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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 mid-winter. 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, half way 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 round about.

			‘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 grey
				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 rumours, 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 neighbours. 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.
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			‘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 neighbours
				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 any more.
				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 first-rate
				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 half way up
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AUTHOR FILE


NAME: Johanna Louise Spyri

BORN: 12 June 1827

DIED: 7 July 1901

NATIONALITY: Swiss (Heidi was
originally written in German)

LIVED: mainly in the city of Zurich,
Switzerland

MARRIED: to Johann Bernhard Spyri, in
1852

CHILDREN: one son, Bernhard
Diethelm



What was she like?



Johanna is one of the most famous children’s
writers in the world but little is known of her life. Once, when she was asked to write her
autobiography, she replied with the words: ‘The external path of my life is very simple, and
there is nothing special to be mentioned. My inner life was full of storms, but who can describe
it?’



Where did she grow up?



Hirzel, a small village with beautiful views in the
mountains of Switzerland. Johanna’s parents were quite well-off, so she and her five brothers
and sisters had comfortable lives. There were lots of books and music in their house, and friends
and relatives often came to visit. Johanna didn’t leave home properly until she got married
when she was twenty-five, although she went away to school for a while when she was a teenager.

One thing Johanna didn’t do when she was young
was write much, although she read a lot. Her first
book wasn’t published until she was over forty years old.



What did she do apart from writing books?



She gave a lot of her time and money to charities,
and loved travelling, music and discussing books, art, music and politics with other people.

 Johanna often struggled to be happy. Although she
lived in Zurich for most of her adult life, like Heidi she sometimes found city life difficult. This
is probably one of the ‘storms’ she spoke of, as was her experience of losing and then
finding her faith again.


Where did she get the idea for Heidi?


Dörfli isn’t based on Johanna’s home
village, but on a different part of Switzerland where she spent many family holidays. Mayenfeld,
Ragaz, Prättigau and Domleschg are all real places. Heidi’s homesickness in Frankfurt,
however, is probably based on Johanna’s own experiences of leaving her country home.


What did people think of Heidi when it was first published?


Heidi was first published in two parts, the
first in 1880 and the second in 1881. Johanna was over fifty, and although her previous books
(mainly for adults) had been quite successful, nothing had prepared her for people’s reaction
to Heidi. Within five years the book had been translated into English, and it soon became
famous all over the world.




What other books did she write?



Johanna wrote over twenty-five books, but today only
Heidi is well known. Two books she didn’t write are the two sequels to
Heidi – Heidi Grows Up and Heidi’s Children. These were written by
her original English translator, Charles Tritten.






WHO‘S WHO IN HEIDI


 


MAIN CHARACTERS


Heidi (christened
Adelheid) – at the beginning of the story, Heidi is about five years old, and by the end ten or
eleven. Heidi is free-spirited, bright, brave and sympathizes with anyone suffering or in
trouble.

Tobias and Adelheid –
Heidi’s dead parents.

Detie – Heidi’s
twenty-six-year-old aunt. When her parents died, Heidi was left in Detie and Detie’s
mother’s care. Detie isn’t bad, exactly, but she is selfish, careless of other
people’s feelings and ready to lie to get her own way.

Uncle Alp (Grandfather) –
Heidi’s gruff but, at heart, kindly grandfather. In his youth Uncle Alp gambled and drank away
his fortune, and in later life when his son, Tobias, died, many local people claimed it was a
punishment for the sins of Uncle Alp’s youth. His anger at them is why, as the story starts,
he lives alone on the mountain.

Peter – eleven-year-old
local goatherd. Peter has a good heart, but he isn’t very bright. He can be a little selfish,
as well as jealous of Heidi’s friendships with other people.

Bridget – Peter’s
mother.

Grannie – Peter’s blind grandmother. Very
religious, at the start of the book she is suffering so badly from cold, loneliness and fear that
she is finding it hard to be sustained by her faith.

Clara Sesemann – wealthy
twelve-year-old friend of Heidi’s, who lives in Frankfurt. Detie virtually kidnaps Heidi to be
the invalid Clara’s companion – nevertheless, the two girls become firm friends.

