
Arthur is four years old, goes to kindergarten, 
likes spaghetti and his best friend Rene. 
He lives in a large family that’s alive with 
constant bustle caused, among other things, 
by the fact that his siblings sometimes leave 
home. Yes, even for the night! However, they 
always return in a few days. And so on and 
on. But as if that wasn’t enough – today, 
today the younger of the sisters disappeared!
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We’ve basically known each other since birth. 
Rene is my best friend. There’s nobody better 
at throwing a fit to get their way than Rene. 

Also, nobody can eat more pancakes than 
him, and he never gets a tummy ache. And 
he’s super good at playing hide-and-seek, 
‘cause you just don’t see him in the dark.



My other grandma, nana, lives on the train 
– well, that‘s what I used to think because 
we always meet her at the train station. 
The thing is, she always smells so good, not 
icky like a train. That’s because she actually 
lives in Prague. My mom buys all of her 
perfume in Prague, too. 



She gets out of the car to go 
look for my sister. Of course, 
no one seems to be bothered 
by the fact that I‘ve been 
stuck in this car seat, in our 
non-moving car, for the past 
twenty minutes. My mom 
looks for her cell phone in her 

purse. She didn’t even notice 
when my matchbox car and 
some snotty tissue fell out of 
her bag. She finally finds the 
phone and puts it to her ear. 
Then she looks at the screen 
and frowns. I think she may 
even say a few bad words. 

Then, pretending to be all 
calm, she gets back in the car 
and turns on the engine. Her 
cell phone beeps as soon as 
she plugs it in. She just got a 
text message.

As I‘ve mentioned before, we 
have to pick up Ester today. 
We‘ve been waiting outside of 
her art class building for ten 
minutes, but there‘s still no 
sight of her. I‘m getting super 
bored, so I‘m pulling tiny pieces 
of threads out of my car seat. 

All of a sudden, my mom jumps 
two feet up. She hits her head 
on the roof of the car and 
screams: “What? Is it this late 
already? Where in the world 
is she that long?!” Now, be 
honest – wouldn’t you think it’s 
funny, too?
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