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Orphaned Heidi lives with her gruff but caring grandfather on the side of a Swiss mountain, where she befriends young Peter the goatherd. She leads an idyllic life, until she is forced to leave the mountain she has always known to go and live with a sickly girl in the city. Will Heidi ever see her grandfather again? A classic tale of a young girl’s coming-of-age, of friendship, and familial love, Heidi has inspired countless dramatic versions, both on TV and in film, including Shirley Temple’s famous 1937 version.


 


    JOHANNA SPYRI (1827-1901), like Heidi, grew up in a small village in the Swiss Alps. Little is known about her life, although she did write a number of books for children.


 


    ELOISE McGRAW, is the accomplished three-time Newbery Honor author of Moccasin Trail (1952), The Golden Goblet (1961), and The Moorchild (1996). She lives in Oregon.
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FOREWORD



 


Though I loved Heidi as a child, I had not read it in years until one evening recently, when I dug out my old volume three of the Bookhouse Books. The small section of the story reprinted there is the chapter called “In the Pasture,” where Heidi is first on the Alm with her grandfather and goes to the high pasture with Peter and the goats. As a child I read and reread that account, and for a long time thought it was all there was to the story. But somebody enlightened me and I got hold of the complete book and discovered the rest of it. (This sort of thing happened to me over and over as I read the Bookhouse Books, which I think are the best set of six books ever published for young readers. They introduced me in this way to countless classics I might never have known about otherwise.)


After sampling the glories of the Alm again in volume three, I got the complete Heidi from the library to refresh my memories of the little girl in the wheelchair I had so pitied when I was about her age, relive the dread of Fraulein Rottenmeier I had wholeheartedly shared with Heidi, and ache again with homesickness for Grandfather and the Alm. I expected the rereading to be simply an exercise in nostalgia. It was considerably more.


I had forgotten two things: the total joy that permeates the chapters in which Heidi lives on the Alm, and the total despair that all but destroys her when she is kept away from it. These are intense emotions powerfully presented in this book, and they hit me as hard all these years later as they had when I was a child. As the brief biographical sketch in my encyclopedia remarks, Johanna Spyri had a deep understanding of the mind of a child. Perhaps that was why she was able to speak so eloquently to young readers—and to once-young readers since grown up.


What I had not forgotten were the beauty of the Alm, the goats—exotic creatures to me as I had never seen one—Clara and her wheelchair, her gloomy house with its many servants, inarticulate Peter and taciturn Grandfather, and “the grandmother” to whom Heidi longed to bring some soft, white rolls to so she would not have to eat the hard, black bread. This bit in particular fascinated me and stuck in my memory. As a child I had no more knowledge of hard, black bread than I had of goats. Where I grew up you had biscuits or cornbread for dinner, and pancakes for breakfast. Beyond that, Holsum store bread for sandwiches was as far as my experience went. I remember trying in vain to imagine the grandmother’s daily loaf. Hard bread? How hard? And actually black? It was perhaps the first hint I’d had that the ways of people in other countries might be different from my own—and indeed, from each other’s. The Greek and Norse myths (which I knew well) didn’t count. Everyone knew gods weren’t like anybody else. But Heidi and her mountainous country wakened my curiosity and spurred me to find out what country that was, and to put Switzerland on my mental map.


As to longing for a beautiful place, well loved but unattainable, I knew all about that. I think, with the aid of hindsight, that it was one reason for my identifying so strongly with Heidi and her longing for the Alm. I grew up in a flat, hot, windy prairie state where the only patches of woods consisted of scrub-oak trees, weeds, mosquitoes, and loudbuzzing flies—woods trashy underfoot and altogether uninviting. But I had spent summers on a farm in Oregon and I had learned to know its mountains and deep, cool, quiet forest. Oregon was my Alm, from which I was always separated from the school year and often longer, for this was the Great Depression and Oregon was far away. So to be starved for a special place, a special beauty, was something I understood well. Now I find that the emotion has remained identified with Heidi; as I reread the book I caught myself longing for Oregon again—though it has been my home for fifty years.