Mr Sesemann –
Clara’s father, who loves Clara dearly but is often away on business.

Mrs Sesemann (Grandmamma)
– a firm and kindly old lady, Mrs Sesemann is Mr Sesemann’s mother and Clara’s
grandmother. Following Clara, Heidi calls her ‘Grandmamma’.

Miss Rottenmeier – Mr
Sesemann’s housekeeper – a cold, silly and occasionally cruel woman. Heidi is often in trouble
with Miss Rottenmeier due to her inexperience of the ways of a wealthy family in a big city.

Mr Usher – Clara’s
tutor.

Sebastian and John –
manservants in the Sesemanns’ house. Sebastian is an enemy of Miss Rottenmeier and an
occasional accomplice of Heidi and Clara’s.

Tinette – snooty maid in the Sesemanns’
house, who looks down on Heidi as a country bumpkin.

Dr Classen – a friend of
Mr Sesemann’s and later of Heidi and her grandfather. The great grief in the doctor’s
life is the death of his daughter.

Barbie – a friend of
Detie’s.

Ursula – an old lady in
Dörfli, who used to look after Heidi while Detie was working.



        
            SOME THINGS TO
                    THINK ABOUT …

            What do you think of the character of
                Heidi? What qualities does she have that make her such a powerful force for good in
                the novel – and is she too good to be true?

            In Heidi, what are the
                positive and negative things about living in or near Dörfli, and living in
                Frankfurt? What does Heidi learn from her trip to Frankfurt?

            What did you think of Heidi’s
                grandfather at the start of Heidi? How and why does he change during the
                book?

            Who do you think are the baddies? What
                makes you think these characters are bad?

            Heidi is famous for Johanna
                Spyri’s descriptions of the mountain landscape. Find a descriptive passage you
                like (for example, when Heidi goes out with Peter and the goats for the first time),
                and look at the words Johanna Spyri uses. What kinds of positive words does she use,
                and how? Are there any negative words, and if so, how do these affect the
                description?

        
    
        
            SOME THINGS TO
                    DO …

            There are many film and TV adaptations
                of Heidi. Watch one of them and compare it to the original book. Which do
                you prefer, and why?

            Beat Johanna Spyri at her own game!
                Write a beautiful description of a natural place you’ve been to, a sunset, or
                a plant or animal you’ve seen.

            Choose a scene from the novel and adapt
                it into a playscript – then act it out!

            Heidi’s visits and presents light
                up blind Grannie’s life. Think of a grown-up (a parent, relative, friend or
                neighbour) you could surprise with a gift or do something nice for – and make it
                happen.

            Imagine you are working on the
                soundtrack for a new film of Heidi. How would you want the music for the
                mountain scenes to be different to the scenes set in Frankfurt? Find some songs or
                instrumental music you think would work well on the soundtrack for each place.

            Imagine that you and your family are
                moving house – to a hut like Uncle Alp’s! You’re going to live there for
                a year. There’s clean water and plenty of wood, but no electricity, and the
                nearest shop (which only sells basic supplies) is two hours’ walk away. Make a list of everything
                you’d need to take to keep you alive, comfortable and entertained – but
                remember, whatever you take you’ve got to carry it up the mountain with you,
                so pack light!

        
    



MOUNTAINS UNDER THREAT


Lots of things in Switzerland are better now than
they were in Johanna Spyri’s day. People have better medical care, cleaner water and more
effective sanitation. They’re richer, and they live longer.

 One thing, however, that isn’t
better is the mountain environment Heidi is set in. The fresh air in the mountains is less
fresh today, and the vast expanses of grass, flowers, rocks and snow are less vast, less clean and
less empty. And it’s not just Switzerland (which actually looks after its mountains better
than most countries). Mountain areas are in danger all over the world. Read on to find out
what’s threatening them – and what you can do to help.


THE THREATS


 

*  Air pollution – our cars,
factories and power stations release soot and poisonous gases into the atmosphere. Air pollution
causes health problems, and because mountain valleys often trap pollution, people living there are
particularly at risk.

