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The Summer of Important Things: Excerpt

[pp. 7–12]

The Marties
When Martin came downstairs, drowsy-eyed and a little grumpy, the air was thick 
with the smell of pancakes. The other Marties were already in the kitchen. Kaspar was 
still in his pajamas; Kaarel was attentively helping him build a block tower. Karmen 
was busy at the stove. Blots of dried pancake batter on the counter and the stovetop 
showed that she’d been cooking with gusto.
	 “Where’s Mommy and Daddy?” Martin asked, rubbing sleep from his eyes.
	 “Still asleep, I suppose,” Karmen answered. “I took Kaspar out of his crib myself 
when he woke up. I wanted to surprise Mommy and Daddy by letting them sleep in 
today,” she added excitedly, lifting fresh pancakes onto the tray with a spatula.
	 Martin pulled his train plate out of the drawer and climbed onto the highchair 
at the dinner table. “Can I start eating already? I want milk, too!”
	 It was the very first day of summer vacation. Karmen and Kaarel had received 
their final report cards from school just yesterday and couldn’t wait for summer 
adventures. Martin waved goodbye to his friends as he left preschool, knowing a 
break much longer than any old weekend was ahead. Kaspar was still a tot and just 
learning to take his first steps. They were the Marties. Mommy called them that 
because Daddy’s name was Mart. The kids and their parents lived on a quiet street on 
the very edge of the little town of Viljandi. Their house was white and had a spacious 
backyard that was always full of activity. On frosty winter days, it was peppered with 
snow forts dug into big snow drifts and in summer, the kids ran around barefoot 
playing endless water games. That was just the kind of nice, hot summer the kids 
were hoping for. 
	 Karmen and Kaarel loved to cook up surprises for the rest of the family. On 
school days, Mommy always got up before the kids, made them porridge, woke them 

up, and sent them off to school. 
She couldn’t sleep in much longer 
on weekends because Kaspar was 
an early riser. Daddy usually stayed 
up late doing things with Kaarel, 
so Mommy was typically the first 
one out of bed. For days, the kids 
had been hatching a plan to let 
their parents sleep in on the first 
morning of summer vacation and 
agreed that Karmen herself would 
make breakfast pancakes. She’d 
helped Mommy make them many 
times before but had never tried 
it all on her own. The kids made 
sure that on Saturday morning, the 
fridge would be stocked with eggs 
and milk and that there was enough 