Johanna Spyri grew up in the Switzerland she loved, and while my encyclopedia’s sketch fails to say exactly where, I feel sure it was in some Alpine village like Dörfli, or even on the steep shoulder of a mountain like the Alm. It is hard to see how she could write as she does about such places had she not loved them so deeply herself. She was born in 1827 though she did not start writing until much later in her life. Her adulthood was a time of great political change in Switzerland, but there is nothing in Heidi to reflect this, or that she had much interest in politics. She was interested in the glories of natural beauty, in her characters, in the child-mind, and that was what she wrote about.


She also (the sketch goes on), “attempted to inculcate piety and simple moral lessons.” Well, yes, she did. And in this her work as very much of its time. Before my trip to the library I vaguely remembered that I hadn’t liked the second half of the book as much as the first half, though not why. As I read, it came back to me. It was because of the piety and simple moral lessons I found there. Even in my childhood, children balked at being “improved” as the price of an entertaining story—unless they were really starved for something to read. But at the time Heidi was written (1881), children’s authors—of which there were few—were assumed to be moral teachers, too, and the idea hung on quite a while. I remember one book I owned, about a little girl named Ruby. If I could find nothing in our bookcase that I had not read and read and reread, I would tackle Ruby once more. Every chapter began with Ruby misbehaving. Every chapter ended with a two-page sermon delivered by her angelically patient mother and Ruby’s tearful repentance. I think it was because of that book that I learned to read very fast.


Heidi is nothing like that. The underlying theme of the book is: Not we, but God, knows what’s best for us. It is a large and moral theme, soundly illustrated by the story, and though everybody in the latter half has a tendency to count his blessings, I found only one real sermon—easy to skip—and a few brief paragraphs of specific moral advice. The final few pages of the first half, which quote the story of the prodigal son and show how it affects the grandfather, are strong and truly moving. Moreover, Grandfather’s reformation, illustrated by his going to church the next day for the first time in years, has some nice alleviating humor, as the Dörfli neighbors, who have thought ill of him all those years, gradually talk themselves out of their self-righteous disapproval. In addition to the “child-mind” Spyri understood human nature


The second half is actually a sequel. While Heidi is a central character, the problems and solutions are Clara’s and Peter’s. Its pace is a bit slower, especially toward the end—the descriptions are still excellent but they cannot help being repetitive. I suspect, with a fellow writer’s feeling, that Johanna Spyri was reluctant to leave Heidi and her Alm.


For modern readers, a weak spot is Clara’s cure. Even the best of goat’s milk and the most invigorating of mountain air could scarcely cure the sort of illness that would keep Clara in a wheelchair. Today, a writer would get some medical information on the subject and drop early into the text enough hints of a diagnosis to explain how the cure could come about. In Spyri’s day I doubt that any reader would expect it. Medical knowledge was inexact; doctors knew little and their patients less. What cod-liver oil could not do probably couldn’t be done.


The characterizations, on the other hand, are excellent and easily stand the test of time. Heidi, her grandfather, and Peter are as three-dimensional as old friends. Peter, especially, is vivid—his ignorance, his thickheadedness, his simplicity of nature—all render him easily molded by Heidi’s intelligence, her quick grasp of ideas and people’s needs, and her constant urge to help others meet their needs. His never-satisfied appetite is a telling way to illustrate the family’s poverty and a growing boy’s need for plenty to eat.


But Heidi herself is the most vivid and most memorable, and Spyri has made her so not only by letting us feel her emotions, but by showing her profound effect on other people. She is by nature the embodiment of hope and joy and she brings these feelings to those around her. And it is with a powerful sense of hope and joy that the reader closes the story.


 


Eloise McGraw
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UP THE MOUNTAIN


The pretty little Swiss town of Mayenfeld lies at the foot of a mountain range, whose grim rugged peaks tower high above the valley below. Behind the town a footpath winds gently up to the heights. The grass on the lower slopes is poor, but the air is fragrant with the scent of mountain flowers from the rich pasture land higher up.


One sunny June morning, a tall sturdy young woman was climbing up the path. She had a bundle in one hand and held a little girl about five years old by the other. The child’s sunburnt cheeks were flushed, which was not surprising, for though the sun was hot she was wrapped up as though it was midwinter. It was difficult to see what she was like for she was wearing two frocks, one on top of the other, and had a large red scarf wound round and round her as well. She looked like some shapeless bundle of clothing trudging uphill on a pair of hobnailed boots.