*  Acid rain – air pollution
also causes acid rain. Gases such as sulphur dioxide combine with water in the clouds to make deadly
acids, which may be carried hundreds of miles before falling in the mountains as acid rain and
harming trees, plants and wildlife.

*
 Litter – people have always dropped litter, but today the problem is more serious.
There are more of us polluting the world, and many modern materials (such as plastic bottles)
don’t decompose naturally.

* Mining and quarrying –
many mining and quarrying companies who extract useful rocks and minerals from mountains are careful
to protect the environment – unfortunately, some are not.

*  Tourism – people visiting
mountains provide local people with jobs and create reasons to protect natural areas. However,
tourists can badly damage mountain environments unless they respect the places they visit, and
unless good laws are in place to prevent unscrupulous people from building hotels, restaurants and
car parks wherever they like.

*  Climate change – the
world is getting warmer. Temperatures rose on average by 0.6°C (1°F) between 1900 and 2000, and
today most scientists agree this warming is due to the greenhouse effect. In the mountains, glaciers
are melting, snow is falling less often and less heavily, and animals and plants adapted to cold
mountain conditions are struggling to survive.


SIX THINGS YOU CAN
DO


 

1. Save energy. Turn off anything (such as
lights, TV or computer) if you’re not actually using it.

2. Don’t be lazy! If it’s safe to
do so, walk, cycle or take a bus, rather than asking
your parents to take you in the car.

3. If you visit a mountain area (or any
natural place), stay on the path so you don’t damage plants and erode the soil, and
don’t disturb or feed wild animals.

4. Don’t drop litter – in a mountain
area or anywhere else.

5. When you’re shopping, use your own
bag instead of a plastic one from the shop.

6. Companies care what people say about them.
If you hear about a company damaging a mountain environment, write to its president and tell them
what you think.



        
            
                
                Q & A: SWITZERLAND
            

            
                
                    Where is Switzerland exactly?
                
            

            Switzerland is a small country situated
                in the middle of Europe, with many mountains but no coastline. Switzerland has
                remained a mostly independent, neutral republic for hundreds of years.

             Because French, German and Italian are
                all spoken in Switzerland, its official name is actually in Latin –
                    Confoederatio Helvetica – to avoid offending anyone. That’s why
                Swiss internet addresses end ‘.ch’.

            
                
                    What does it mean to be a ‘neutral’ country?
                
            

            It means that Switzerland won’t
                attack other countries, but also that it won’t intervene to help another
                country or people, even if, for example, that country is a small, innocent one being
                attacked unfairly. Switzerland was neutral in the Second World War, and many people
                think it was wrong of Swiss banks to allow Nazis to open bank accounts and deposit
                millions of dollars – some of it stolen from Jewish Holocaust victims.

            
                Is Switzerland as beautiful as it sounds in
                    Heidi?
            

            Yes! The Swiss Alps are famous all over
                the world (not least for their association with Heidi!). The Swiss people
                are very proud of their country, and look after it carefully – they have many laws
                designed to protect the environment.

        
    
		
			
				
				CHEESY SCIENCE!
			

			Uncle Alp makes his own cheese from goats’
				milk. But how exactly does liquid milk become solid cheese? Here are the basics of the science
				of cheese:

			* If you looked at fresh milk under a
				powerful microscope, you’d see large drops of fat and smaller pieces of protein, floating
				in a sea of sugary water.

			* Although the protein pieces are
				naturally attracted to each other, a substance coating the outside of each piece prevents them
				from joining up. The secret of making cheese is to destroy this substance, allowing the pieces
				of protein to join up.

			* Cheese-makers kick-start the necessary
				chemical reaction by adding an enzyme. Traditionally, this enzyme comes from a dried piece of
				calf ’s stomach (called rennet), which is added to the milk. Today, there’s also
				vegetarian rennet.

			* Cheese-makers also add a weak acid,
				usually produced by special bacteria added to the milk, as this helps the enzyme to work.

			* It takes several hours for the proteins
				to join up and set the milk into a gel.

