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Ugh groa n ed J a cqu es .   

He had been looking forward so much to summer vacation, but now 
that it was here he felt bored. His mom and dad had suggested he go 
to summer camp bu t h e d refu s ed .   

I ll be fin e, h e d s a id , n ow I ca n do a ll th e th in gs I d idn t h a ve t im e 
to do du r in g th e s ch ool yea r .

  

At first Jacques had done some of his hobbies: drawing pictures, and 
making model airplanes.  

But pretty soon, he got bored and started to miss his friends. Th ey d 
all gone away to summer camp or on vacation with their parents.   

Jacques was home alone.  

For a few days he watched TV but the soap operas during the day 
were kind of silly and the cartoons seemed all the same after a while. 
He felt even more bored after watching a couple of them.  

Th e da y b efore, h e d p la yed com pu ter ga m es a ll da y bu t wou n d u p 
with a headache and sore eyes.  

One afternoon, Jacques was feeling sleepy after lunch so he lay down 
in the living room. He glan ced over a n d n ot iced a few of h is pa ren ts 
magazines.   

Amidst the pile of usual grown-up magaizines  like Time, Business 
Week and The Economist, on e ca u gh t J a cqu es eye. It wa s Adventure 
magazine.  

He started flipping through the pages. There were pictures of people 
kayaking in northern Canada, dog sledding in Lapland and trekking 
around Lake Baikal in Siberia. Jacques turned a page and there was a 
picture of his very own dad exploring a glacier.   



  
It was a hot day and Jacques had had a big lunch so he started to feel 
pretty sleepy. Soon he dozed off. Or at least he thought he had dozed  
off. He wa s n t qu ite s u re beca u s e h e wa s in th e twiligh t zon e between 
being awake and being asleep.   

Suddenly Jacques felt cold. It was freezing even though it was a hot, 
summer day.   

Wa it a m in u te gu lp ! J a cqu es wa s s h ocked to discover that he was 
on the face of a glacier. His father was there, too, telling him how to 
climb up using his ice pick.   

Oofff! J a cqu es s t ru ggled u p th e s teep ice, t ryin g n ot to look down . I 
h ope th is ice does n t b rea k off! h e th ou gh t to h im s elf.  

Su dden ly h e s lipped . Wh oa -oh-oh-oh ! h e s crea m ed a s h e wen t 
sliding down the slippery glacier. But fortunately before he could get 
really scared the rope caught him. He felt a giant tug on his harness, 
but he stopped falling.   

J a cqu es h ea r t wa s bea t in g a m ile a m in u te a n d h e wa s s wea t in g 
heavily despite the cold.   

His dad came back down to him and helped him back up. They 
continued climbing and after about an hour had reached the top.  

What a view. Jacques had never seen anything like it. Snowcapped 
mountains all around and far away a glimmer of blue sea.  

Din g-don g

  

Som eon e wa s a t th e door . Oops a ll of a s u dden J a cqu es fou n d 
himself back home on a hot summer day. He got up and went to open 
the door. It was the mailman. He had a package to deliver. Besides the 
package, there were a bunch of letters and magazines for his parents.   

One of them caught J a cqu es  eye. It was an archeology magazine. On 
the front cover was a picture of crumbling stone ruins on top of spiky 
mountains. There was a story in the magazine about a place called 
Ma ch u Picch u . Th ey ca lled it the lost city of the Incas .  

Jacques lay back down and started to flip through the pages of this 
n ew m a ga zin e. Th is is cer ta in ly bet ter  than watching soap operas, or 
even cartoons, h e th ou gh t to h im s elf.  

The midday sun was reaching its highest point now and the heat was 
scorching. 



  
J a cqu es got a gla s s of lem on a de a n d s et t led in to h is da d s favorite 
armchair.  

Pretty soon his eyes got a glazed look and his head drooped. Again 
J a cqu es felt like h e wa s a s leep bu t h e wa s n t qu ite s u re. It s eem ed like 
h e wa s s t ill in th e livin g room s it t in g in h is da d s fa vor ite ch a ir , yet a ll 
around him were steep cliff faces.  

A cool wind blew pleasantly in Jacques face, instantly blowing the 
summer heat away and cooling him down. This place was totally cool. 
There were steep stairs and high walls, terraces stretching up into the 
sky like the bleachers of a sports stadium except that they were made 
of stone. And all around were enormous mountains, some spiky and 
some rounded. For a moment Jacques wondered whether he had died 
and gone to heaven.   

Then he wondered where all the people were. This place was totally 
deserted. It looked like some people had lived there a long time ago.  

Pres en t ly it s ta r ted ra in in g. Ooops ! J a cqu es was back home again. 
He got u p a n d ra n to th e ba th room . J u s t in t im e! h e th ou gh t to 
himself.  

Wow, th a t wa s a weird d rea m or wa s it a d rea m even J a cqu es 
wondered.   

It s eem s like every time I doze off I end up somewhere excit in g, h e 
said to himself. I won der if I ca n ch oos e m y n ext des t in a t ion ?

  

J a cqu es h a d s om e m ore lem on a de a n d s t retch ed ou t in h is da d s 
reclin in g ch a ir a ga in . Th is t im e I m goin g to go s om ewh ere m ore 
rela xin g he thought to himself. He picked up a copy of Travel & 
Leisure magazine. There was an article about vacationing in Hawaii.  

Perfect! J a cqu es s a id to h im s elf. I ll ju s t lie a rou n d on th e bea ch 
a n d get a s u n ta n .

  

He la yba ck in h is da d s ch a ir a ga in a n d closed his eyes.  

Wa a a a a u u u u u gggggh h h h h h !   

He was riding a surfboard on a 12 foot wave a t th e Pipelin e on Oa h u s 
famed north shore.   

Oh , boy I gu es s I n eed to ch oos e m y des t in a t ion s a b it m ore 
carefu lly, h e th ou gh t to h im s elf a s h e d ropped down th e face of the 
powerful wave and entered its cavernous tube. 



   
After a whole afternoon of armchair traveling, Jacques had been all 
over the world, on land, in the air, under the ground and under the 
sea. He d even been to ou ter s pa ce.  

He was completely exhilarated bu t a ls o ready for a few boring soap 
operas and a good nap.  

* * * * * 
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