes well with the dog,” says Mom, concerned.

Bernie sometimes gets carsick. That is why he did not get anything to eat this morning, and Mom has packed a kitchen roll just in case.

Dad and Mom sit in the front. “Off to Holland!” Dad cries, and starts the car.

Amelie is thrilled about going to a foreign country where people speak differently.

During the journey, she looks out of the window. It quickly gets boring. On the motorway, you only see cars, and on the side of the road, trees and bushes.

After a while, she asks: “How many hours have we been driving already?”

Dad laughs. “Hours?” he says. “Ask about minutes instead. We’ve been travelling around 30 minutes. That means half an hour.”

Maya starts to whine. Mom gives her her favourite little bear to play with. She is quiet then.

Every now and again, Mom turns around and looks at Bernie. He appears to be fine, lying comfortably on the seat with his eyes closed.

Amelie continues to look out of the window. It has started to drizzle. “I hope it isn’t raining when we arrive,” she thinks.

The car drives and drives. “Mom, I’m bored,”Amelie complains.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Amelie Travels o the
Seaside
& Stories for $he "i}r’-}}e @f]@?@ -

Eva Markert
//l\\