flour in the cupboard. Late the night 
before, Karmen also secretly took a jar of strawberry jam from the freezer and hid 
it under the shoe rack in the front entryway to thaw. She’d already memorized the 
recipe word-for-word, too. While reading in their beds before going to sleep, the kids 
agreed that Kaarel would play with little Kaspar while the pancakes were being made. 
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That morning, the whole plan ran like clockwork! Karmen had already filled a bowl 
with a nice, steaming heap of pancakes. But Martin hadn’t crossed their minds. He 
wasn’t a baby anymore, of course, but was still too little to understand much about 
putting together plans and surprises. Picking out the wrong cup or a single drop of 
milk spilling onto his shirt was enough to put their little brother in a dangerously 
cranky mood. Karmen suddenly saw Martin as a huge risk that could easily upend 
their carefully guarded secret. The only option was to immediately serve him four 
warm pancakes and fill his glass half-full of milk. 
	 “Gimme more,” Martin demanded. “I want lots of pancakes.”
	 He shoved his plate towards Karmen so hard that one pancake slipped off and 
fell onto the floor. It plopped right next to the heap of blocks, from where Kaspar 
quickly snatched it. Though he was just a tot, he already knew the taste of pancakes. 
After stuffing it into his mouth, he stretched his arms towards Kaarel and demanded 
to be lifted into his baby seat.
	 “Well, guess I’ll come eat then, too,” Kaarel said, placing Kaspar in his chair and 
snapping the safety belt shut. “We have any chocolate spread? I’m starved.”
	 “Oh, fine,” Karmen sighed. “I didn’t want to put it on the table so soon because 
otherwise Martin won’t eat his pancakes with anything else. But priority number one 
is the little ones staying nice and calm and not waking up Mommy and Daddy.” She set 
the jar of chocolate spread next to the jam and went back to work at the stove.
	 Karmen’s little brothers kept noisily demanding more and more pancakes, 
which she shovelled onto their plates to keep them quiet. What was once a heaping 
stack had shrunk down to nearly nothing. Only a couple small pancakes’ worth of 
batter was left at the bottom of the bowl.
	 “These are going to be for me,” Karmen told her brothers firmly. “I haven’t had 
a single one yet.”
	 “Fine by me; I’m full,” Kaarel agreed without objecting.
	 “Me, too. There’s no room for milk anymore, either,” Martin chimed in, pushing 
away his plate with a half-finished pancake and climbing down off the chair.  
	 It appeared Kaspar also couldn’t take another bite: he’d started playing with 
the food and his chair was now surrounded by a sea of tiny pancake pieces. Karmen 
sat down with her own plate and enjoyed the pancakes she’d worked so hard at 
making.
	 “Daddy, my hands are greasy! I need to wash them,” she heard Martin say. 
Moments later, Mommy and Daddy walked into the kitchen. 
	 “What’s going on in here?” Mom gasped. Kaspar raised his arms towards her, 
and she lifted him up onto her hip. 
	 “Surprise! Kaarel played with Kaspar while I made you two pancakes. They 
all ran out, though, because Martin wanted to eat right away. I was afraid he’d start 
whining and wake you up, so I let him and ended up giving him too many. And Kaarel 
was already hungry, too, and then Kaspar picked a few apart and dropped them all 
over the floor. But I can fry you up some eggs now if you’d like,” Karmen chattered.
	 “This is definitely a most wonderful surprise,” Mom said with a smile, warmly 
gazing at the drops of batter all around the stove, the puddles of milk and jam on the 
table, and the pancake crumbs on the floor. “Thank you, my darling Marties!”
	 “Yes, thank you, kids,” Dad added as he returned from helping Martin wash his 
hands. “I was able to get nice and rested up this morning and am ready to take my 
place as sous chef.” Dad tousled Kaarel’s hair as he walked past and swooped Karmen 
up onto his back. “Hey, Head Chef – let’s see about this whole fried-egg business 
now… my tummy’s rumbling.”
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[pp. 20–25]