			* This gel has lots of sugary water in it,
				but if the gel is squeezed, pressed or just allowed to drain, the water comes out, leaving a
				solid (the curds, containing most of the protein and fat), which looks a lot like cheese.

			* The type of cheese you get is determined by what happens next.
				There are many options, all producing different flavours and textures. Curds can be stretched,
				washed, heated, pressed and deliberately allowed to go mouldy. ‘Fresh’ cheeses (such
				as cottage cheese or mozzarella) are eaten soon after they’re made, while
				‘aged’ cheeses (such as brie, cheddar or Monterey Jack) have to mature for days,
				weeks or even years.
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				Turn the page for an extract from
A Little Princess by Frances Hodgson Burnett,
in which wealthy Sara Crewe tries to
settle in and make friends at boarding school
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Frances Hodgson Burnett

A LITTLE PRINCESS

A French Lesson

When Sara entered the schoolroom the next morning
everybody looked at her with wide, interested eyes. By that time every pupil – from Lavinia Herbert,
who was nearly thirteen and felt quite grown up, to Lottie Legh, who was only just four and the baby
of the school – had heard a great deal about her. They knew very certainly that she was Miss
Minchin’s show pupil and was considered a credit to the establishment. One or two of them had
even caught a glimpse of her French maid, Mariette, who had arrived the evening before. Lavinia had
managed to pass Sara’s room when the door was open, and had seen Mariette opening a box which
had arrived late from some ship.

‘It was full of petticoats with lace frills on
them – frills and frills,’ she whispered to her friend Jessie as she bent over her geography.
‘I saw her shaking them out. I heard Miss Minchin say to Miss Amelia that her clothes were so
grand that they were ridiculous for a child. My mamma says that children should be dressed simply.
She has got one of those petticoats on now. I saw it when she sat down.’

 ‘She has silk
stockings on!’ whispered Jessie, bending over her geography also. ‘And what little feet!
I never saw such little feet.’

‘Oh,’ sniffed Lavinia spitefully,
‘that is the way her slippers are made. My mamma says that even big feet can be made to look
small if you have a clever shoemaker. I don’t think she is pretty at all. Her eyes are such a
queer colour.’

‘She isn’t pretty as other pretty people
are,’ said Jessie, stealing a glance across the room, ‘but she makes you want to look at
her again. She has tremendously long eyelashes, but her eyes are almost green.’

Sara was sitting quietly in her seat, waiting to be
told what to do. She had been placed near Miss Minchin’s desk. She was not abashed at all by
the many pairs of eyes watching her. She was interested, and looked back quietly at the children who
looked at her. She wondered what they were thinking of, and if they liked Miss Minchin, and if they
cared for their lessons, and if any of them had a papa at all like her own. She had had a long talk
with Emily about her papa that morning.

‘He is on the sea now, Emily,’ she had
said. ‘We must be very great friends to each other and tell each other things. Emily, look at
me. You have the nicest eyes I ever saw – but I wish you could speak.’

She was a child full of imaginings and whimsical
thoughts, and one of her fancies was that there would be a great deal of comfort in even pretending
that Emily was alive and really heard and understood.
After Mariette had dressed her in her dark-blue schoolroom frock and tied her hair with a dark-blue
ribbon, she went to Emily who sat in a chair of her own, and gave her a book.

‘You can read that while I am
downstairs,’ she said; and seeing Mariette looking at her curiously, she spoke to her with a
serious little face.

‘What I believe about dolls,’ she said,
‘is that they can do things they will not let us know about. Perhaps, really, Emily can read
and talk and walk, but she will only do it when people are out of the room. That is her secret. You
see, if people knew that dolls could do things, they would make them work. So, perhaps, they have
promised each other to keep it a secret. If you stay in the room, Emily will just sit there and
stare; but if you go out, she will begin to read, perhaps, or go and look out of the window. Then if
she heard either of us coming, she would just run back and jump into her chair and pretend she had
been there all the time.’

