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Apples Are Best When They Ripen in a Picture Book!
When we read a picture book, whether young or old, we ask many, many questions. Each 
time we ponder the meaning of this word, that expression, this image, that colour, we 
embark on an exciting journey into a world of visual and verbal language. The picture book 
Apples Taste Best When You Don’t Have Any, a creation of the author Helena Kraljič and 
the illustrator Polona Lovšin, is also such a journey: What is the cover telling us? Who’s 
that boy up among the branches of the apple tree, reading a book? Has he always been so 
passionate about reading that even ripe, juicy apples can’t make him put the book down? 
Not at all! In this book you’ll get to know Alex, a playful boy who, at first, likes reading 
about as much as a cat likes water. Reading? Thanks, but no thanks! Reading’s not for boys! 
Climbing trees, fine; chasing after butterflies, also fine; kicking a ball around, fine, too – but 
not reading… 
But Alex’s lack of interest in books means that he doesn’t know much at all, not even where 
the sun sets. No wonder: he thinks books are simply silly. But when he disappoints Jeannie, 
his inclination and attitudes towards reading change utterly… How? To find that out, read 
the book.

And after you’ve finished reading? You’ll be able to talk about many things. For example, 
about which books Alex’s family has at hope, where the story takes place, why that terrible 
monster is rising up above Alex and Jeannie, what Daddy is doing with the great big pile of 
papers, and what he means when he says, “Apples Taste Best When You Don’t Have Any.” 
It’s also interesting to see how the illustrations change when Alex, now an excellent reader, 
reads in front of Jeannie.

Maybe reading books is like collecting apples. You bravely pick them from a tree or from 
a picture book, mmm… Bon voyage, brave and bold readers, as you journey through this 
colourful world of words and images.

Igor Saksida, Ph.D.



Alex was a playful child.

He loved climbing trees.
He loved chasing after butterflies.

He loved kicking a ball around…

“Alex, look, I bought you a new book,” chirped his mommy one day.
“Why didn,t you get me a new ball?” grumbled Alex.

                        “You already have seven of them…”
                                  “…and I already have more than enough books!”
                                                 “But every book is different…”
                                                                        “…and every ball is different.”
 



“Daddy, where does the sun goes at night?”
Daddy took a book from the bookcase and began to read:
“The earth revolves around its axis. That is why one side of the earth 
is sometimes turned towards the sun, which means it,s day for that 
side, whereas for the other side of the earth, which is turned away 
from the sun...”

“... I,m going to play with my cars,” said Alex, interrupting him.
His father was disappointed: “You,ll never learn anything if you…”

                                                                                   
said Alex, with a 
wave of his hand.



A few days later, his cousin Anita came for a visit. She stood 
admiringly in front of the large bookcase and said, “Wow! Look 
how many books you have, Alex. You,re such a lucky boy.”

“I don,t need them,” snapped Alex. “Boys aren,t supposed 
to read. You can have them.”

Anita,s eyes shone. She looked at Alex,s mom.
“Alex,” his mom asked, “do you really want to give 
all those books to Anita?”

                         “Yes,” answered Alex boldly. 
                         
                                            

Alex,s mother looked questioningly 
at her husband.

He just pursed his lips and said, “I give up. 
Bring me a box so Anita can take all these 
books home. At least then somebody 
will read them.”



Anita,s eyes shone with joy and her heart was 
pounding. She quickly stacked three big boxes 
of books on her bicycle and rode home.



She was lying on her bed and reading even before she 
managed to put all the books into her bookcase.

At home she sat down on the carpet and took stock of her riches. 



Alex went to climb a tree,
           and chase after butterflies,
                   and to kick a ball around…

He didn,t miss his books one bit. 
Actually, he was happy because nobody was 
trying to make him read anymore.



Alex really liked his classmate Jeannie. He was always hanging 
around her and he was sure she liked him too. Until one day… his 
English teacher called him up to the board to read something.

Alex started reading. His words were so jumbled that nobody could 
figure out what he was saying.
“Teacher, could someone else read? I can,t understand this,” 
he heard someone ask. Alex looked up and his eyes met Jeannie,s. 
He didn,t know how to interpret her look. 

  

That day was the worst day of his life. 
             He,d felt so embarrassed.
                     In front of the whole class! 
                               In front of Jeannie!



Alex raced home as soon as school 
ended and made right for the 
bookcase. It was empty.



“Mommy,” he yelped, 
    “where are my books?”

His mother looked at him in amazement.
        “What do you want to do with them?”



His mommy couldn,t help him , so he ran into his 
daddy,s office: “I want my books back!” he howled.

His father looked up in surprise. 
“And what is it you want to do with them?”

                                                  “I see… 
 

muttered his father and went back to his papers.



Alex trudged around the house, 
        nervous as could be. 
              Soon he came to a decision: 
                     “I,m going to go see Anita! 
                             That,s where my books are.”



But Anita did not want to return his books. “You,re not much 
of a gift-giver,” she hissed when Alex insisted they were his 
books and she should give them right back. It was a good 
thing Anita,s mom came to see what all the noise was about.
“What,s up with you two? Stop screaming, right this instant!” 
she hollered.

“Anita won,t give me back my books,” said Alex.
“Yes, because you gave them to me!” replied Anita.
“Anita,” said her mother calmly, “let Alex choose one book. 
Once he,s read it, he can bring it back.”
“Okay,” agreed Anita, hands on her hips. 
“But only if you really do bring it back.” 

Alex nodded, selected the thickest book and headed home. 



Alex started to read. 
Each day he got better and each 
day he enjoyed it more and more. 

A few days later, he went back to see Anita.
 

Can I borrow another one?” he asked.

Anita nodded. 
Alex chose a book and, happy as could be,
whistled all the way home.



Alex,s parents quietly observed the change in their boy. 
They didn,t dare ask him about it, since they didn,t
 want to ruin anything. But they were so happy to 
see him with a book in his hands.

Alex borrowed and read many, many books from Anita. 
Soon he saw that the family bookcase was once again 
full. He didn,t care how those books got there. 
He was just happy he could journey to the 
different worlds between their covers.



Alex still really liked Jeannie. But ever since that sad day when he,d 
had to read in front of the whole close, she,d steered clear of him. 

Until one day when the teacher once again called Alex up to the 
board to read. 

      

When the teacher stopped him to give another child his turn, 
Alex heard a request: “Teacher, can you please let Alex read 
to the end?” 



Alex looked up and his eyes met Jeannie,s. 
But this time he knew how to read her face.

     

Alex was still a playful child.

He still loved climbing trees.

He still loved chasing after butterflies.

He still loved to kick a ball around…





    Apples Are Best When They Ripen in a Picture Book! 

This book will introduce you to Alex, a playful boy who, 
at first, likes reading about as much as a cat likes water. 
Reading? Thanks, but no thanks! Reading’s not for boys! 
Climbing trees, fine; chasing after butterflies, also fine; 
kicking a ball around, fine, too – but not reading… 
But Alex’s lack of interest in books means that 
he doesn’t know much at all, not even where 
the sun sets. No wonder: he thinks books are 
simply silly. But when he disappoints Jeannie, 
his inclination and attitudes towards reading 
change utterly…

Maybe reading books is like collecting apples. 
You bravely pick them from a tree or from a 
picture book, mmm… Bon voyage, brave and 
bold readers, as you journey through this
colourful world of words and images.

                                                                             Igor Saksida, Ph.D.