Little Brothers
Karmen is an expert on little brothers. At least that’s what she likes to think. She’s 
watched three tiny babies grow up to be little boys. Things probably wouldn’t have 
been much different if they were girls, but because she lacks any experience with 
those, she’s not about to call herself an expert on sisters, too.
	 Karmen actually has no memory of when Kaarel was a baby. On the contrary: 
she feels like they’ve always been growing up together. She even gets a little irritated 
whenever anyone asks if the two are twins. True, there isn’t much of an age gap, they 
were in the same preschool group, he’s grown to be almost just as tall as her over the 
last year, and they even wear the exact same shoe size, but… twins!? If I were to have 
a twin, then I’d rather it were a girl, Karmen thinks to herself. A sister would be much 
more fun, and they certainly wouldn’t argue so much. Karmen remembered all too 
well a time when Kaarel was still learning his very first words and already itching to 
squabble. While they were playing zoo with a bunch of little wooden animals, Kaarel 
picked up the zebra and said, “Horsie.”
	 “Zebra,” Karmen corrected.
	 “Horsie,” teeny Kaarel insisted.
	 “No, that’s a zebra,” Karmen said.
	 “Yeah, deer!” her brother yelled and knocked the whole thing down.
	 The episode comes to mind every time she and Kaarel start to bicker. That’s no 
way to play! But otherwise, Karmen is as proud as can be to have Kaarel for a brother. 
It’s been ages since he last picked on her and considering the other boys his age who 
go to their school, she actually can’t think of another who’s as polite and clever as he 
is.
	 Karmen is absolutely wild about their little brother Martin. 
She was in her last year of preschool when he was born, so she 
remembers his baby years well. Martin has always been on board 
with the games she wants to play and has a hilarious sense of 
humour to boot. He started joking around with her as soon as he 
could talk, which didn’t take very long. Their conversations always 
get so silly that Karmen can barely keep from laughing.
	 “Can pigs squat?” Martin asked her once.
	 “No, I don’t think so.”
	 “But can pigs walk inside and outside.”
	 “Yes, they can.”
	 “And can they jump?”
	 “Um… I don’t really know.”
	 “Can pigs blow up balloons?”
	 “No.”
	 “But can they catch balloons?”
	 “No, they can’t.”
	 “Well, then tell me what pigs can do! Huh? Tell me!”
	 How on earth can you stay serious when someone asks you 
questions like those?!
	 Kaspar is even tinier, and it’ll be a while before he can joke 
around: he’ll be turning one soon. Karmen already has a lot of little tricks up her 
sleeve for handling little boys. She can deftly distract them when their mom needs to 
take care of something quickly. She uses her wits to get her baby brother to eat. She 
can even coax Kaspar into napping in his stroller even when the boy refuses to get in 
at all and would rather practice walking. Karmen is a true expert on little brothers. 
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Even so, the baby of the family has been getting into some kind of mischief or another 
every day recently. Life with a one-year-old can definitely be funny, but it often turns 
annoying when you’re constantly finding a dustpan in the bread drawer or the mini 
blender on the bottom shelf of the fridge. Daddy said once that if anything ever 
mysteriously disappears, you should get down on your hands and knees to Kaspar’s 
level because that’s where he sticks whatever his little paws can get a hold of. It’s 
no wonder, then, that sometimes all the Marties can be found crawling around their 
house. Something important must be hidden somewhere! Those little fingers can 
pull off an unbelievable number of antics. Once, Mommy discovered three slices of 
sausage in the laundry machine. She avoided washing them that time but warned 
everyone just in case that whereas some families use flower-scented detergent, 

she couldn’t rule out the possibility that the 
Marties might be dressing in sausage-scented 
clothing one day.
	 Karmen knows all too well that such 
behaviour is totally normal for little boys. 
Mommy explained once that babies’ brains 
are constantly searching for excitement 
and new experiences. They soak up new 
knowledge and skills all day long. Essentially, 
babies have a new brain every night. How 
fascinating is that!? Karmen also knows that 
when her little brother is especially crabby 
some days and doesn’t want to be anywhere 
but in Mommy’s arms, it’s because his brain 
is overloaded and, on those occasions, she 
should be extra patient and give him lots of 
hugs. 
	 Karmen could hug Kaspar all day every day, 
of course, because he’s just so incredibly cute! 

On top of being an expert thing-snatcher, he’s 
currently in a phase where every time you ask him a question, he stares back with his 
big, sincere eyes and answers “yah” in his precious baby voice. That’s really the only 
word he knows right now, of course, but he’s got “yah” down pat and that’s why his 
sister and brothers like coming up with all kinds of funny questions to ask.
	 “Do you love steamy cubes of fried lard?” Karmen asks Kaspar.
	 “Yah.”
	 “Are you a cinnamon bun?” Martin asks his little brother.
	 “Yah.”
	 “Do you promise you’ll never, ever grow taller than me?” Kaarel chimes in.
	 “Yah.”
	 Even Mommy likes to join in on the fun sometimes. “Hey, Kaspar. You did milk 
the cows this morning, didn’t you?” she asks the tiny tot with a serious look.
	 “Yah,” the boy replies to every question, staring back expectantly. He already 
knows that a gush of hugs and kisses usually comes after every flood of questions like 
that. It’s something his brain has learned! And he’s absolutely right: seconds later, his 
parents and siblings always rush over and try to squeeze their kisses in somewhere, 
be it the tip of his nose, his belly button, or his little toe. Kaspar wriggles his arms and 
legs and giggles like crazy. Those little brothers sure are cute!
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[pp. 34–39]

