SIGNATURE CLASSICS

JOHANNA
SPYRI

Translated by Helen R. Dole

union
square
kids
NEW YORK


https://www.libris.ro/heidi-johanna-spyri-BRT9781454945666--p28780717.html

PART I: HEIDI’S YEARS OF LEARNING AND TRAVEL

1.

Ll

v e N oW

10.
11.

12.
13.
14.

CONTENTS

The AIM-UNCLE..ccuiiiiiieci ittt seeesectsssesressesesesesesssesssenas
At the Grandfather’s it

In the Pastureusmiaumammmaiasrmmiassiimaam i 32

At the GrandmoOther’s .o ieeeeeessserreceseeeessseseesesssenes

Two Visits and Their Consequences.........wceeereeeeasseneenes

A New Chapter and Entirely New Scenes ... 71

Fraulein Rottenmeier Has an Uncomfortable Day

Disturbances in the Sesemann HousSe......coceevvoveveeeeveeeeneeennn 95

The Master of the House Hears of Strange Doings

A GrandmaImma .o.eeeeeeereeerssriessssseresssssseresssssessssnsssesseessesees

Heidi Improves in Some Respects, and in Others
GIOWS WOISE..uvirisiintessaessissesesssssse s ssas s sseaes

The Sesemann House is Haunted ......ooevveevereeevsrreerenssnens

Up the Alm on a Summer EVening ......ccooueevvcvmrneerresiens

Sunday When the Church Bells Ring........ccccvvnnnae

ParT II: HEIDI MAKES USE OF WHAT SHE HAS LEARNED ........

1.
2.

Preparations for a JOUINeY.....c.cvvmniccimiccnnsnsmccsnsineinns

A GUESt ON the AIM ..ceiiieirsieeeccsieeensessreeeesessesaesssesessssnes

175
177
184



8 <=’ CONTENTS

T @703 1 V- Yo ) F:X 5 103 VOO oSO SRE
The Winter in DOrfli......cc.ocvreecicnrininnisnnsesssesecannse
The Winter Still CONtinues.......c...curevmveirirerercnssiesnssseineanens
Distant Friends are Heard From......cccooieccniiininsciisininnes
What Further Happened on the Mountain........cceeeeeence

Something Unexpected Happens ........c.coorueemiersercussencinns

R A

Parting to Meet Again ..o

Questions for DISCUSSION ....c.cveinimusrisiessissinisississsisssssssasisns

ADOUL LHE ALIHOT <coeoeeeeeeeeesiiv e eerivsaesresseesessnsessssessssssesasassanes

194
205
217
226
244
254
269

293

PARTI

HEIDI’S YEARS OF
LEARNING AND TRAVEL



1
THE ALM-UNCLE

FROM THE PLEASANTLY SITUATED OLD TOWN OF MAYENFELD A
tootpath leads up through shady green meadows to the foot of the
mountains, which, as they gaze down on the valley, present a solemn
and majestic aspect. Any one who follows it will soon catch the
pungent fragrance of grassy pasture lands, for the footpath goes up
straight and steep to the Alps.

One bright, sunny June morning, a tall, sturdy looking girl,
evidently a native of the mountains, might have been seen climbing
this narrow path. She led by the hand a little maiden, whose cheeks
glowed as if a ruddy flame were under her dark brown skin. And
what wonder? In spite of the hot June sun, the child was bundled
up as if for protection against the keenest cold. She could not have
been tive years old, but it was impossible to tell anything about her
natural figure, for she wore two or three dresses, one over the other,
and a big red cotton handkerchief around her neck; her feet were
lost in heavy hobnailed shoes, and the little thing was quite formless
as she made her hot and laborious way up the mountain.

At the end of an hour of steady climbing the two girls came to
the hamlet that lies halfway up the Alm, and is called Im Dérfli, or
the Little Village. Here they were greeted from almost every cottage,
and by every one in the street, for the older of the two girls had

reached her home. Nevertheless, she made no pause but hurried on,
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answering all questions and greetings as she went. At the very end
of the hamlet, as she was passing the last of the scattered cottages,
a voice from the doorway cried:

“Wait a moment, Dete, I'll go with you, if you are bound up the
mountain.”

The girl addressed stopped; immediately the child withdrew her
hand and sat down on the ground.

“Are you tired, Heidi?” asked her companion.

“No, [ am hot,” replied the little girl.

“We are almost there,” said her companion, encouragingly.
“You must put out all the strength you have for a little while longer;
it won’t take us more than an hour.”

Just then a large, pleasant-looking woman came out of the
cottage and joined them. The little girl jumped to her feet and
followed the two women, who had instantly fallen into a lively
conversation regarding all the inhabitants of the hamlet and of the
neighborhood.

