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1
UP THE MOUNTAIN

One June morning, a small girl climbed a path with her aunt. The path rose up through the Alps, the mountains of Switzerland.

The child’s cheeks were red. The sun was hot, and she wore two dresses. A large red scarf wound round her as well. It was easier to wear the clothes than to carry them.

Halfway up the mountain, the woman and child came to a village. The people of Dorfli looked at them, curious.

“Wait! Detie!” one woman called to the aunt. “I’ll come with you.”

The girl sat down on the ground to wait.

“Tired, Heidi?” Detie asked.

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

“Just keep going,” her aunt said. “We’ll be there before long.”

Detie was taking Heidi all the way up the mountain. The little girl was an orphan. She’d been living with Detie since her parents died. But now Detie had a new job in Germany. Heidi was going to live with her grandfather.

Detie explained it all to the village woman when she joined them. “What?” said the woman. Her voice rose in surprise. “The girl will stay with Uncle Alp on the mountain?”

Everyone called Heidi’s grandfather Uncle Alp, because he hardly ever came down the mountain. When he did, he scowled at the villagers. He held a great big walking stick. And he looked so wild.

The two women started to walk. Heidi trailed behind.

“You must be crazy!” the village woman whispered. “Everyone is afraid of Uncle Alp. He wants nothing to do with anyone!”

“He hasn’t always been that way,” Detie said.

Heidi didn’t remember her grandfather any way at all. But when Uncle Alp was young, he had a great farm. Things were going fine, until he fell in with bad friends. He gambled and lost the land. Then he disappeared. Years later, he came back. He was raising a son alone and wanted help.

The villagers didn’t trust him. But they liked the boy, Tobias. Tobias married Detie’s sister, Adelheid. They settled down, and soon Heidi was born. Only two years later, Tobias was killed while building a house. Adelheid was so shocked that she died a few weeks after.

People blamed the old man. It was punishment for bad deeds, they said. That made him angry. He stopped talking and stayed on the mountain from that day on.

“Uncle Alp has to take Heidi!” Detie told the woman. “He is her grandfather! And I can’t take her with me!”

As the women talked, Heidi fell farther and farther behind. The path twisted up the mountainside in a zigzag. She couldn’t see Detie anymore, but she wasn’t afraid. Heidi was only five, but she could already take care of herself.

A boy came up beside her. Peter, the goatherd, was climbing too. Heidi was glad for the company. She scrambled after him. But she was so bundled up! It made climbing hot, hard work.
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Heidi didn’t complain. Still, she thought Peter was very lucky. He wore comfortable clothes, and his feet were bare. He could step lightly over stones and bushes.

Suddenly, Heidi sat down. She pulled off her boots and stockings. She unwound the thick red scarf. Then she took off both dresses. Now she stood in nothing but a thin slip. Waving her bare arms, she smiled in delight.

Heidi placed her clothes in a neat pile. She felt so much happier! Free as air! She danced off to catch up with Peter.

“How many goats do you tend? Where do you take them? What do you do when you get there?” Heidi asked so many questions! She was curious about everything.

The climb was going quickly now. Soon they reached a hut midway between Dorfli and Uncle Alp’s home.

This was Peter’s house. It was small, brown, and run-down. It looked as if a strong wind would blow it over.

Peter was eleven, and spent very little time at home. But his mother and his grandmother rarely went out.

The village woman said good-bye to Detie and went into the hut to visit Grannie. Detie stopped as well, looking for Heidi.

“What a sight you are, Heidi!” Detie called in a shrill voice. “What have you done with your dresses? And your scarf? Where have you left all your clothes?”

Heidi pointed calmly down the mountain. “There they are,” she said.

“Why on earth did you do that?” Detie asked.

“I didn’t need them,” Heidi told her. She nodded, thinking that explained it all.

“Peter, run back and get the clothes for me,” Detie said. “And be quick about it. Don’t just stand there!”

Peter stood with his hands in his pockets.

Finally, Detie said, “Look, here’s something for you.” She held out a bright new coin.

Peter dashed off, and was back with the clothes in no time. He tucked the coin away, smiling. Such riches didn’t often come his way.

“Now carry the things up to Uncle’s for me,” Detie said.

It took another hour to reach Uncle Alp’s hut. The little house looked out on a green valley. Three big fir trees stood behind it. Beyond the trees, mountaintops sparkled with snow.

Uncle Alp sat on a bench outside the hut. He had a pipe in his mouth and his hands on his knees. Heidi ran ahead of the others and went straight to him.
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“Hallo, Grandfather,” she said. And she held out her hand.

“Hey, what’s that?” Uncle Alp stared at Heidi. Then he took her hand.

Heidi stared back. Her grandfather had a long beard and bushy gray eyebrows. She was fascinated!

“Here is Tobias’s daughter,” Detie told him. She came toward Heidi, with Peter right behind.

“Why have you brought her here?” Uncle Alp demanded. He turned to Peter. “And you, be off! Take your goats! And don’t forget mine! You’re already late.”

The old man gave him such a look. Peter disappeared at once.

“Heidi has come to stay with you,” Detie went on. She kept talking, explaining about her job.

The old man got up. Detie stepped back, frightened. But he only waved her away. “My turn, is it? Then go back where you came from. And don’t come here again!”

“Good-bye, Heidi,” Detie said quickly. She felt bad for the girl. How would Uncle Alp care for her? Still, she ran down the mountain, leaving Heidi behind.
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