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Heidi (enhanced ebook) \IJ
2
Summary Book Details

High in the Swiss Alps, Heidi, a five-year-old orphan, comes to live with her
grandfather. His neighbors say he is a fierce old hermit, of whom they are all
afraid. Heidi, however, proves to be a remarkable, unaffected child, who Publisher: Naxos Audio
quickly charms her grandfather. In fact, for Heidi, nothing could be better than Books
living with him. She enjoys a genuine enthusiasm for life: for the goats, which
she helps Peter to tend; for the spring flowers on the Alm; for the thick slices
of bread and cheese that her grandfather prepares for her; and for the simple
hay bed that she occupies in the loft of his hut. However, her Aunt Dete
doesn't understand, and it is a sad day when she takes Heidi to live ina

3 Read online strange city with a strange family who want a companion for their young

\) n Add to favorites

Author: Johanna Spyri

invalid daughter named Klara. Heidi does her best to be a friend to Klara, but
her longing for home becomes too much to bear.
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TUMBLEREADER s Elle h°‘:§, something planned for you for later

DAY 7

“Are you sure you don’ twantsome?” my father asked.
“I” m not that huhgry " 1said.
“it' s pretty good.” Oliver said. *It’ s homestyle chunky.
meaty stew. It' s new and improved.”

There certainly were chunks, but | wasn' t sure if anything else
was true. From the second my father had opened the can and
the contents made a sucking sound as they were dumped into a
pot.I' d known there was nothing in this meal that | wanted.

“I" Il pass, thanks.”

“Just mere for me,”  Oliver said.,

‘| feel bad,” my father said. “I' m supposed to be fixing
meals for you.”

“Really, it" s more about you two taking care of yourselves,
not you taking care of me.”

He looked guilty. And really, he should have been feeling at
least a little guilty. In some ways he wasn’ t reclly keeping his
commitment to provide for the two of them. Canned stew
wasn' tcooking. It was hardly food.

“The salad is good, though, right?” he asked.
“Definitely,” Isaid. “Could you pass me the bag?"

Serving food from cans and bags just didn’ t seem right, but |
couldn’ say anything more without making my father feel worse.

Oliver handed me the bag of salad. “You can have my share
of the salad if you want.”

“It' s good salad,” | soid. fIt' s well-prepared, woshed,
prec ul salod.”

| wasn' t sure who | was frying to convince. | was grateful my
tather had picked it up at the grocery store. So far over the past
few days, | hadn’ t seen many greens in their diets. | was starting
to be afraid that when | went away the two of them would die ©
scurvy.

We had divided our groceries. | told them it was more realistic
for them to prepare to just feed the two of them since I' d be
gone, but my father still insisted on trying to feed me some of the
fime. My food was in the fidge downstairs. That fidge held the
remains of on incredible strawberry ond pecan salad I' d made
the day before. It wasn’ t even the same species of food as this
bagged salad. I’ d have some of my salad later on

It hod quicky become cpparent that my father hadn' t

%ccllv acquired the ability to cook. When he' d said he could

he meant he could reheat Ihm's that came from a can or
the freezer. Everything else they' d eaten had been takeout,
ordered in or from behind the deli counter at the supermarket.

| really wanted to talk to him about their choices, but |
couldn’ 1. That' s what mothers said to chidren, not what
daughters said to their fathers. | had to just sit back and wait and
hope that their diet improved. There was a learning curve, and he
would get better at cocking as he did it more often. It wasn' t
reull;tlc to expect him to be perfect. Perfection was pretty hard to

"I don’ lknow Sometimes she just springs it on me.”

“The roller coaster wasn’ ttoo bad,” he said.

“Only my sister would find it bad to do what everybody eke in
the world pays money and waits in long lines to do,” said Oliver.

“Maybe you should think of it like the stew.” |said. “If there
were more pecple ke me who hated roller coasters, the lines
would be shorter and you could ride more often.”

“That makes sense,” Oliver said. “I jove that picture of you
and Elia.*

He meant the one taken by an automatic camera at the ride.
Ela had convinced me, against my will, to put it on Twitter and
Instagram.

“Until | saw that picture | would have swom |I' d never seen a
bad picture of you,” my father said.

“Idon’ t think thase sorts of pictures are ever flattering.”

“Ella looks okay,” Oliver said,

“You just think that becouse of your future marital plans,” |
joked.

“Shut up, Sophie.”

