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Chapter I 
 
Pillow over my head 
 
The door of the living room closes with a bang behind me. I run up the stairs skipping a 
step here and there. Don’t fall, I think to myself, or maybe I should. Break my leg and 
then I’d be the one who can sit on the sofa and ask everyone to bring me cups of tea. My 
own thoughts scare me. If mum found out. But mum doesn’t know, she doesn’t know 
anything about me. 
She is only concerned about herself.  
I open the door of my bedroom, dive onto my bed and pull a pillow over my head.  
It is dark under my pillow. Sometimes I am afraid of the dark. But not now. For the 
moment I don’t want to see anything or anybody. I stick my nose through a narrow 
opening. Now I can still breathe.  
For the time being I am not going downstairs. Nina will have to take care of little 
Jonathan, I don’t care. 
I wonder how long I can stay here before they start missing me. I’m sure it will take a 
long time. Maybe only when mum and dad return from the doctor and everybody is 
sitting at the dinner table. Maybe only then somebody will say: ‘Hey, where is Amelie?’ 
I guess it will be mum asking. That’s what she is still able to do, keeping an eye on 
everybody. 
I will stay in my bed until somebody starts looking for me. Or maybe I will slip out of my 
room to tell Mr Looier how stupid everybody is. How absolutely stupid! I am sure he 
will understand me. Mr Looier is my neighbour from across the street, he is very friendly 
and already very old. He is so old, I think he could die any moment.  
Or I will hide myself in the bike shed in the garden, as long as I need to for everyone to 
start looking for me. Until I am absolutely sure everyone will be very happy that I am 
back again! 
That would be great, if everybody would be happy again. Really happy. 
I pull the pillow tighter over my head. It’s not bad to be in the dark. I breathe through 
my nose, in and out. In and out. 
I close my eyes for a moment and imagine we are all five of us sitting at the table and 
can’t stop laughing. The laughter is filling the whole kitchen, the walls start shaking, and 
the neighbours, no, not just the neighbours, the whole neighbourhood, or maybe the city 
or the rest of the country come to our house to have a look. In front of our door and 
windows people are standing and trying to peek inside, just to see us. To see a family 
who cannot stop laughing.  
‘Jonathan, where are you?!’ 
I open my eyes. You see, it’s not easy to take care of such a little boy. All the time he 
walks away and he never does what you tell him. 
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Chapter 2 
 
Mum’s coats 
 
 
‘Jonathan?’ 
Nina’s voice is a bit louder now. Jonathan isn’t answering, well, I don’t hear anything. I 
pull the pillow over my head, to dream on about laughing people. But the feathers in my 
pillow just can’t stop Nina’s voice. ‘Jonathan!’ 
Is he gone? 
I lift the pillow from my head and listen. 
It is silent. 
I can hear the back door now, it’s Nina, her footsteps always sound fast and firm on the 
tiles of the garden path. 
‘Jonathan!’, she yells again. 
She sounds as if she is panicking. Is he really gone? Can it be possible? I only just saw 
him in the hall. I slip quietly out of my bed and look in all the bedrooms upstairs. I can 
still hear Nina calling.  
I don’t feel like telling her I am looking for Jonathan too. I just let her be worried for a 
while. She was being so stupid! She was complaining all the time I wasn’t doing it right. 
He was not going to do what I wanted if I continued to boss him around by telling him 
to move out of the way or tidy away his toys.  
I go quietly downstairs and walk into the hall. I look in the kitchen and even in the toilet. 
I can’t find him. Suddenly I have an idea. Since mum’s illness, he likes to hide in her 
study. In the cupboard. Her coats are hanging there. He takes a coat from the hanger, 
covers himself with it like a blanket, puts his thumb in his mouth and sits down there. 
Nina doesn’t know. She is always at school or with friends and so she isn’t at home as 
much as I am. 
I tiptoe down the hall and silently open the door to mum’s study. It’s a nice room. A 
room with a large desk and tall windows with a beautiful view. Sometimes when I can’t 
sleep, I go downstairs and mum is still working, she lets me sit on her lap for a moment 
and we look at the stars together. 
Nowadays mum hardly sits there anymore. Very often she’s too tired to work. I sneak to 
the cupboard door and open it. Yes, there is Jonathan. Under mum’s big red winter coat. 
With his thumb in his mouth. His eyes are closed. He is asleep.  
‘Amelie!!!’ 
Now Nina is really panicking. I quickly walk back to the hall, open the door to the 
garden and run outside. For a moment I forget I am angry. I call that I have found him. 
Nina comes running into the garden with a flushed face.  
‘Where? Where is he?’ 
I put my finger on my lips: ‘ Shh …’ 
I take her by the hand and pull her towards mum’s study. Nina wants to stop me, we are 
not allowed to just enter mum’s study, we always have to ask first. But I gently pull her 
with me. 
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We walk on tiptoes across the wooden floor. I point at the cupboard. Nina opens the 
door, and sighs when she sees Jonathan. She looks at me, relieved. I smile at her, not 
knowing what to say. I am not sure if she is still angry. 
Nina sits down on the ground, next to Jonathan. She sighs again. I sit down, next to her. 
Like this we sit in mum’s study, in the cupboard. I look at the holiday photograph mum 
has on her desk. We are just coming out of the sea. We all have wet hair, water is still 
dripping from our hair. It’s a bit like we are glistening.  
And mum smiles. 
I smile, Nina smiles, Jonathan and dad too. 
Then, there was nothing wrong. Nothing at all.  
But maybe, I suddenly think, mum was already ill then.  
I hear the car door slam. Mum and dad. They are finally back from their visit to the 
doctor. 
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Draw your own MS-dragon! 
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A mother with MS is like a mother with 
traffic lights in her body, Amelie’s little 
brother Jonathan thinks. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

A drawing from the 
book explaining how 
MS really works. 