Future Plans
“Mommy, did you know that Gramma wanted to be an explorer but now she’s a 
pensioner instead?” Martin exclaimed as he sprinted through the flowerbeds towards 
her.
	 “She didn’t become a pensioner right away, you know. Gramma spent most of 
her life as a teacher and worked a little in a laboratory, too. Didn’t she tell you that?” 
Mommy asks with a smile.
	 “I dunno. I’m way faster than them and got here in no time,” Martin panted. He 
pumped his fist in the air victoriously and ran off towards the sandbox.
	 The rest of the group ambled into view. Gramma and Gramps had gone for a 
hike in the woods and invited the kids along. The weather was nice and the kids never 
said no to a hike. Kaspar napped in his stroller while the rest of them got some good 
exercise. Mommy was glad to have a couple hours to herself, which she spent working 
in the garden. When they got back to the yard, Gramps went straight to watering the 
cucumbers with the big green watering can with Martin followed at his heels with a 
little toy one. Karmen called Gramma over to see their tomatoes and radishes.
	 “Karmen,” Mom called out, “do you remember when you were little and knew 
every plant in the garden by name? You always gave our guests garden tours, too.”
	 “I sure do!” Karmen replied, grinning. “I wanted to be a gardener when I grew 
up. But now, I can’t even remember what that bush is called,” she said, pointing to an 
elder. “Whenever we planted something, I dropped an earthworm into the hole and 
thought that every worm becomes a gardener. Didn’t I?”
	 “You certainly did,” Mommy reminisced. “And you were convinced that after 
you graduated from secondary school, you and I would enrol in gardening school 
together.”
	 “Hm, I don’t remember that,” Karmen admitted. “But learning a profession 
with you would be pretty cool, for sure.”
	 “I agree, that would be pretty nice,” Mommy said thoughtfully, forgetting her 
weeding entirely. “But all your gusto for becoming a gardener has blown over by now, 
hasn’t it? Didn’t you want to be a zookeeper instead?”
	 Mommy wasn’t far off from the truth. Karmen was bananas about animals. 
Once, she and Gramps discovered a nest of tiny mice beneath the compost heap. 
The girl carried them to the woodshed to protect them from stray cats, made them 
a cozy little nook, and brought them food every day. Another time, she and Daddy 
found two baby hedgehogs when their shed was being built and also got them safely 
away from the construction site. She wasn’t allowed to keep them, though. The mice 
and hedgehogs all got stronger, grew up, and moved out of the yard. And every year, 
Karmen made it her mission to help frogs cross the road to the pond to lay their 
eggs. Just last week, they visited Auntie Tiina to see her bunnies. Auntie Tiina used 
to raise sheep and goats but now only had rabbits, though there were lots and lots 
of them. The kids were able to pet the animals, hold them, and feed them. Karmen 
would’ve loved to spend more time with the furballs and even take one home. Her 
greatest wish was to have her own precious pet, or even better, a whole roomful of 
them! But Mommy and Daddy always replied that a pet is a big responsibility – it’s a 
little like taking care of a kid and it was still too early to get one, at least for the time 
being. Each and every morning, Karmen pored through animal ads in the newspaper’s 
classifieds section, hoping to find some extraordinary creature that her parents might 
agree to. Yet, time and again she only found notices about cats, lost dogs, and egg-
laying hens.
	 “I don’t think I want to be a zookeeper when I grow up,” Karmen slowly said 
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after taking a moment to think. “I’d rather have my own farm with sheep, goats, 
chickens, and bunnies. What did you want to be when you got older, by the way?”
	 “You know, if I’m to be completely honest …” Mommy began somewhat 
mysteriously, “…I wanted to be a mother. I played with dolls and imagined having lots 
of kids. So, my dream has come true. But in truth, we have our whole lives to think 
and rethink what jobs we want to do. Maybe I’ll become a bus driver someday when 
Kaspar grows up and I have to go back to work,” she said, laughing. “Or maybe I’ll 
come tend livestock at your farm.” 
	 “I was just thinking…” Karmen interrupted. You could see the wheels turning in 
her brain. “I actually really like to draw and paint and, you know, do crafts. So I’d like 
to be an artist who lives on a farm and has a lot of animals and her own art studio.”
	 “Karme-e-e-e-e-en, come over here and let’s have a long-jump competition,” 
Kaarel called out shrilly from the other end of the yard. 
	 “I’m going to think a little longer about that whole ‘who I want to be’ thing,” 
Karmen said matter-of-factly and ran to join her brother.