After climbing for about an hour, they came to the little village of Dörfli, halfway up the mountain. This was the woman’s old home, and people called to her from their houses all the way up the street. She did not say much in reply but went on her way without stopping until she reached the last house. There a voice from within hailed her. “Half a minute, Detie,” it said, “I’ll come with you, if you’re going any farther.”


Detie stood still, but the little girl slipped her hand free and sat down on the ground.


“Tired, Heidi?” Detie asked her.


“No, but I’m very hot,” the child replied.


“We’ll soon be there. Just keep going, and see what long strides you can take, and we’ll arrive in another hour.”


At that moment a plump, pleasant-faced woman came out of the house and joined them. The little girl got up and followed as the two grown-ups went ahead, gossiping hard about people who lived in Dörfli or a roundabout.


“Where are you going with the child, Detie?” the village woman asked after a while. “I suppose she’s the orphan your sister left?”


“That’s right,” Detie replied. “I’m taking her up to Uncle. She’ll have to stay with him now.”


“What, stay with Uncle Alp on the mountain? You must be crazy! How can you think of such a thing? But of course he’ll soon send you about your business if you suggest that to him.”


“Why should he? He’s her grandfather and it’s high time he did something for her. I’ve looked after her up to now, but I don’t mind telling you, I’m not going to turn down a good job like the one I’ve just been offered, because of her. Her grandfather must do his duty.”


“If he were like other people that might be all right,” retorted Barbie, “but you know what he is. What does he know about looking after a child, and such a young one too? She’ll never stand the life up there. Where’s this job you’re after?”


“In Germany,” said Detie. “A wonderful job with a good family in Frankfurt. Last summer they stayed in the hotel at Ragaz where I’ve been working as chambermaid. They had rooms on the floor I look after. They wanted to take me back with them then, but I couldn’t get away. Now they’ve come back and have asked me again. This time I’m certainly going.”


“Well, I’m glad I’m not that poor child,” said Barbie, throwing up her hands in dismay. “Nobody really knows what’s the matter with that old man, but he won’t have anything to do with anybody, and he hasn’t set foot in a church for years. When he does come down from the mountain, with his big stick in his hand—and that doesn’t happen often—everybody scuttles out of his way. They’re all scared stiff of him. He looks so wild with those bristling gray eyebrows and that dreadful beard. He’s not the sort of person one would want to meet alone on the mountain.”


“That’s as may be, but he’s got to look after his grandchild now, and if she comes to any harm that’ll be his fault, not mine.”


“I wonder what he’s got on his conscience to make him live all alone up there, and hardly ever show his face,” Barbie wondered. “There are all sorts of rumors, but I expect you know the whole story. Your sister must have told you plenty about him, didn’t she?”


“Yes, she did, but I’m not telling. If he heard I’d been talking about him, I should catch it all right.”


But Barbie did not mean to lose this excellent opportunity of getting to know more about the old man. She came from Prättigau, farther down the valley, and had only lived in Dörfli a short while, just since her marriage, so she still had much to learn about her neighbors. She was very anxious to know why the old man lived up on the mountain like a hermit, and why people were reluctant to talk about him as they did, freely enough, about everyone else. They didn’t approve of him, that much was certain, but they seemed afraid to say anything against him. And then, why was he always called “Uncle Alp”? He couldn’t be uncle to everyone in the village, but no one ever called him anything else, even Barbie used that name too. And here was her friend Detie, who was related to him and had lived all her life in Dörfli, until a year ago. Then her mother had died, and she had found a good job in a big hotel at Ragaz. She had come from there that morning with Heidi, with the help of a lift on a hay cart as far as Mayenfeld.


Now Barbie took her arm, and said coaxingly, “You could at least tell me how much of what they say is true, and how much only gossip. Come on now, do explain why he’s so against everyone, and why everyone is afraid of him. Has he always been like that?”


“That I can’t say for certain. I’m only twenty-six and he must be seventy or more, so I never knew him in his young days. All the same, if I could be sure that you wouldn’t pass it on to everyone in Prättigau, I could tell you plenty about him. He and my mother both came from Domleschg.”


“Go on, Detie, what do you take me for?” protested Barbie, half-offended. “We aren’t such gossips as all that in Prättigau, and anyway I’m quite capable of holding my tongue when I want to. Do tell me. I promise not to pass it on.”


