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  Foreword



Hello Reader!

I hope you enjoy this first story in the Traveling Trunk series. I have a lot of fun writing about interesting places in the world. If you go to my website, missytarantino.com, you can see all the books I have written.  You can also join my mailing list to get my newsletter, where you will be the first to know when I publish a new book. I will give you a bonus story just for joining! 

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

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




Happy reading!

Missy
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  Boredom

  
  







Carla sat on the couch with her knees up. Her attention was focused on her new purple tablet. The game she was playing was called “Where in the World is Bingo?” She studied the world map carefully.

“Grandma, where is Brazil?” she asked.
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Carla’s grandma looked up from the book she was reading. “It’s in South America. I went there many times. It is a beautiful place. They have beaches, rainforests, and the Amazon River. The people love soccer there, but they call it football.”

“Thanks! I found it,” Carla said. “Gosh, I wish we could really visit there. It looks exciting.” Carla looked up from her game. “Where else did you go when you worked for the airline?”

“I went all over the world to places like Thailand, Sweden, Australia and Kenya. I brought back many souvenirs. They are all in that big trunk in my room.”

Carla’s mother walked into the room. “Carla, your hour of screen time is up.”

“Just five more minutes, please?” begged Carla.

“You know the rules,” her mother said, shaking her head and holding out her hand.

Carla powered down her tablet and gave it to her mother. “I guess I’ll go play in the backyard with Max.”

She stood up and reached for Max’s old worn tennis ball. Just then, a roll of thunder rumbled from the sky. Carla sighed. “So much for that idea.” Rain spattered the window.

Carla wandered around the house, looking for something to do. She tried doing a puzzle. Boring. She tried coloring. Boring. She watched her fish swim around their bowl. Boring. Finally, she went into the kitchen.

Grandma Silvia was baking cookies. Ever since she had moved in with Carla and her mother, there were always fresh cookies.

“What’s wrong?” Grandma asked. She put down her wooden spoon and looked at Carla.

“I’m bored,” Carla said. “I can’t find anything fun to do.” She leaned her elbows on the counter and twirled her black hair between her fingers.

“Want to help me with the cookies?”

“Not really.”

Grandma Silvia hugged Carla. “I have an idea. Why don’t you go into my room and look at my travel souvenirs?” Carla smiled. “Can I really? Thank you, Grandma!”

“Be careful with them,” Grandma warned. “You never know what could happen. The man I bought the trunk from said it had magical powers.”

Carla laughed as she skipped down the hall. “Yeah, right, Grandma. You’re just telling stories.”
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Carla stopped in front of Grandma’s bedroom door. There was a giant poster taped to it. An airplane with a red and green stripe on its side was flying over an island covered with green trees. The words on it said, “Travel the world. Make new friends.”

She opened the door. The flowery smell of Grandma’s perfume filled her nose. The walls were painted a sunny yellow and were covered with posters that showed places she had been when she worked for the airline. On the dresser was a picture of Carla’s whole family on the shore of a nearby lake. The cover on the bed had giant sunflowers on it. Sunflowers were Grandma Silvia’s favorite flower. They were Carla’s favorite, too. Standing at the foot of the bed was a large black box with a curved lid.

She crossed the room and stood in front of the trunk. She grabbed the silver latch and lifted it slowly. The hinges creaked loudly. A faint smell of roses wafted out. She was excited to see what was inside, but wanted to make the moment last.

[image: Image]

At first, all she saw was clothes. Folded neatly on the top was the uniform that Grandma had worn when she worked as a flight attendant. A white shirt, a blue skirt, a green bandana. Carla knelt down on the floor to get a closer look.

Something bright red, yellow, and blue in the corner caught her eye. She moved the clothes to the side and picked up a long piece of fabric. It was covered with shapes like triangles, rectangles and squares. There were long strings like tassels on the ends. She stood up and held one end in her hand over her head. It was longer than she was tall.

“What is this?” Carla asked. Looking at herself in the mirror, she draped it across her arms. Then she tried hanging it around her shoulders. Finally, she wrapped it around and around her waist.

Turning slowly, she smiled. “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. Carla screamed!

Carla heard a strange sound coming from outside the bedroom door.

BOOM, BOOM, BOOM!

She ran to the door and opened it. Instead of seeing the hallway outside the bedroom door, she saw a sidewalk, a street and buildings!
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Carla stood in the doorway with her mouth open. She saw a busy street filled with people dancing to loud music. Some of them were wearing costumes and masks.

“What just happened?” she gasped.

Carla took a step through the doorway to get a better look. BAM!
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Someone ran right into her and knocked her to the ground!

When Carla sat up, she saw a boy who was about her age sitting on the ground, rubbing his arm. All around them were the spilled contents of his grocery bags. A head of lettuce rolled one way, an onion rolled another way. A bunch of beets had landed at Carla’s feet. A pink package with something white poked out of one of the bags.

Carla and the boy both stood up. The boy started talking.

“¡Lo siento mucho!” he said.

“What?” said Carla.

“¡Lo siento mucho!” he said again.

Carla shook her head. “I don’t understand.” Her eyes started filling with tears.

The boy smiled. “You speak English! I said I am so sorry. I did not mean to run into you.” He bent down and started picking up the spilled items.

Carla wiped her eyes and bent down to help him. Soon they had everything back in its place.

Carla took a deep breath and handed the boy the last bag. “I’m Carla,” she said.

“My name is Matias,” the boy said, smiling. “Thank you for helping me.”

“You’re welcome.” Carla paused and looked around at
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