Ella always kidded Oliver that he was her back-up plan if she
didn’ t find somebody to marry, He told her she was his bock-up
plan if there was no other life on the planet. He protested, but |
knew he really did lke Ella and was secretly flattered by the
attention.

“It’ s going to be so wonderful to have her as my sister-in-
low,” |said, irying to ogitate him a little bit more.

“Again, shut up, Sophie." He paused. “But she really does
look a lot better than you do in that picture.”

“He’ sright,” my father said, and | was a little surprised.

“ just love the way your face is all squishy and your eyes are all
bugged out and you look sort of like this.” Cliver distorted his face
and opened his eyes as wide as he could.

| get the idea. The important thing is that it' s done ond
over,” 1said.

“The ride may be over, but the picture is forever,” Oliver said.

“l can always delete it.”

“Even if you take it down, it' s still on Ella’ s Facebook page
s her profile picture.”

“what?"

“It' s her profie picture. Didn’ t you know that?" Oliver
asked.

| shook my head.

“You should look.”

“I will--+l guess.”

| finshed my solad while Oliver practically licked his plate
clean. Maybe |” d been waslin? my time cooking for him when all
he wanted was canned crap. | excused myself and went to my
room.

| looked at Ella’ s Facebook page. There, front and center as
her profile picture, was the photo of the two of us on the roller
coaster. | looked awfull And !?u did'look good.

Then | read the caption. Me and my almost-always-beoutiful
friend Soph—talk about a different!

achieve. | knew that from years of trying.

Percentage read: 13%

s sort of funny. And a little bit mean. Maybe I' d ask her
own. No, | couldn’ t do that. That was too, well, vain.
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Snitch
Chapter One.
It was supposed to be easy. You choose, they had told me. You can either go to a regular anger
management program, which is where, basically, vou sit around with a bunch of losers once a
week and talk about what makes you mad and what you could have done instead of punching
out a wall or maybe a person. Or you can go to this special program where they teach you how

to train dogs. Gee, let me think about it—door number one or door number two ...

I went with the dogs. It had to be better than sitting around listening to a bunch of tantrum
freaks gripe, right? Besides, how hard eould it be?

Things went sour right from minute one.

P

The woman at the front desk told me to go to the room that she called the training room. I
opened the door. And there was Scott. He was standing in the middle of the room with some
other guys. He turned when the door opened. When he saw me he grinned, as if nothing had
happened, as if we were still friends. He had a kind of lopsided smile that always made him
look goofy. I didn't smile back at him. My hands curled into fists.

"Hey, Josh," said someone behind me.

I spun around, thinking it was some other guy from my past. Why not? With Scott there,
o ’ T o B 1of4
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Addison Addley and the Things That Aren't There

It's just that I choose not to waste my brain on school stuff. Personally, I think I've got more
common sense than anybody I know, except for the guy at the gas station where I buy my
worms. He's got to be pretty smart to make people pay for those slimy creatures. I'd probably
make a great worm seller.

If I could think of a really great topic, I might be able to just make up the speech right while I
was saying it. No sense wasting energy, I told myself as I brushed my teeth. Let me get that
straight. I wasn't really brushing them, just giving them a quick scrape and then pretending
they were clean. Sometimes I just let the water run and then I spit as loudly as T can into the
sink to make it sound like I'm brushing them. I always pay for it at the next trip to the dentist
though. Things have a disgusting way of catching up to you. In the back of my mind I knew I
should be brushing longer. But that's where the thought usually stays — in the very back of my
mind, where it belongs. This was definitely going to be a quick-scrape day.

I spit one more time and closed my eyes, trving to force a quarter of my brain into action.
"Breakfast!" Mom called from downstairs.
Saved by the yell. That was enough work for now anyway. Little did I know that by the time

breakfast was over, I'd have my incredible topic. And how was I to know that, like dirty teeth,
fractions have a disgusting way of catching up to you?
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«.. THAT YOU CAN ONLY GET THERE BY SWINGING ON THE ASPARAGUS
VINES AND CLIMBING THROUGH THE STRAWBERRY BANANA TREES...

...BUT ONCE YOU'RE THERE, YOU'LL FIND THE TREE HOUSE PALACE
OF CASSANDRA; THE HAPPIEST PRINCESS IN ALL OF MWUMBA!
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John Hancock: Independant Boy 1

| The life of John Hancock. '
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