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CHAPTER 1

—For Daisy—
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Daisy was jumping on her bed. Her parents had bought her a new mattress a few weeks ago and whenever she got the chance, she would practice.

Her mother wasn’t at all amused because they had already bought Daisy more than four mattresses over the last few years. Consequently, every time she caught Daisy at it (and lately that was very often), she gave her a good talking to.

“Not again?” her mother would ask, putting her hands on her hips. “Really? I’ve told you a thousand times: beds are not for jumping on. They’re for sleeping in. That’s all!”

“Yes, Mommy,” Daisy would reply, hanging her head. “I won’t do it again.”

But as hard as she tried, she just couldn’t resist. Simply put, jumping on the bed was her passion. What’s more, over the years, she had managed to perfect her technique in such a way that she had become a real professional. Every day she would jump higher and higher. In fact, one time she had even hit her head on the ceiling.

That night, Daisy’s parents were having dinner downstairs (or so Daisy thought), which meant she could practice in peace. It wouldn’t be possible for them to catch her red-handed because she had left her bedroom door open. If they did come up to her room, she’d hear their footsteps on the stairs and that would give her plenty of warning to lie down, cover herself with her sheets, and pretend she was sleeping peacefully.

“Two hundred and ninety-seven,” she was counting her jumps aloud, “two hundred and ninety-eight...”

Daisy had just turned eight, had red hair and skin as white as snow. Her face was dotted with tiny freckles, which she loved because to her they looked like chocolate chips.

“Two hundred and ninety-nine ... three hundred!”

Daisy, exhausted, fell into bed. She didn’t know how long she’d been jumping, but the soles of her feet were aching, and the new mattress had already started to complain at each bounce, as if it were screaming for a break.

Daisy sank her head into her pillow and thought about her friends and classmates. She hadn’t seen them in days and already missed them. School was finished for the year and now a long summer vacation stretched ahead.

Her parents had a house in the mountains and tended to spend the summer there. On the one hand, Daisy liked the woods because she loved to look for worms, grasshoppers, crickets and, with a little luck, lizards. On the other hand, however, summer in the mountains was quite boring. She spent most of her time on her own and didn’t have Irene, Vanessa, or even her friend Jeremy to tell her jokes.

Never mind. I have my mattress, she reminded herself. I have a new mattress to jump on.

A knock at the door startled her. Daisy sat up and noticed her parents smiling at her from beneath the door frame.

Daisy hadn’t heard them arrive. How long had they been standing there? More importantly, had they seen her jumping?

“Hello, sweetheart!” her father greeted her. “How’s your new mattress? Is it comfortable?”

“Yes,” she replied, nervously.

They know, she thought, feeling her heart skip a beat. I’ve been caught red-handed once again.

Her father’s name was Alan. He was tall and as thin as a rake. Actually, he looked nothing like Daisy because she was round and, to her mortification, the shortest in her class. In addition, her father wore glasses so small and round they looked like toys, while hers were as large as apples.

Daisy looked at her parents and became increasingly nervous. Neither of them was saying anything. They were just watching her in silence as if they’d never seen her before.

“Come with us,” her mother said, finally. “We have something to show you.”

Thinking she would be scolded by her mother, her father, or by both, Daisy followed them downstairs. After arriving on the ground floor, they walked out into the garden where, to her amazement, something mysterious was awaiting her.

“What’s that?” Daisy asked, astonished.

An enormous object was standing in the center of the garden. She didn’t know what it was because it was hidden beneath a white tarpaulin, but she was sure it was a surprise because a shiny red bow was tied at the top and a label that read FOR DAISY was stuck on one side.

“Why don’t you open it?”

Daisy didn’t hesitate and ran toward it. The thing, whatever it was, was bigger than her entire bedroom. It was shaped like a spaceship. Unable to resist any longer, Daisy pulled the canvas toward her with a sharp tug.

What she found was much better than a spaceship, better than a bouncy castle and, of course, much better than a giant teddy bear. It was a trampoline! And not just any trampoline, it was a SPRINGER-8000, one of the best models on the market. It had a mat, a safety net and platforms that raised the base almost three feet above the ground. Jumping on a SPRINGER-8000 was the closest thing to jumping on a cloud.
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