“All right then—but mind you keep your word!”


Detie glanced round to make sure that Heidi was not within earshot, but she was nowhere to be seen. She must have stopped following them some way back, and they had been too busy talking to notice. Detie stood still and looked in all directions. The path twisted and zigzagged down the mountainside, but she could see down it almost as far as Dörfli and there was nobody in sight anywhere along it.


“Ah, there she is,” cried Barbie suddenly, “can’t you see her?” She pointed to a little figure far below. “Look, she’s climbing up the slopes with Peter and his goats. I wonder why he’s taking them up so late today. Well, he’ll keep an eye on her all right and you can get on with your story.”


“Peter needn’t bother himself,” said Detie. “She can look after herself, though she’s only five. She’s got all her wits about her. She knows how to make the best of things too, which is just as well, seeing that the old man’s got nothing now but his hut and two goats.”


“I suppose he was better off once?” asked Barbie.


“I should just think he was. Why, he had one of the best farms in Domleschg. He was the elder son, with one brother, a quiet respectable fellow. But old Uncle wanted nothing but to ape the gentry and travel about all over the place. He got into bad company, and drank and gambled away the whole property. His poor parents died, literally died, of shame and grief when they heard of it. His brother was ruined too, of course. He took himself off, dear knows where, and nobody ever heard of him again. Uncle disappeared too. He had nothing left but a bad name. No one knew where he’d gone to, but after a while it came out that he had joined the army and was in Naples. Then no more was heard of him for twelve or fifteen years.” Detie was enjoying herself. “Go on,” Barbie cried breathlessly.


“Well, one day he suddenly reappeared in Domleschg with a young son, and wanted some of his relations to look after the boy. But he found all doors closed against him. Nobody wanted to have anything to do with him.”


“Whew!” came in a whistle from Barbie.


“He was so angry he vowed he would never set foot in the place again. So he came to Dörfli and settled down there with the boy, who was called Tobias. People thought he must have met and married his wife down in the south. Apparently she died soon afterwards, though nothing is known for certain. He had saved a little money, enough to apprentice his boy to a carpenter. Tobias was a good sort and everyone in the village liked him—but no one trusted the old man! It was said that he had deserted from the army at Naples, so as to avoid some trouble about killing a man—not in battle, you understand, but in a brawl. All the same we accepted him as a member of the family. His grandmother and my mother’s grandmother were sisters, so we called him Uncle, and as we’re related to almost everyone in Dörfli, one way or another, the whole village soon called him Uncle too. Then, when he went to live right up there on the mountain, it became Uncle Alp.”


“And what happened to Tobias?” Barbie asked eagerly.


“Give me a chance! I was just coming to that,” Detie snapped at her. “Tobias was apprenticed to a carpenter in Mels, but as soon as he had learnt his trade, he came home to Dörfli and married my sister Adelheid. They had always been fond of each other. They settled down very happily together as man and wife, but that didn’t last long. Only two years later he was killed by a falling beam while he was helping to build a house. Poor Adelheid got such a shock when she saw him carried home like that, that she fell ill with a fever, and never walked again. She had not been very strong before and used to have queer turns when it was hard to tell whether she was asleep or awake. She only survived him by a few weeks. That set tongues wagging of course. People said it was Uncle’s punishment for his mis-spent life. They told him so to his face, and the Pastor told him he ought to do penance to clear his conscience. That made him more angry than ever, and morose too. He wouldn’t speak to anyone after the Pastor’s visit, and his neighburs began to keep out of his way. Then one day we heard that he’d gone to live up on the mountain and wasn’t coming down anymore. He’s actually stayed up there from that day to this, at odds with God and man, as they say. My mother and I took Adelheid’s baby girl to live with us. She was only about a year old when she was left an orphan. Then, when mother died last summer I wanted to get a job in the town, so I took Heidi up to Pfäffersdorf and asked old Ursula to look after her. I managed to get work in the town right through the winter, as I’m handy with my needle and there was always someone who wanted sewing or mending done. Then early this year that family from Frankfurt came again, the people I waited on last year; and now, as I told you, they want me to go back with them, and they’re leaving the day after tomorrow. It’s a firstrate job, I can tell you.”


“And you’re going to hand that child over to the old man, just like that? I’m surprised that you can even think of such a thing, Detie,” Barbie told her reproachfully.