“But really, Dete, where are you taking the child?” asked the
newcomer. “It is your sister’s little girl, isn’t it, —the orphan?”

“Yes, it is,” replied the other, “I am taking her up to her
grandfather; she will have to stay there.”

“What! the little girl is going to live with the Alm-Uncle? You
must have lost your senses, Dete! How can you think of doing such
a thing? The old man will send you back with such a scheme as that.”

“He can’t do it; he’s her grandfather, and it is time for him to look
out for her; I have had her till now, and I must tell you, Barbel, that I
could not think of letting her hinder me from taking such a place as
I have just had offered me. Her grandfather must do his part now.”

“That’s very well, if he were like other men,” urged the portly
Barbel with some indignation. “But you know what he is. What will
he do with a child—especially with such a young one? He won’t hear

of such a thing—But where are you going?”
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“To Frankfurt,” said Dete. “T have an extra good place there. The
tamily was down at the Baths last summer; I had charge of their
rooms, and they wanted then to take me back with them. I couldn’t
manage it; but they are here again this year, and still want me to go
with them, and I am going; you may be sure of that.”

“I'm glad I'm not in the child’s place!” cried Barbel with a
gesture of repulsion. “Nobody knows what ails the old man up there.
He will have nothing to do with a living soul; from one end of the
year to the other he never sets foot in a church; and if once in a
twelve-month he comes down with his thick staff, every one keeps
out of his way and is afraid of him. With his heavy gray eyebrows
and his tremendous beard he looks like a heathen and a savage, and
people are glad enough not to meet him alone.”

“Nevertheless,” said Dete stubbornly, “he’s her grandfather, and
it’s his business to look after the child; he won’t do her any harm;
if he does, he will have to answer for it, not I.”

“I should like to know,” said Barbel insinuatingly, “I should
really like to know what the old man has on his conscience that
makes him look so fierce and live all alone up there on the Alm and
keep almost hidden from sight. People tell all sorts of stories about
him; of course you must know something about it, Dete; your sister
must have told you; hasn’t she?”

“Of course she has, but I hold my tongue; if he should hear of it,
I should suffer!”

But Barbel had long desired to know the real cause of the Alm-
Uncle’s peculiarities, and why it was that he looked so gloomy and
lived alone by himself on the mountain, and why people always
spoke of him with bated breath, as if they were afraid to be against
him and yet would not say anything in his favor.

Barbel also was ignorant of the reason that all the people in the
village called him the Alm-Uncle, for of course he could not be the

actual uncle of all the inhabitants; but as every one called him so, she
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did the same and never spoke of the old man as anything else than
“Ohi,” which in the dialect of that region means uncle.

Barbel had only recently married into the village; before that her
home had been down in the valley at Prattigau, and she was not
familiar with all the happenings and all the curious characters of the
village and the surrounding region through a long series of years.

Her good friend Dete, on the contrary, was a native of the village
and had lived there till within a year. Then her mother had died and
she had gone down to Ragatz, where the Baths are, and had found a
fine position as chambermaid in a great hotel. She had come from
Ragatz that very morning with the little girl, having had the chance
to ride as far as Mayenfeld on a hay wagon which an acquaintance
of hers was driving home.

Barbel thought that this was a good chance to find out some-
thing, and she was bound not to let it slip. She seized Dete’s arm
confidentially and said:—

“But one can learn the real truth from you instead of the gossip
which is talked; 1 am sure you know the whole story. Come now, just
tell me what is the matter with the old man; has he always been so
feared? Has he always been such a hermit?”

“I can’t tell whether he has always been so or not; I am twenty-
six now, and he is certainly seventy, and of course I never saw him
when he was young; you might know that. If I were certain that he
would never again be seen in all Prattigau, 1 might tell you all sorts of
things about him; my mother was from Domleschg, and so was he.”

“There now, Dete, what do you mean?” exclaimed Barbel, a little
offended. “You need not be so severe on our gossip in Prattigau;
and, besides, I can keep a secret or two if need be. Now tell me; you
shan’t regret it.”

“Well then, I will; but mind you hold your tongue,” said Dete
warningly. Before she began she glanced round to see if the little girl

were not too close at their heels to hear every word that was said.
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"The child was not to be seen; she must have ceased following them
some distance back, but in their lively conversation they had not
noticed it. Dete stood still and gazed all around. There were several
turns in the footpath; nevertheless they could see aimost all the way
down to the village. Not a soul was in sight.

