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  Foreword



Dear Readers,

Thank you for picking up another one of Carla’s adventures. I enjoy writing about all the wonderful places in the world that she visits. I am learning so much about how all people are unique, and also have so much in common.

If you haven’t seen the other books in the series, here they are:

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




If you want to be one of the first to know about Carla’s next adventure, click here to sign up for my newsletter. I’ll even send you the story of how Grandma Silvia got the traveling trunk as a gift!




Happy travels!

Missy
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It was Saturday night, Carla’s favorite night. There was no homework to finish, no chores to do. Everyone relaxed and enjoyed themselves. It was her family’s tradition to have homemade pizza for dinner and play games.
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Tonight, it was Carla’s turn to choose the game. She went to the shelf in the living room and looked at all the games. She ran her finger along the boxes as she read the titles. They had played all of them so many times. None of them sounded like fun tonight.

Mom and Grandma Silvia sat on the couch watching her, waiting for her to decide.

Carla sighed and turned around. “I can’t find a good game. Isn’t there a new one we could play?”

Grandma Silvia and Mom looked at each other. Mom shrugged her shoulders.

Grandma tapped her chin with her finger. “Let me think. It seems to me that I learned a few games on my travels with the airline.” She closed her eyes and sat very still for a minute. Suddenly her eyes popped open. “I’ve got just the game!”

Carla rushed over and hugged her grandmother. “What is it? Where did you learn it? Is it hard?”

Grandma Silvia hugged her back. “Slow down, little one. One step at a time. We will have to build the game board and find pieces to use.”

She told Carla to find a sheet of paper and a pencil. When Carla brought them to her, Grandma folded the paper in half the long way, opened it, and with a pencil, drew a line down the crease. Then she folded it several times the short way and opened it up. When she had drawn all the lines, there were six boxes on each side of the center line.

“This doesn’t look like much of a game board,” Carla said, frowning.

“Be patient,” Grandma Silvia said with a smile. “It may not look like much, but you will have to put your brain to work on this one.”

Next, she told Carla to help her find some items in the kitchen. “Let’s look for beans or dried noodles,” she said.

Carla wrinkled her nose. “This game is sounding weirder and weirder.”

Grandma Silvia laughed. “We could go outside and find little rocks if you’d rather do that. We just need something to use for game pieces. We need four pieces for each square we made. Do the math. How many do we need?”

“It’s Saturday. I don’t want to do math,” Carla groaned. But with Grandma’s help, she counted by fours and came up with 48. They found a bag of dried beans in the cupboard and counted out enough for the game.

When everything was all set up on the coffee table, Grandma explained how to play. “This game is from Africa. It is called mancala. The object is to get as many game pieces into your holding spot or ‘store’ area as possible.” She placed a small bowl at either end of the piece of paper.

She took the four beans from one of the squares on her side of the board and showed Carla how to move them to the right, placing one bean in each square along the way until she had placed all four.

Carla took her turn. “This is easy!”

“It may seem easy, but it is harder than it looks,” Grandma told her.

The rest of the evening passed quickly. Grandma was right. It didn’t take long before Carla realized that there were ways to get more game pieces and to prevent the other person from getting any.








  
  
  Grandma and the Trunk

  
  




The next morning, Carla woke up thinking about the new game she had learned. She jumped out of bed and went to the kitchen.

Grandma was reading a book and drinking a cup of coffee. She looked up when Carla came in. “Good morning, Carla!”

“Good morning, Grandma,” Carla replied, giving her a hug. “I’ve been thinking about mancala. Where did you say you learned the game?”

Grandma Silvia smiled and looked off in the distance. “I got to stay in Kenya for a few days on one of my trips. I went on a safari and ended up in a small village in the north part of the country. I met a woman named Bishara. She invited me to stay with her and her family. I wonder if she is still there? I think there is a necklace in the traveling trunk that she made.”

Grandma stood up and walked down the hall. Carla followed close behind her. She couldn’t wait to see this necklace.

Grandma’s bedroom was bright and sunny. The soft yellow walls made it feel cheerful. A blanket covered with sunflowers, Grandma’s favorite, was on the bed. Travel posters on the walls were reminders of Grandma’s days as a flight attendant on an airplane. At the foot of the bed was a large old black trunk with silver hinges and a big silver clasp.

Grandma paused to touch the colorful stickers on the lid of the trunk. These were from the magical trips that Carla had made using the objects inside the trunk: Guatemala, Sweden, Thailand, South Korea, and Mexico. She opened the lid, which creaked and groaned. A faint smell of roses drifted out.

Carla knelt on the floor next to Grandma Silvia as she looked in the trunk. “Here it is!” Grandma said. She sat back and in her hand was a wide circle made of beads. There were stripes of red, yellow, green, and white. It was stiff and when she put it around her neck, it almost covered her shoulders.
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Grandma stood and walked over to the mirror. “I had forgotten about this,” she said, touching the necklace softly. She turned and looked at Carla with a secret kind of smile. Carla smiled back and nodded. It was time to take another trip. It would be fun to have Grandma Silvia go with her.

At the same time, they both said, “I wonder where in the world this came from?”

The traveling trunk started to glow and the bedroom door slammed shut.

Carla and Grandma Silvia laughed and hugged each other.








  
  
  Nairobi

  
  




Carla ran over to the bedroom door and opened it. On the other side of the door was not the hallway of her home, but a giant space with white walls, a white ceiling, white and gray floors, and big crowds. There were poles and ropes and the people were standing in line. On the opposite wall was a sign that said Jomo Kenyatta International Airport.

Grandma and Carla walked through the door and shut it behind them. “It looks different from the last time I was here in Kenya,” Grandma said. “This airport is new.”

“It looks like the airports in the United States,” Carla said, disappointed. She wasn’t sure what she expected when she opened the door, but this was not it.

“Come on, Carla,” Grandma said. “Let’s go exploring.” She pulled out her cell phone and found a car service. Soon they were traveling down a very busy road. The driver of the car sat on the right-hand side, instead of the left. It was crazy seeing everyone driving on the ‘wrong’ side of the road.

“This is Nairobi, the capital of Kenya,” Grandma Silvia said. “There are over 52 million people who live here. It is one of the biggest cities in the world.” Outside the window, Carla could see tall skyscrapers. The people on the street were dressed in the same kind of clothes she saw back home. Every once in a while she saw a woman wearing a long colorful dress with a
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