“Well, what else can I do?” demanded Detie angrily. “I’ve done my best for her all these years, but obviously I can’t saddle myself with a five-year-old child on this job. Look, we’re halfway up to Uncle’s now,” she went on. “Where are you going, Barbie?”


“I want to see Peter’s mother. She does spinning for me in the winter. So this is where I leave you. Good-bye, Detie, and good luck.”


Detie stood watching as Barbie went towards a little brown wooden hut sheltering in a small hollow a few yards from the path. It was so dilapidated that it was a good thing that it got some protection from the full force of the mountain gales. Even so, it must have been wretched to live in, as all the doors and windows rattled every time the wind blew and its rotten old beams creaked and shook. If it had been built in a more exposed position, it would certainly have been blown down into the valley long ago.


This was Peter the goatherd’s home. He was eleven, and every morning he went down to Dörfli to fetch the goats and drive them up to graze all day in the fragrant mountain meadows above. Then, in the evening, he brought them down again, leaping with them over the hillside almost as nimbly as they did. He always gave a shrill whistle through his fingers when he reached the village so that the owners could come and collect their animals. It was usually children who answered the call—not even the youngest was afraid of these gentle goats.


During the summer months this was the only chance Peter had of seeing other boys and girls. For the rest of the time, goats were his only companions. He spent very little time at home with his mother and his old blind grandmother who lived with them. He used to leave the hut very early, after bolting his breakfast of a piece of bread and a mug of milk, and he always stayed as long as possible with the children in Dörfli, so he only got back in time to gobble his supper and tumble straight into bed. His father had been the goatherd before him, but he had been killed several years ago, when felling a tree. His mother’s name was Bridget, but she was seldom called anything but “the goatherd’s mother,” and his grandmother was just Grannie to everyone, old and young alike.


For several minutes after Barbie had left her, Detie looked anxiously about for the two children with the goats, but there was no sign of them. She climbed a little farther up the path to get a better view and then stopped to look again. She was getting very impatient.


The children had strayed far away from the path, for Peter always went his own way up the mountain. What mattered was where his goats would find the best bushes and shrubs to nibble. At first Heidi had scrambled up after him, puffing and panting, for her load of clothes made climbing hard, hot work. She did not complain, but she looked enviously at Peter, running about so freely on bare feet, in comfortable trousers; and at the goats whose nimble little legs carried them so lightly up the steep slopes and over bushes and stones. Then suddenly she sat down and pulled off her boots and stockings. She unwound the thick red scarf and quickly unbuttoned her best dress, which Detie had made her wear on top of her everyday one, to save carrying it. She took off both dresses and stood there in nothing but a little petticoat, waving her bare arms in the air with delight. Then she laid all the clothes together in a neat pile and danced off to catch up with Peter and the goats. He had not noticed what she was doing, and when he caught sight of her running towards him like that, he smiled broadly. He looked back and saw the pile of clothing she had left on the grass, and grinned from ear to ear, but he said nothing. Heidi felt much happier, and free as air, and began to chatter away, asking him a string of questions. He had to tell her how many goats he had, where he was taking them, and what he was going to do when he got there. Presently they reached the hut and came within Detie’s view. As soon as she spotted them she called out shrilly:


“What on earth have you been doing, Heidi? What a sight you look! What have you done with your frocks? And the scarf? And those good new boots I bought you to come up here in, and the stockings I knitted for you? Wherever have you left them all?”


Heidi calmly pointed to the place where she had undressed. “There they are,” she said. Her aunt could see something lying there, with a red spot on top, which was the scarf.


“Oh, you naughty little thing!” she cried crossly. “What on earth made you take your clothes off like that? What’s the meaning of it?”


“I didn’t need them,” replied Heidi, as if that were quite sufficient explanation.


“You stupid child, haven’t you any sense at all?” scolded Detie. “And who do you think is going down to fetch them for you now? It would take me a good half hour. Peter, you run back and get them for me, and be quick about it. Don’t stand there gaping, as if you were rooted to the ground.”


“I’m late as it is,” said Peter. He made no attempt to move but stood with his hands in his pockets as he had done all the time Detie had been shouting at Heidi.