The kids were never bored in their yard: sports competitions, gardening, and sandbox 
games all went on simultaneously. Three generations of the family were constantly up 
to something. Mom finished her gardening rounds for the day, gathered her pails, and 
put her gloves and tools away in the shed. She then took out her phone, made a few 
calls with a sly look on her face, and contentedly watched everyone at their activities. 
Just as she was about to lie down on a lounge chair, a green ball rolled right in front 
of her feet. “Kick it here!” “No, Mommy, kick it to me!” The kids were all trying to 
shout over one another. Mom picked up the ball and threw it as best as she could – it 
soared and landed right in front of the neighbour-lady’s gate. The boys sprinted after 
it, footsteps thudding on the ground. Karmen, her cheeks flushed, trotted over to 
Mommy instead and plopped down on the lounge chair.
	 “I think I like sports a little too much, too,” she panted breathlessly.
	 “Too much? What do you mean?” Mom asked.
	 “Well,” Karmen said, still winded. “I can’t leave it out of my ‘who I want to be” 
plans.”
	 “Oh, that topic again. So, what ideas did you come up with?”
	 Now breathing normally, she rattled off her plans.
	 “Imagine this… When I’m all grown up, I’ll be an 
artist who lives on her own farm. I’ll have a studio and 
a little shop where I sell my art. And I’ll also have lots of 
animals and anyone can come and see them. But…” She 
took a deep breath and gave her mom a devious look. 
“But before that, um, when I’m young… I’ll be an amazing 
athlete and will win lots of medals.”
	 “Now, that’s a very well-thought-out plan you 
have,” Mommy said, trying to squeeze in next to her 
daughter on the chair. “And I hope all your dreams come 
true. Even if they change in the meantime. And I hope 
all the dreams you don’t even know to dream yet come 
true.” She paused for a moment. “But you know, I gave 
Dad a call just a few minutes ago.”
	 “When’s he coming home, anyway? He should 
already be done with work.”
	 “Soon. I called him to discuss an important matter. He went to your uncle’s 
place to pick up a crate. That’s why it’s taking him a little longer than usual.”
	 “What crate? Why?”
	 “I also gave Auntie Tiina a call. If you’d like, then tomorrow, we can go pick out 
a smaller bunny rabbit to keep at hope for a while. But we’re going to need to take it 
back when we go away on vacation.”



For more information or copyrights, please 
contact: ulla.saar@elk.ee

8

Li
in

a 
Ro

ht
. T

he
 S

um
m

er
 o

f I
m

po
rt

an
t T

hi
ng

s.
 Tr

an
sla

te
d 

by
 A

da
m

 C
ul

le
n

	 “Mommy, is this for-real for real!?” Karmen gasped, unable to believe the 
news. “We can have a bunny?”
	 “Yes, but only if we return it later. You can give this livestock-raising thing a 
little try. If you really do plan to have your own farm someday, then you should start 
practicing now. What do you think?”
	 “Yes-s-s-s, absolutely!” the girl said, still amazed. “Mommy, I’ll definitely let you 
come tend the livestock at my farm if you want,” she added, giving her mom a grateful 
grin before running off to share the news with her brothers. 

