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  Foreword



Hello Reader!

I am so glad that you are reading this book. Carla gets to go on so many exciting adventures and I’m happy that we get to go with her. Enjoy this fun story about Ireland and don’t forget to check out the other books in the series:

Carla’s Adventure in Guatemala

Carla’s Adventure in Thailand

Carla’s Adventure in Sweden

Carla’s Adventure in Mexico

Carla’s Adventure in South Korea

Carla’s Adventure in Kenya




I would love to send you my newsletters, too. I will give you an exclusive story about how Grandma Silvia got the traveling trunk, just for signing up! Click HERE to sign up for the newsletter.




Have fun on your trip to Ireland!

Missy








  
  
  The Storm

  
  







It was spring break and Carla was stuck inside. She looked out the living room window at the large white snowflakes swirling in the wind. It was snowing so hard and fast that she couldn’t even see the houses across the street. 

It had been snowing all day. Every time she looked out the window, the drifts were deeper and so was her sad mood. Even her dog, Max, had given up on going outside and was curled up on the rug in front of the couch. 

Grandma Silvia was sitting in an armchair, knitting. She looked up and frowned. “What’s wrong, Carla?”

“It’s not fair. I have a week off from school. This is supposed to be SPRING break. The sun should be shining, the grass should be turning green, and I should be able to play outside in my shorts and t-shirt.” Carla turned around and sat on the couch with her arms crossed.

“You live in Colorado,” Grandma reminded her. “The weather in March is always unpredictable here. You never know, the snow could be gone in a couple of days.” She went back to her project. 

Carla slid to the floor and petted Max. She knew Grandma was right, but it still didn’t seem fair. 

The wind started to blow harder and the window behind her rattled. Snow hit the glass and made small sounds in the quiet room. Carla thought about her best friend, Willow, and wondered if she was feeling bored, too.

Suddenly, the lights dimmed. Then they went bright. The wind howled even louder and the lights went out!

Max and Carla both sat up and looked at Grandma Silvia. “What just happened?” Carla asked.

“Oh, I’m sure it’s nothing. The wind and the snow probably knocked out the power. Give it a few minutes. I’m sure it will come back on.” Grandma put down her knitting needles and yarn and looked out the window.

They watched and waited, but nothing happened. Every once in a while, they would hear the smoke detector in the hallway beep, but other than that, the only sound was the wind and the snow. 

With the power out, the heater didn’t work, and soon Carla found herself shivering. Grandma went into the hall and came back with a blanket over her arm and some candles. “Here, you can wrap up in this quilt,” she said, “or, I think that there is a warm sweater in the trunk in my bedroom if you’d rather use that.” She smiled at Carla as she lit the candles.

Carla jumped to her feet and Max barked at her. “I’ll go get the sweater,” she said, grinning.








  
  
  The Sweater

  
  




Carla raced to Grandma Silvia’s bedroom. There was a big poster of an airplane on the door.  Grandma used to work for an airline, and her room was covered with posters showing all the places that she had visited around the world.

Opening the door, Carla looked at the soft yellow walls and the bright bedspread with sunflowers on it. They were Grandma’s favorite flower. At the foot of the bed was a large, old, black traveling trunk. It was covered with travel stickers and closed with large silver clasps.

She crossed the room and knelt in front of the trunk. A shiver ran up her back. She loved it when Grandma let her look at the treasures in this trunk. There were mementos from everywhere in the world inside, and every time Carla tried something on, the trunk somehow magically took her to where that item came from.

The lid opened with a loud creak and a faint scent of roses came out. Carla could see some of the things she had tried on in the past. There was a sombrero from Mexico, a necklace from Kenya, a dress from Sweden.

Feeling colder by the minute, she moved those things to the side and looked for the sweater Grandma Silvia had told her about. Her hand touched soft wool, and she grabbed it and pulled. A beautiful ivory sweater came out. The center panel of the sweater looked a little bit like a checkerboard pattern. On either side of this were stripes that looked like the sweater had been braided.

Pulling the sweater over her head, Carla felt warm and cozy. The sleeves were too long, so she rolled them up a little. She stood up and walked over to the full length mirror next to Grandma’s dresser. She looked at herself in the mirror and turned from side to side. The thick wool was heavy, but felt like a hug.

Carla smiled at her reflection and said the magic words, “I wonder where in the world this came from?”

A bright flash of light came from the trunk and the bedroom door slammed shut. Carla did a little happy dance. Another adventure was beginning!
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Carla heard some kind of music coming from the other side of the bedroom door. She ran over and pulled it open. Instead of seeing the long hallway in her house, she saw crowds of people lining a sidewalk. A parade!

Carla stepped out and closed the door behind her excitedly. Grandma didn’t tell her where she had gotten the sweater. She looked around for clues about what country she was in. The sun was shining, but the air was a little bit cool. She was relieved to see that there wasn’t any snow.

Flags with three stripes -  green, white, and orange - were fluttering in the breeze. She saw balloons in the same colors. Many of the people around her were wearing green felt top hats and fake red beards. Squeezing between some people, she made it to the curb to watch the parade. 

The music she had heard was coming from some men walking down the street. The men were dressed all the same; a blue jacket, a small black hat, a red and black kilt (Carla knew that it wasn’t a skirt), and black socks and shoes. They were carrying blue bags under their arms. Large tubes came out of the bags and the men were blowing into some of them. Bagpipes! Carla had heard about bagpipes but had never seen one in person.

Behind the men, there were some old cars, and after that, some kids dressed in white jackets and pants, doing martial arts. Carla clapped for them as they performed some of their moves. She even recognized some of the moves from her Tae Kwon Do class.

A giant whale float came by that looked real. There were people with it that were wearing squid hats that made her laugh. A group of women and men in wheelchairs were next. They were wearing basketball jerseys and were tossing a basketball between them. Carla made a note to tell Willow about it when she got home. She saw people walking on stilts, baton twirlers, even a man who could blow fire!

Two people holding a banner gave her the final answer to where she was. The sign said, “Happy St. Patrick’s Day, Ireland!” Of course! 

When the parade was over, she walked down the sidewalk, taking in the view. The buildings around her were tall and made of stone. She saw the three Irish colors everywhere she looked. 

Outside of one store, there was a tall, thin man and a dark-haired woman playing music. The man had a guitar and the woman had a flute. The tune they played was a fast one. A boy was between them, dancing. He kept his arms down by his sides and his head facing forward. Only his legs and feet moved. They moved fast. He jumped, tapped, and twirled in time to the music. Carla noticed that he was wearing special shoes with metal plates on the bottoms to make clicking sounds. 

The song ended and Carla clapped loudly. The trio smiled and bowed. Walking over to the boy, Carla stuck her hand out and said, “That was amazing! I’m Carla. This is my first time visiting Ireland.”

“I’m Rowan,” the boy said. “This is me mum, Claire, and me dad, Liam. We are the McCarthys.”

“It’s very nice to meet you,” Carla said.

When they learned that Carla was alone, they invited her to join them for a fun day of exploring.