“Well, you won’t get very far, if you just stand there, staring,” said Detie. “Look, here’s something for you.” She made her tone more persuasive, and held out a bright new coin. The sight of this stirred him to action, and he dashed off with giant strides down the steep slope. He snatched up the pile of clothes and was back with them in no time. Detie had to admit that he had earned his reward. He tucked the coin away, deep down in his pocket, with a very broad grin, for such riches did not often come his way.


“Now you carry the things up to Uncle’s for me. You’re going that way I know.” And Detie began to climb the steep path behind the goatherd’s hut.


Peter was quite willing and followed on her heels, holding the bundle under his left arm and swinging the stick he used for the goats in his right hand. It took nearly an hour to reach the high pasture where Uncle Alp’s hut stood on a little plateau. The little house was exposed to every wind that blew, but it also caught all the sunlight and commanded a glorious view right down the valley. Three old fir trees with huge branches stood behind it. Beyond them the ground rose steeply to the top of the mountain. There was rich grazing land immediately above the hut, but then came a mass of tangled undergrowth, leading to bare and rugged peaks.


Uncle Alp had made a wooden seat and fixed it to the side of the hut looking over the valley. Here he was sitting peacefully, with his pipe in his mouth and his hands on his knees as the little party approached. Peter and Heidi ran ahead of Detie for the last part of the way, and Heidi was actually the first to reach the old man. She went straight up to him and held out her hand. “Hallo, Grandfather,” she said.


“Hey, what’s that?” he exclaimed gruffly, staring searchingly at her as he took her hand. She stared back, fascinated by the strange-looking old man, with his long beard and bushy gray eyebrows. Meanwhile Detie came towards them, while Peter stood watching to see what would happen.


“Good morning, Uncle,” said Detie. “I’ve brought you Tobias’s daughter. I don’t suppose you recognize her as you haven’t seen her since she was a year old.”


“Why have you brought her here?” he demanded roughly. “And you be off with your goats,” he added to Peter. “You’re late, and don’t forget mine.” The old man gave him such a look that Peter disappeared at once.


“She’s come to stay with you, Uncle,” Detie told him, coming straight to the point. “I’ve done all I can for her these four years. Now it’s your turn.”


“My turn, is it?” snapped the old man, glaring at her. “And when she starts to cry and fret for you, as she’s sure to do, what am I supposed to do then?”


“That’s your affair,” retorted Detie. “Nobody told me how to set about it when she was left on my hands, a baby barely a year old. Goodness knows I had enough to do already, looking after Mother and myself. But now I’ve got to go away to a job. You’re the child’s nearest relative. If you can’t have her here, do what you like with her. But you’ll have to answer for it if she comes to any harm, and I shouldn’t think you’d want anything more on your conscience.”


Detie was really far from easy in her mind about what she was doing, which was why she spoke so disagreeably, and she had already said more than she meant to.


The old man got up at her last words. She was quite frightened by the way he looked at her, and took a few steps backward.


“Go back where you came from and don’t come here again in a hurry,’ he said angrily, raising his arm.


Detie didn’t wait to be told twice. “Good-bye, then,” she said quickly. “Goodbye, Heidi,” and she ran off down the mountain, not stopping till she came to Dörfli. Here even more people called out to her than before, wanting to know what she had done with the child, whom they all knew.


“Where’s Heidi? What have you done with Heidi?” they cried from their doorways and windows.


Detie replied, more reluctantly each time, “She’s up at Uncle Alp’s. Yes, that’s what I said. She’s with Uncle Alp.” It made her uneasy to hear the women call back to her, from all sides, “How could you do it, Detie!” “Poor little mite!” “Fancy leaving that helpless little creature up there with that man!” Detie was thankful when she was out of earshot. She did not want to think about what she had done, for when her mother was dying, she had made Detie promise to look after the child. She comforted herself with the thought that she would be better able to do so if she took this job where she could earn good money, and hurried away as fast as she could from all those people who would try to make her change her mind.
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AT GRANDFATHER’S


As soon as Detie had disappeared, the old man sat down again on the bench. He stared at the ground in silence, blowing great clouds of smoke from his pipe, while Heidi explored her new surroundings with delight. She went up to the goat stall which was built on to the side of the hut, but found it empty. Then she went round to the back and stood for a while listening to the noise the wind made whistling through the branches of the old fir trees. Presently it died down, and she came back to the front of the hut, where she found her grandfather still sitting in the same position. As she stood watching him, hands behind her back, he looked up and said, “What do you want to do now?”


