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Going on Holiday

Leon Thinks He Can
' 45




Going on
Holiday







Leon’s family wanted to go on
holiday, but they couldn’t decide

where.

“Let’s vote,” said Dad. “We can
each say where we want to go, and
we’ll choose the best idea.”

Mum thought that sounded fair.
“It'will be like when they choose

a prime minister,” she said.
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but he liked having a say. . — A

It made him feel grown up.
Dad went first. “Let’s go

to Jamaica,” he said.

“Then you can see
where 1 was born.

It’s beautiful.”




Leon’s grandma was always telling

him about life in the Caribbean.

“I’ve seen a thousand photos
of where you were born,”

he told his dad.

“T don’t want to

go to Jamaica.”
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“We can look at pictures of the

Pyramids in my book on mummies,”
Leon said, “and there

are beaches here.

I don’t want to

go to Egypt.”



“It’s your turn now,” said Dad.
“Where do you want to go?”
“Actually, I don’t mind,” replied
Leon, “as long as we don’t

have to get there on a plane.

I don’t want to fly.”
“Aeroplanes are
the safest way to

travel,” said Mum.




“I don’t care,”
said Leon stubbornly.
“l don’t want

to go on one.”
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His parents looked at each other
and smiled.
“I don’t mind not going to Jamaica,”

said Dad. “August isn’t the best time

of year in the Caribbean.”

“I don’t mind not going to Egypt,”
said Mum. “It can get unbearably hot

there.”

O o9 o



“I know,” said Mum excitedly.

“Let’s go on a mystery holiday.”
Leon had no idea what that meant.
“We’'ll pack up the car, take the tent,

then just drive and see where we end

up,” she explained.




“Great idea,” agreed Dad. “We
haven’t been camping in years. We’ll

drive south until we can see the seq.”
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“And then what?” Leon wanted to

know. -
“Then we park and the holiday

starts,” laughed Mum, as though it

was obvious.
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“Fantastic,” said Leon. He was
already imagining their tent sitting on
a sunny beach. Wouldn’t it be great to

step out of the tent and into the sea!
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He didn’t want to upset
his mum, but the holiday
was nothing like he’d hoped.
There was a beach, but it had stones
instead of sand. And they hadn’t been
able to pitch their tent there anyway,
because they’d had to stay in a place

called a caravan park.
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And instead
of stéepping out
of the door
and into the
sea every morning,
they stepped out of the
door and into the mud.
Leon was glad they hadn’t had to fly,
but he did wish they could have gone
somewhere that was sunny all the

time. And had proper sand.
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Back at school, Leon had to write
about his summer holiday. He decided
to write about the holiday he wished
he’d had. We went to Jamaica, he wrote,
where my dad is from. And then to Egypt,
where we saw the Pyramids.

“It sounds like you had a lovely time,”

said his teacher.
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“But 1 haven;t even had breakfast,”
said Leon. He liked surprises, but he
liked breakfast too.

Mum handed him some juice and
a banana. Then she put the radio on

and drove.
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“How will I know when

we’re nearly there?” Leon asked

after about half an hour.

“When you see planes in

the sky, we’ll be very close,”

said Mum.




“You tricked me!” cried Leon

as a big aeroplane flew overhead.

: ; “I don’t want to fly!” He had to
I shout because the plane was so loud.
“Just trust me!” yelled Mum,

parking the car.




As they walked through ﬂ.le big glass
doors of the airport, Mum smiled the

biggest smile ever.




Leon looked where she was looking
and saw Auntie Gwen coming towards
them, holding baby Jorge!

“We're staying for a week,” Auntie
Gwen told Leon as they all climbed

into the car.

Leon was so excited — he was getting

a whole week with baby Jorge!
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In his car seat Jorge
was holding on to a blue blanket.
“What's that for?” Leon asked.
“It’s Jorge’s blanky,” said Auntie
Gwen. “It makes him feel happy

and safe.”

“It must work,” said Leon. “He’s

Just got oft a plane and he isn’t

even crying.”
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Auntie Gwen smiled. “Jorge can do
anything as long as he has his blanky.”

“I could do with one of those,” Leon
told her.

