


Margot Goes to France!
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For every small traveller whose whole heart says 'Ooh la
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: er Tng s’ruffed poodle cmd sTored at
The blg, round l.obé=g -

wonderlng wha'r waited there, sparkly and new.
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Mqrgp’f t©uhfegihgsfe !on her. chubb flngers‘:—f-,dr.\‘e

two, seven, “eleven! —""uaﬁ!aj she lost Trac em‘rrely,:qn

twirled i Ins .eza@i‘%mg every Tlme Thewnd Tug‘éed
- her pigtails.
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‘.3 Frem the top, Pprlg,s
s’rn‘ched 'with roofzops anda wmdmg sﬂve“r r|v _

pom'red ou'r finy cars;




At'& cozy cafe, 6 Wal're‘r ;@1 dowia golden croissant
nearly, ds,big ds Margo'r & siile. She poked it gently — it
wobbled! Margot'gasped, poked'it again, and then took

one enormous, butterybife that left flakes tumbling

down h€ls ¢




Crumbs scati€red everywhere, Mar@h@ﬁ g!edf’
croissants her new%vorl're Thlng iniiie whole entireig
world"ArIo quned over and SWIped a golder-\ flake rlgh‘r

e didn't really’ni lﬁ)ﬁd sﬁqrmg
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glittering nearby, its Rﬁtqﬁfgfes
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iggled instead of squealing. "They look like tiny
hats!” sh,\‘e announced, and,even Arlo, whorhad
expected a'shriek, c__raékled upilaughing until:ie nearly
fell off his chair.




reil” she sqng,
(‘%H:ey came
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On the spe@cﬁﬂ@ween fields blurred into gol en o

hillsgrushifig p%Jﬂss—MﬁrgﬁT ressedsheswhole
?%‘b the w ndow wq'rchmg c '\%ﬁner

righter with every file
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Remy showed Them ‘ms I|TTIe flat, |'rs)2ralc0ny strung
WITh ’rwmkllng I|gh'rs and: T.he sed gllTTerln JUP-T abeyond
the rail. M‘grgof peeked over the edg @h‘fe\d and a
little bit a"’zg/ then peeked ngm ﬂ_ 'Fo gSgﬁre it wgs*“‘é"
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real.







'1 "\ Y :
LY * »
w < .;" A

Bock o’r the fla’r everyone shon“ed warm bread dnd JUIcy
p\elches out on the balcony. The sky ’rufhed pmk Therq
. porange, then a deep glowing gold.oyer the wadigr, qnd
Y * nobody said a single word — they’ jUST w.ca’l‘cri ; '
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%awn crmssant crumbs

&90 ondaslow am'rlng the whole <le The‘tolor of peqches
"q‘ﬂ




Arlo draped a soft blanket over her knees without
beln'g k d. For once, hesdidn’t ease. —“he just smiled

"Bes’r trip evg':huh Margot?” Margot

noddedﬁ‘@ sleepy tordoranything but smile back.
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+ % Shuggled in Mommys Iap‘ ur}deﬂi
] @WS full and. sleepy, Margot @erlﬂ‘ed "Ooh la la..
| land drifted offoisleep, already dreqmlng of
Tomorrow s sunshine, dnd the next sparkly: aﬂ"ven'rur,éf
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waiting somewhere ouf there. 7S




The End

Sweet dreams.
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