“I want to see what is inside the hut,” she answered.


“Come on, then,” he said, and he got up and led the way indoors. “Bring the bundle of clothes in with you,” he added.


“I shan’t want them anymore,” she declared.


The old man turned and looked sharply at her, and saw her black eyes shining with anticipation. “She’s no fool,” he muttered to himself, and added aloud, “Why’s that?”


“I want to be able to run about like the goats do.”


“Well, so you can,” said her grandfather, “but bring the things inside all the same. They can go in the cupboard.”


Heidi picked up the bundle and followed the old man into a biggish room which was the whole extent of his living quarters. She saw a table and a chair, and his bed over in one corner. Opposite that was a stove, over which a big pot was hanging. There was a door in one wall which the old man opened, and she saw it was a large cupboard with his clothes hanging in it. There were shelves in it too. One held his shirts, socks, and handkerchiefs, another plates, cups, and glasses, while on the top one were a round loaf, some smoked meat, and some cheese. Here, in fact, were all the old man’s possessions. Heidi went inside the open cupboard and pushed her bundle right away to the back so that it would not easily be seen again.


“Where shall I sleep, Grandfather?” she asked next.


“Where you like,” he replied.


This answer pleased Heidi, and as she was looking round the room for a good place she noticed a ladder propped against the wall near her grandfather’s bed. She climbed up it at once and found herself in a hayloft. A pile of fresh, sweet-smelling hay lay there, and there was a round hole in the wall of the loft, through which she could see right down the valley.


“I shall sleep up here,” she called down. “It’s a splendid place. Just come and see, Grandfather.”


“I know it well,” he called back.


“I’m going to make my bed now,” she went on, “but you’ll have to come up and bring me a sheet to lie on.”


“All right,” said her grandfather, and he went to the cupboard and searched among his belongings until he found a piece of coarse cloth, which he carried up to her. He found she had already made herself a sort of mattress and pillow of the hay, and had placed them so that she would be able to look through the hole in the wall when she was in bed.


“That’s right,” said the old man, “but it needs to be thicker than that,” and he spread a lot more hay over hers so that she would not feel the hard floor through it. The thick cloth which he had brought for a sheet was so heavy that she could hardly lift it by herself, but its thickness made it a good protection against the prickly hay stalks. Together they spread it out, and Heidi tucked the ends under her “mattress’ to make it all neat and comfortable. Then she looked at her bed thoughtfully for a moment, and said, “We’ve forgotten something, Grandfather.”


“What’s that?” he asked.


“A blanket to cover it, so that I can creep under it when I go to bed.”


“That’s what you think, is it? Suppose I haven’t got one?”


“Oh, well then, it doesn’t matter,” said Heidi, “I can easily cover myself with hay,” and she was just going to fetch some more when her grandfather stopped her. “Wait a bit,” he said, and he went down the ladder, and took from his own bed a great sack made of heavy linen which he brought up to the loft.


“There, isn’t that better than hay?” he asked, as they put it over the bed. Heidi was delighted with the result.


“That’s a wonderful blanket, and my whole bed’s lovely. I wish it was bedtime now so that I could get in it.”


“I think we might have something to eat first, don’t you?” said her grandfather. Heidi had forgotten everything else in her excitement over the bed, but at the mention of food, she realized how hungry she was, as she had eaten nothing all day except a piece of bread and a cup of weak coffee before setting out on her long journey. So she replied eagerly, “Oh, yes.”


“Well then, if we are agreed, let us go and see about a meal,” and he followed Heidi down the ladder. He went to the stove, lifted the big pot off the chain and put a smaller one in its place, then sat himself down on a three-legged stool and blew up the fire with the bellows till it was red and glowing. As the pot began to sing, he put a large piece of cheese on a toasting fork and moved it to and fro in front of the fire until it became golden yellow all over. At first Heidi just stood and watched with great interest, then she thought of something else and ran to the cupboard. When her grandfather brought the steaming pot and the toasted cheese to the table, he found it was laid with two plates, two knives, and the round loaf. Heidi had noticed these things in the cupboard and knew they would be needed for the meal.
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With a foreword by Newbery Honor author Eloise McGraw