[pp. 47–58]

Bedtime
“Uh, Martin, are you still drawing?” Mommy asked in surprise when she walked into 
the kitchen.
	 “Yes,” the tot answered, wide-eyed. “I wanted to draw so bad that my sleepy 
thoughts went away.”
	 Mom sighed and scrolled through the mental list of all the things she still 
needed to do.  It had been an exhausting day. Dad took Karmen and Kaarel to go 
camping overnight in the woods. The sun was blazing all day long, which made the 
house so warm that the boys’ naps were both failures. Now, she’d finally tucked a 
tuckered-out Kaspar into his crib for the night and hoped to come downstairs to find 
Martin looking at picture books on the couch in his dinosaur pyjamas, just as they’d 
agreed.
	 “Look, I drew a picture of our family: here’s you and these are us,” Martin said 
proudly, holding up the last drawing he’d made of four kids standing in a row and 
Mom at the very end. Mommy picked him up and studied the picture. “But where’s 
Daddy?”
	 “I messed up a little with Daddy, so I made him into a sleeping bag instead,” 
Martin explained.
	 “Well, it’s a very nice sleeping bag, just like our blue one,” Mom said, chuckling 
and carrying him into the bathroom to brush his teeth.
	 Martin grabbed a book as soon as he crawled into bed. “Read me three stories 
tonight,” he demanded.
	 “Let’s see how far we get,” Mommy replied, trying to wiggle out of it. “I’ve still 
got things to do in the kitchen.”
	 Mommy started reading but Martin just couldn’t seem to get comfortable and 
kept wriggling under the covers. He sat up in bed the moment she finished the first 
story. “Mommy, I’m done and I can go play now.”
	 “What do you mean, “play”? It’s bedtime, Martin. Everyone has to go to sleep 
for the night right now,” Mom said, turning serious.
	 “I’m hungry.”
	 “Okay, should I bring you a drink?”
	 “Yeah. Coffee, please!”
	 Mommy sputtered out laughing. Not even the most exhausted mommy can 
keep a straight face to an answer like that. 
	 “Hey there, silly. How about right now, you stay here looking at the book while 
I go and finish up a few things.”
	 “How about instead, we play “Eeny, meeny, miny, moe” and whoever is “it” 
goes downstairs to finish up,” Martin proposed.
	 Now, there was a big grin on Mommy’s face, too. “Oh, you! When did you get 
so smart? Well, okay.” She sighed, realizing that bedtime was going to take a little 
longer that night. “I’ll go downstairs, turn off the lights, brush my teeth, and then 
come right back up here to you, okay?”
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	 “That’s fine.”
	 She gave Martin a kiss and slipped out of the room. By the time she got back, 
he was looking rather sleepy.
	 “Stay here and sleep next to me tonight,” he whispered.
	 “I can’t. My back gets stiff in your bed – I’ll turn into a pretzel.”
	 Martin sat up suddenly and moaned, “I don’t want you to turn into a pretzel!”
	 “Oh, no, don’t worry…” Mommy reassured him, pulling him back down to 
snuggle. “I won’t turn into a pretzel for real. I just mean my back will ache very badly 
if I sleep here. My spine gets twisted and stiff like a pretzel. But I can lie here with you 
for a little while. Now, close your eyes.”
	 Mommy felt Martin’s breathing deepen, but he still tossed and turned.
	 “Read me the kitty story,” he whispered suddenly. The kitty book had been 
Martin’s recent favourite. He asked to be read it several times a day and would have 
loved to hear it ten times straight.
	 “I’m too tired,” Mom whispered back. “My eyelids are already heavy.”
	 “I don’t want to be alone,” Martin said softly, wrapping his arms tight around 
Mom’s. “I want to be with you. So, so much! Please stay and sleep here with me and 
we’ll wake up in the morning together.”
	 Mommy didn’t answer. She looked at her tiny tot with his pyjamas that were 
one size too big and his baby blanket that was a little too small, and she felt more love 
for that boy than words could ever express. Her love was so great that it couldn’t even 
fit in her heart. Martin rested one hand under his cheek and wrapped his other arm 
around Mommy’s neck. His eyes were already closed but his lips still had the energy to 
whisper, “Mommy, fall asleep now, please.”
	 When he opened his eyes again, the sun had already been shining through the 
curtain for hours. He heard his little brother’s beckoning babbling coming from the 
other room. But… but Mom was still right next to him!
	 “You can wake up now,” he said, shaking her gently. “Kasper’s up, too, and he’s 
calling you.”
	 Mommy opened her eyes and a very sleepy smile appeared on her lips. Then, 
she flung the blanket aside and was just about to rush off to get Kaspar before Martin 
stopped her.
	 “Mommy, wait!” he called out with a clever grin. “Make sure you haven’t 
turned into a pretzel first.”



