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Together with her cat and chickens, Suzy
lives on an island. During a heavy storm,
Sealy ends up in her vegetable garden.
And he’s quite sure he wants to sleep over.
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Suzy lives on an island in a house all
crooked because of the wind. She’s
got a vegetable garden, two chickens
and one lazy cat. Sea-gulls fly around
the house and sit on the roof. Suzy
knows every single one of them.

Hey, what’s that? It’s coming closer and closer. The wind is blowing from just the
right side, so you never know what’ll wash ashore.

Suzy is always busy. She has to hang up the washing
and make soup. She has to weed the garden, feed the
chickens and pet the cat. When Suzy has time, she paints.
Like the chickens or the cat. But she prefers to paint the
sea. When the weather is calm, she takes her boat to the
mainland to sell her paintings. Everyone loves Suzy’s seas.

Oh, it’s Sealy. He visits often.
“You’ve got mail!” he splutters.
“Hold on, I’m coming!” Suzy yells. She loves to get letters in a bottle.

Suzy takes the letter out of the bottle.
“What does it say. What does it say?” Sealy asks impatiently.
“Dear reader,” Suzy reads aloud.
“It always says that,” Sealy says.
“Send me a message so I know where this bottle ended up,” Suzy continues.
“Yes, that’s what I’ll do!”
This is what she writes in a corner of the note:
Found your letter. All is well here. Kind regards from Suzy.
“And from me!” Sealy shouts.
And from Sealy, Suzy adds. Then she puts the letter back in the bottle.
“Now you can take the bottle back, Sealy,” Suzy says. “Take it as far as possible.”
She throws the bottle back in the sea. Sealy dives in after it.
“Bye Sealy!” Suzy calls.

Back inside, Suzy decides to do some
more painting. She paints the sea
and the sky. They change every day.
Sometimes they’re green and blue,
sometimes grey and lilac or the other
way around.
“I’m back!” she suddenly hears. There’s
Sealy again.
“Are you painting?” he asks.
Suzy nods.
“I want you to make a painting of me!
Shall I come up?”
“No, that’s alright,” Suzy says, “I can
see you just fine.” She starts painting
at once.

She paints a blue sky and a green sea, with Sealy right in the middle.
“Finished!” she yells after a while.
Down at the beach, she shows Sealy the painting.
“Beautiful,” he sighs. “I wish I could do that.”
“You’d have to make water-color paintings,” she smiles. “Anyway, have
fun swimming!”
Quickly, she climbs back upstairs to paint some more.

In the garden, Suzy picks up the chickens
and carries them inside. Then, between
two gusts of wind, she hears something.
“Suze! Suzy! Can I come inside too?”
Surprised, Suzy looks around. “Sealy, is
that you? Where are you?” she yells.
“Over here… in the lettuce,” he says.
“What are you doing there?” Suzy asks.
“When the weather is at war, the seals
come to shore,” Sealy mumbles. “Can I
come inside too?”
“Inside the house?”
“Yes, can I? Please?”

The next morning, Suzy wakes up early. She can hear the wind blowing,
the sea raging and the rain lashing against the windows.
“When the weather is at war, the sea-gulls come to shore,” she mumbles.
“I should bring the chickens in.”

“What’s for dinner?” Sealy asks when Suzy returns.
“Dinner? Well, today is pancake day, but I’m sure you don’t like
pancakes. You should probably get some fish…”
“Yippee, pancakes!” Sealy cheers. “I’m sure I love pancakes!”
“I don’t believe that for a second,” Suzy says, “but before I make
dinner I’m going to do some more painting.”
Sealy hops onto a comfortable-looking chair and waits patiently.

Suzy’s not sure, but says: “Come on then, because it’s you.”
Braving the storm, they slowly make their way up to the house. Once they get
inside, they’re already soaked through and through.
“I’m going to go change into something dry,” Suzy says and climbs upstairs.

He gets bored after a while. And Suzy is still painting. She’s painting dark grey
waves and raven black clouds. The wind is howling, the wood is groaning and
the roof tiles are rattling. And it’s already getting dark outside.
“How long do I have to wait for those pancakes?” Sealy yells.
“Oh, right,” Suzy mumbles. “I’ll be right there!”
“How odd, a seal that wants to eat pancakes,” Suzy says, as she’s stirring the
pancake mix in the kitchen. “Are you sure you wouldn’t rather have some fish?”
“Not today,” Sealy says pertly.

Dinner is finally ready. Sealy is pretty hungry and takes a big bite out of his pancake.
“Yuck! Ew!” Sealy says.
“That’s alright,” Suzy quickly says, “I’ll give it to the sea-gulls. And it won’t be long
before you can go back to the sea and catch as many fish as you want. Just listen,
the storm has almost passed. You can go back outside now.”
“But I don’t want to go back outside!” Sealy yells, “I want to take a bath and sleep
in the hammock.”
This startles Suzy. “That’s not very seallike!”
“Well, no, but I’m your guest!”
“And you’re also very whiny,” Suzy sighs.

Because of all the splashing around, there’s hardly any
water left in the bathtub.
“Come on out. It’s time to go to bed,” Suzy says.
“Yes, to the hammock! Can I have three pillows? That
must feel so much softer than sand,” Sealy says.
“Are you sure?” Suzy, who isn’t sure at all, asks him.
“One hundred percent!” Sealy says.
“It’s up to you then,” she says. “Sweet dreams.”

After dinner, Suzy makes Sealy a lovely hot bath. He’s waving his flippers about.
“Look at me!” he yells.
“Calm down a bit,” Suzy smiles. “You’re not in the sea!”
“Da dum dee dee! I’m not in the sea!” Sealy sings merrily.

				

He can’t seem to fall asleep. His stomach is growling and the hammock won’t
keep still. When he finally dozes off, he dreams of sandbanks and rocks.

At night, Sealy tosses and turns.

The next morning, Suzy gets up early. The storm has
caused a lot of things to wash ashore. She’s already
found some perfectly good timber. And a large piece
of rope that just has to be untangled. Hey, she
thinks, will there be another letter in a bottle?
There is! But it’s the same bottle. I should tell Sealy!
I wonder if he’s up already.

“Good morning, Sealy,” Suzy says to her guest.
“Look what I found!”
Sealy looks at the bottle, but doesn’t say a
word. He feels awful. Suzy takes him downstairs.
“Do you want a sandwich? Or maybe some
yoghurt?”
But Sealy doesn’t want anything. Outside, the
sea is glistening and the waves are gently
hugging the shore. Sealy breathes in the salty
sea air…
He suddenly knows exactly what he wants.

He wants to swim in the sea and catch fish.
He wants to float around and dive.
He wants to lie on the beach and stare at the sky.
That’s what he wants, right now.
“I want to go back to the sea, Suzy,” Sealy says. “Will you bring me out there
with your boat? I can take the bottle with me again.”

Suzy nods and winks at the cat. “I was going to go take my paintings over to the
mainland anyway.”
Suzy brings the paintings, and Sealy, to her boat and off they go. Sealy is wide
awake now. The wind presses his whiskers against his face.
Suddenly he sees a bunch of other seals. “This is far enough!” he yells excitedly.
He jumps out of the boat and hits the water with a splash!

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Suzy asks as she holds up the bottle.
“Oh, right,” Sealy says, “I was going to take it with me, wasn’t I?”
Suzy laughs and throws the bottle towards him. “See you later, Sealy!”
“See you later, Suzy!” Sealy calls.
Smiling, they wave each other goodbye.