“Don’t be silly,” said Mum. “You’re
much too big.”
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“Far too grown up for a blanky,’

agreed Auntie Gwen. :




Over the next few days,

Leon and his family went on lots
of outings with Jorge. At the park
Jorge fell over,

and one hug of his

blanky stopped
him crying.



At the zoo a monkey screeched right

in Jorge’s face, which was very scary.
Then Auntie Gwen gave him his blanky

and he calmed down straight away.




When it got dark, Leon would
point out of the window and whisper
to Jorge, “Look, Jorge — there’s the
moon.” And even though Leon was

with him, Jorge always clutched

his blanky a little tighter
in the darkness.







When Jorge
had to go
home, Leon

was sad all day.

He couldn’t bear

to eat lunch, and

after supper he tried to
cheer himself up by drawing
a picture of him

and Jorge

dancing on

a Spanish beach. -
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“That’s
lovely,” said
Mum. “Let’s
stick it on the
fridge for Dad

to see.”

When he went into the kitchen,

Leon saw Jorge’s blanky

lying on the counter.




“Mum!” he called. “Jorge has
forgotten his blanky. He won’t be able
to get on the plane!”

“Jorge has already been on the
plane,” Mum told him. “He’ll be back
home in Spain by now.”

Leon was
horrified. “Please
ring and check,”
he said.

Mum smiled as

she put the phone

down. “Jorge slept

all the way home,”

she said.




“He didn’t even notice

his missing blanky.
Auntie Gwen says
you can give it to

him next time

you see him.”
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At school Leon had to write about
his half-term. My baby cousin came over
Sfrom Spain, he wrote. He couldn’t do
anything without his blanky.

“Your cousin sounds very sweet,”

said his teacher.



L.eon Thinks
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An invitation had come in the post.
“Auntie Gwen’s having a big party
for baby Jorge’s second birthday, and
she wants us all to go,” Mum told Leon.
Leon was so excited, he felt like
he would burst. But then a thought

occurred to him.
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~-“Will the pgrty-be: imSqug?’éj he
asked later, already knowing the answer.
“Of course it will,” Mum told him.
“We’d have to
go on a plane,” said |
Leon. “And I don’t

want to fly.”




“Oh,” said (
Mum, thinking i\z
for a moment. ‘%g
“Well, how about

you stay here with

Dad, and I go on my
own? I'll email lots of photos. \
It'll be almost like you're there.” TN
Leon imagined Jorge’s party with
a clown and a big cake shaped like
the moon, and he felt very
. sad that he wouldn’t
be there. And a bit
jealous that his

~.._ mum would.









The next day, Leon took the
blanky with him to the dentist’s.
He kept it under his top so

the dentist wouldn’t see,

and when the dentist

started examining his

By -~ J-r
. O teeth, Leon held the
,,"‘;4: ‘}ff . ot ; .
;*‘ i ) blanky tightly and
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Before Leon

knew

it, the
ist had

hed
he hadn’t cried

dent
fin

, and
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“I will come to Spain,” Leon told .
his parents later. “I really should
take Jorge’s blanky back.”

“That’s fantastic!”

said Dad, grinning.




Leon didn’t tell them that the blanky
worked for him as well. That he
thought the blanky would help him fly.

Leon got out his rucksack to take to
Spain. He packed his new T-shirt with
the big frog on it, to wear
to the party. He chose

three of his favourite

books to read on
the plane. And on
top of everything,
he put the blanky.



On the train to the airport, Leon read

one of his books.

“Are you really OK?” asked Mum.

“Yes,” said Leon.
b
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Going down the tunnel that led
onto the plane, Leon was feeling fine
as he reached into his rucksack.

But something wasn’t right.
The blanky wasn’t there!
It must have fallen out

on the train when he’d

got his book.
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“Is everything OK?” asked Mum.
“Get a move on,” said Dad.
“T've got a lovely colouring book for

you,” said a smiling air hostess.

Leon was furious. A colouring book!
At his age!




He took a deep /
breath and looked at
his mum and dad.

“I’m six years and |
Yy i

three months old,” Leon

announced. “I'm too

old for a colouring book,

and far too old for

a blanky,” he said,

thinking of little Jorge

without his blanky.
And Leon marched

onto the plane,

smiling bravely.
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