For more information or copyrights, please 
contact: ulla.saar@elk.ee

10

Li
in

a 
Ro

ht
. T

he
 S

um
m

er
 o

f I
m

po
rt

an
t T

hi
ng

s.
 Tr

an
sla

te
d 

by
 A

da
m

 C
ul

le
n

The Bag of Important Things
“Mommy, I need this,” Martin said, frowning and grabbing the worn sticker she was 
just about to throw away.
	 “Fine. Here, take it,” Mommy said, surprised. “What do you plan on doing with 
that? It won’t stick anymore.”
	 “It’s my important thing. I’m going to put it in my bag of important things,” 
Martin answered proudly.
	 Oh, right – Martin had a bag of important things! Lots of other things were 
important to him, too: broken balloons, several fistfuls of pebbles, an old toothbrush, 
a few sticks, dried-up markers, toilet paper tubes, and naturally an endless collection 
of folded-up drawings. Other items, too, no doubt. He’d already filled two whole 
drawers and half of a third with them. Now, the boy had started collecting important 
things in a grey tote bag that his mom usually used for shopping. Martin thought his 
“bag of important things” was a stellar idea, of course. That way, he was always able 
to carry them around and add anything important if needed. The bag dragged behind 
the boy everywhere he went. 
	 The day was rainy and the kids were spending the time drawing and playing 
board games indoors. Between finishing one picture and getting in the mood to begin 
another masterpiece, Martin wandered the house searching for new treasures to add 
to his bag. He knew all too well that some things weren’t allowed. Some things are 
real things that other members of the family need. 
	 “I’d like to have a real thing of my own,” the boy thought. He spotted an 
old clock on a shelf. It was tiny and blue and had the word “Luch” against a silver 
background. It was just big enough to fit into Martin’s palm. He knew it used to 
belong to his great-grandpa. Dad had liked it and brought it home one day with 
Great-Grandpa’s permission. Still, Martin had never seen anyone pick it up, use it, or 
even just look at it. The clock just sat on the edge of the shelf next to some books. “I 
guess that means no one needs it,” he thought. The blue clock would suit his bag of 
important things perfectly, though! Martin could reach it easily. A grin spread across 
his face when he saw it even had a switch on the back and a little knob on the side. He 
flipped the switch on and off a few times and spun the knob intently to make sure the 
clock was a match for his bag of important things. “Wow,” he murmured as he stuck 
the discovery into this bag. “This’ll do just fine. It must be a very special clock.”
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	 The clock was so important to Martin that he didn’t collect anything else for 
the rest of the day. Well, almost nothing – he did add a pencil that was too stubby for 
drawing and a few cereal puffs. The day was a success overall and just to be safe, he 
even brought the bag of important thing into his bedroom and placed it safely next to 
his bed so it could be the first thing he grabbed the next morning.