“I see her!” exclaimed Barbel. “There she is! Don’t you see her?”
and she pointed with her finger to a place quite distant from the
path. “She is climbing up the cliffs with the goatherd Peter and his
goats. Why is he so late today with his animals? But it is just as well,
for he can look after the child, and you will be all the better able
to talk with me.”

“Peter needn’t trouble himself to look after her,” remarked Dete;
“she is not dull for a child of five years; she keeps her eyes open and
sees what is going on. I have already noticed that, and it’s a good
thing for her that she does. The old man has nothing to leave her
but his two goats and his mountain hut.”

“And did he once have more?” asked Barbel.

“He? Well, T should say that he did once have more,” replied
Dete warmly; “he used to have the finest farm in Domleschg. He
was the eldest son and had only one brother, who was quiet and
well behaved. But the elder would do nothing but play the fine
gentleman and travel about the country, mixing with bad people
that nobody knew about. He drank and gambled away the whole
property; and so it happened that his father and mother died, one
first and then the other, from sheer grief; and his brother, who was
also reduced to beggary, went away out of mortification, nobody
knew where; and the uncle himself, as he had nothing left but a bad
name, also disappeared——at first no one knew whither, then it was
reported that he had gone with the soldiers to Naples, and after that
nothing more was heard of him for twelve or fifteen years. Then he
suddenly appeared again in Domleschg with a half-grown boy and
tried to find a home for him among his relations. But every door
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was closed to him, and no one wanted to know anything more about
him. This made him very bitter; he said he would never set foot in
Domleschg again, and he came here to Dorfli and lived with the boy.
His wife was probably a Grison woman whom he had come across
down below and soon after lost. He must have had some money
still, for he let the boy Tobias learn the carpenter’s trade; and he
was a steady fellow and well thought of by all the people in Dorfli.
But nobody had confidence in the old man, and it was said that he
had deserted from Naples, that he had got into trouble, that he had
killed somebody, not in war of course, but in some quarrel. But we
recognize the relationship, for my mother’s grandmother was his
grandmother’s first cousin. So we called him Uncle, and as we are
related to almost all the people in Dorfli, on father’s side, they all
call him Uncle, and since he went up on the Alm he has been known
as the Alm-Uncle.”

“But what became of Tobias?” asked Barbel eagerly.

“Wait and T'll tell you. I can’t tell all things in one breath!”
exclaimed Dete. “Tobias was serving his time in Mels, and as soon as
he finished he came home to Dérfli and married my sister Adelheid,
for they had always been fond of each other, and after their marriage
they lived very happily together. But it didn’t last long. Two years
after, while Tobias was working on a new house, a beam fell on him
and killed him. Adelheid’s fright and grief when her husband was
brought home so disfigured threw her into a violent fever, from
which she did not recover. She never was very strong, and was often
in such a condition that it was almost impossible to tell whether she
was asleep or awake. Only two weeks after Tobias’s death Adelheid
too was buried. Then the sad fate of the two was in everybody’s
mouth far and wide, and it was hinted and openly declared that it
was a judgment the uncle deserved for his godless life. It was said to
his face; even the priest admonished him seriously to do penance,
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but he only grew more and more surly and obdurate and no longer
spoke to any one, and every one avoided him.

“Suddenly it was reported that the uncle had gone up on the Alm
and no longer came down at all; since then he has stayed there and
lives at enmity with God and man.

“Mother and I took Adelheid’s little child; she was a year old.
Last summer mother died, and as | wanted to work down at the
Baths, I took her to board with old Ursel up in Pfafferserdorf. I was
able to stay at the Baths all winter. I found plenty of work, because
I could sew and mend; and early in the spring the lady I served last
vear came back from Frankfurt, and she is going to take me home
with her. Day after tomorrow morning we start. It is a good place,
[ can tell you.”

“And now are you going to give the child to the old man up
there? I'm surprised that you should think of such a thing, Dete,”
said Barbel reproachfully.

“What do you mean?” retorted Dete. “I have done my duty by
the child. What else could I do with her now? T don’t think I could
take a child scarcely five years old to Frankfurt. But where are you
going, anyway, Barbel? We are halfway up the Alm now.”

“I have already reached the place where I was going. T want
to speak to the goatherd Peter’s wife. She does spinning for me in
winter. So good-bye, Dete; good luck to you!”

Dete shook her companion’s hand and stood still while Barbel
went into the little, dark brown mountain hut standing a few steps
trom the path in a hollow, where it was somewhat sheltered from the
winds. It was a good thing that it was in a little hollow, for it looked
so dilapidated and decayed that it would have been a dangerous
dwelling when the mighty south wind swept across the mountain,
making everything in the hut, doors and windows, rattle, and all the
worm-eaten rafters tremble and creak. On such days, if the hut had



