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  Foreword



Hello Reader!

Here is the third book in the Traveling Trunk Series. Carla gets to go to some amazing places with Grandma Silvia’s trunk. I’m so glad that we get to go with her! Have fun exploring Sweden.

Don’t forget to check out the other books in the series, too:

Carla’s Adventure in Guatemala

Carla’s Adventure in Thailand

Carla’s Adventure in Mexico

Carla’s Adventure in South Korea

Carla’s Adventure in Kenya

If you go to my website: https://missytarantino.com you can join my mailing list for bonus stories and be the first to know when I write a new book.

Happy reading!

Missy
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  The Postcard

  
  




The summer sun was shining through the large window. Carla sat at the kitchen table with Grandma Silvia. Carla sighed and put down the postcard she had been looking at.

Grandma Silvia looked up from her cookbook. “What’s the matter, Carla?”
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“My best friend, Willow, just sent me this postcard from Wyoming.”

“You miss her a lot, don’t you?” Grandma asked.

Carla nodded and picked up the postcard again. “She will be gone a whole month.” She traced the picture on the front of the card. “I wish we could go on a long vacation, too.”

Grandma Silvia reached over and squeezed Carla’s hand. “You know that we can’t go anywhere right now because your mom just started her new job.”

“I know,” Carla said. “Just wishing, that’s all. It’s not the same around here without Willow to play with.” She stared out the window into the backyard. Her dog, Max, was taking a nap on the grass in a patch of sunshine.

“I have an idea,” Grandma Silvia said. “How about going on a mini-vacation?” She smiled at Carla.

“What do you mean?” asked Carla.

“You could go and find something in my traveling trunk to play with. That would be almost like a vacation,” said Grandma. “You could pretend to go somewhere.” She winked at Carla.

Carla smiled. “Thank you, Grandma!” She kissed her on the cheek and ran down the hall.

Carla’s grandmother used to work on an airplane as a flight attendant. She had traveled all over the world and collected some amazing treasures that she kept in a very special trunk in her room. The last time Carla had been allowed to play with items in the trunk, it had magically taken her to Thailand.








  
  
  The Traveling Trunk

  
  




Carla turned the knob on her grandmother’s bedroom door. She stepped into the sunny yellow room and looked around. There were cheerful sunflowers on the bedspread. The walls were covered with travel posters from Grandma’s time with the airline. One of the posters had a picture of the Eiffel Tower in Paris, France.

There was a picture on the dresser of Carla holding a blue ribbon from her science fair that spring. At the foot of the bed was a large, black trunk. The latch was polished silver. On the curved top were two stickers. One had a picture of a volcano that said ‘Welcome to Guatemala’ and the other one showed a three headed elephant and said ‘Welcome to Thailand’.

Carla grabbed the latch and pulled the lid open. The lid creaked on its old hinges. The smell of roses greeted her nose.

She was excited to find something new inside. She pushed aside the long belt from Guatemala and the sparkly purple cloth from Thailand that she had worn on her other adventures. The next item she found was a dress.
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She pulled it out of the trunk and tried it on. It had a white top and a blue skirt. There was a blue vest that had pretty flowers on it. The skirt had a white apron over the top with the same flowers as the vest.

Carla stood in front of the mirror and giggled to herself. There were butterflies in her stomach as she twirled around.

She stopped, took a big breath and said, “I wonder where in the world this came from!”

Suddenly a bright flash of light came from the trunk and the bedroom door slammed shut!








  
  
  Sweden

  
  




The noise and the bright lights didn’t scare her this time.

Carla ran to the door and opened it. Where the hallway in her house should have been was a long street paved with stones. The street was lined with red houses. They had white trim around the windows and black tile roofs.

Jumping up and down in excitement, Carla stepped into the street and shut the door behind her. There were no people around, but she could hear music and singing coming from the end of the street. This WAS going to be like a mini-vacation!

The air was warm and smelled like it had just rained. The trees were bright green and the sky was deep blue. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky.

She walked quickly towards the sound of laughing. She soon saw a park filled with people. They were all singing and dancing and clapping. Some people were dressed in summer shorts and t-shirts, and some were wearing dresses like hers. A lot of them were also wearing circles of leaves and flowers on their heads.

Carla stood at the edge of the park and watched for a little while. Then she saw a small boy and a girl about her age dancing around. She walked over to them. The boy was wearing a white shirt and a red vest. His black pants came to his knees and he had on long blue socks. The girl was wearing a dress that matched the colors of the boy’s clothes. She had long blonde hair that was up in a ponytail on the back of her head.

“Hi,” she said. “My name is Carla.”

The girl said, “God dag! Hello, I am Olivia, and this is my brother, Nils.”

“I’m new here. What are you celebrating?” Carla asked.

“It is Midsummer!” the girl said excitedly. “All over Sweden people come outside to dance and sing. It is the longest day of the year.”

Carla’s mouth opened in a big O. “Did you say Sweden?”

Olivia nodded. “Ja! Yes! Where are you from?”

“I’m from Colorado, in the United States. We don’t have a celebration like this where I’m from.”
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Olivia took Carla’s hand on one side, and Nils’s hand on the other side. “Welcome to our country! Come with us. We will show you how we make a wreath for our hair.”
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