Martin slept fitfully. Not all dreams are good dreams, and some can even make you 
sob. That was the case that night, and Mom came into Martin’s bedroom to comfort 
him. Falling back asleep was always much nicer with Mommy by his side. She was 
so sleepy that she dozed off in seconds there, too. It was still dark out and only the 
streetlights were glowing through the curtains when suddenly, Martin was woken up 
by a strange beeping noise: beep-beep-beep, beep-beep-beep. 
	 “What’s that?” Mommy whispered, still half-asleep. She sat up in bed and tried 
to pinpoint the source of the sound as quickly as she could before Martin woke up. 
Mom couldn’t recall ever hearing that sound before. It wasn’t the smoke alarm, there 
were no beeping toys in Martin’s room, and it couldn’t be coming from outside. She 
got up and crept around the room. Now, Martin opened his eyes, too. 
	 “Shh, try to go back to sleep. I’ll see what that sound is,” Mommy reassured 
him. But Martin was already on his feet tucking his bag of important things under his 
arm and following her around the room. 
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	 “Unbelievable,” Mom murmured. “I can’t figure out where this beeping is 
coming from.” Her footsteps were already more deliberate and there was no longer 
drowsiness in her eyes, but determination. Martin felt very important. He and 
Mommy were on a super-urgent secret mission to locate the beeper and disable it. 
	 Mommy suddenly stopped and sighed.
	 “Guess I’m going to have to wake Daddy up and ask him for help. Stay here. 
We’ll try not to disturb anyone else.” Martin nodded enthusiastically but pattered 
after Mommy regardless, the bag clutched under his arm. Luckily, the beeping didn’t 
seem too loud, and Mom hoped the other kids, asleep behind closed doors, wouldn’t 
be woken. She disappeared into the bedroom where Daddy and Kaspar were sleeping. 
Martin waited by the door, eyes wide with curiosity. Moments later, his parents 
emerged. Mommy was explaining what was going on in a whisper: “I can’t tell where 
the sound is coming from. It’s like it’s everywhere, following us around.”
	 Dad started searching. Martin was thrilled by the quest and even wondered 
if it all might just be another dream, but no – it was happening for real! And in the 
middle of the night! He still had a firm grip on the bag. Daddy checked all the possible 
places that Mommy already had, making sure the beeping wasn’t coming from a 
smoke detector or a toy. He looked around the living room and the entryway and 
even stuck his head outside to make sure the sound was coming from somewhere 
inside their home. And everywhere Mommy and Daddy went, Martin followed. A 
look of hopelessness was already settling on Mommy’s face when Daddy stopped and 
realized something. “The sound is everywhere because it’s right here with us!” he 
announced. Dad grabbed the bag of important thing from Martin, jammed his hand 
inside, and pulled out the blue clock, which was the source of that night’s mystery. 
Daddy flipped the switch on the back and the beeping stopped instantaneously. 
	 “What on earth is that?” Mom asked, astonished.
	 “Grandpa’s clock, as you can see,” Daddy said with a grin.
	 “It’s my important thing,” Martin specified. He stared proudly at the clock and 
added, “Really, really important. I found it myself and took it off the shelf.”
	 “Okay, I can see that, but why was it beeping nonstop?” Mom asked, still 
confused and impatient to finally climb back into bed.
	 “Because it’s an alarm clock. And it seems our little treasure hunter has been 
fiddling with it,” Daddy chuckled, trying to turn the whole late-night escapade into a 
joke.
	 “Ah-ha… we’re going to need to take a look through those drawers and bags 
of important things of yours, Martin,” she said with a sigh. The determination in her 
eyes was replaced with sleepiness again. “But we’ll do that tomorrow. It’s three in the 
morning right now.”
	 Their secret mission was a success. The mysterious beeping had been tracked 
down and fortunately, none of the other kids were woken up during the caper. All 
three went back to their beds. Martin set his bag of important things back down 
next to his mattress, the precious blue clock still inside. Mom slipped back into his 
room for a moment and crouched down next to the bed. “Let’s try to get some sleep 
now, hm?” she whispered, tucking him in up to his ears. “Oh, you and your bag of 
important things…”
	 Martin closed his eyes, still feeling wide awake.
	 “It is important – it’s an alarm clock! I knew that it was special!” he whispered.