‘Comme elle est drôle!’
Mariette said to herself; and when she went downstairs she told the head housemaid about it. But she
had already begun to like this odd little girl who had such an intelligent small face and such
perfect manners. She had taken care of children before who were not so polite. Sara was a very fine
little person, and had a gentle, appreciative way of saying: ‘If you please, Mariette,’
‘Thank you, Mariette,’ which was very charming. Mariette told the head housemaid that she thanked her as if she was
thanking a lady.

‘Elle a l’air d’une princesse,
cette petite,’ she said. Indeed, she was very much pleased with her new little mistress
and liked her place greatly.

After Sara had sat in her seat in the schoolroom for
a few minutes, being looked at by the pupils, Miss Minchin rapped in a dignified manner upon her
desk.

‘Young ladies,’ she said, ‘I wish
to introduce you to your new companion.’ All the little girls rose in their places, and Sara
rose also. ‘I shall expect you all to be very agreeable to Miss Crewe; she has just come to us
from a great distance – in fact, from India. As soon as lessons are over you must make each
other’s acquaintance.’

The pupils bowed ceremoniously, and Sara made a
little courtesy, and then they sat down and looked at each other again.

‘Sara,’ said Miss Minchin in her
schoolroom manner, ‘come here to me.’

She had taken a book from the desk and was turning
over its leaves. Sara went to her politely.

‘As your papa has engaged a French maid for
you,’ she began, ‘I conclude that he wishes you to make a special study of the French
language.’

Sara felt a little awkward.

‘I think he engaged her,’ she said,
‘because he – he thought I would like her, Miss Minchin.’
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‘I am afraid,’ said Miss Minchin, with a
slightly sour smile, ‘that you have been a very spoiled little girl and always imagine that
things are done because you like them. My impression is that your papa wished you to learn
French.’

If Sara had been older or less punctilious about
being quite polite to people, she could have explained herself in a very few words. But, as it was,
she felt a flush rising on her cheeks. Miss Minchin was a very severe and imposing person, and she seemed so absolutely sure that Sara knew
nothing whatever of French that she felt as if it would be almost rude to correct her. The truth was
that Sara could not remember the time when she had not seemed to know French. Her father had often
spoken it to her when she had been a baby. Her mother had been a Frenchwoman, and Captain Crewe had
loved her language, so it happened that Sara had always heard and been familiar with it.

‘I – I have never really learned French, but –
but –’ she began, trying shyly to make herself clear.

One of Miss Minchin’s chief secret annoyances
was that she did not speak French herself, and was desirous of concealing the irritating fact. She,
therefore, had no intention of discussing the matter and laying herself open to innocent questioning
by a new little pupil.

‘That is enough,’ she said with polite
tartness. ‘If you have not learned, you must begin at once. The French master, Monsieur
Dufarge, will be here in a few minutes. Take this book and look at it until he arrives.’

Sara’s cheeks felt warm. She went back to her
seat and opened the book. She looked at the first page with a grave face. She knew it would be rude
to smile, and she was very determined not to be rude. But it was very odd to find herself expected
to study a page which told her that ‘le père’ meant ‘the father’,
and ‘la mère’ meant ‘the mother’.

Miss Minchin glanced toward her scrutinizingly.

 ‘You look rather
cross, Sara,’ she said. ‘I am sorry you do not like the idea of learning
French.’

‘I am very fond of it,’ answered Sara,
thinking she would try again; ‘but –’

‘You must not say “but” when you
are told to do things,’ said Miss Minchin. ‘Look at your book again.’

And Sara did so, and did not smile, even when she
found that ‘le fils’ meant ‘the son’, and ‘le
frère’ meant ‘the brother’.

‘When Monsier Dufarge comes,’ she
thought, ‘I can make him understand.’

Monsieur Dufarge arrived very shortly afterward. He
was a very nice, intelligent, middle-aged Frenchman, and he looked interested when his eyes fell
upon Sara trying politely to seem absorbed in her little book of phrases.

‘Is this a new pupil for me, madame?’ he
said to Miss Minchin. ‘I hope that is my good fortune.’

‘Her papa – Captain Crewe – is very anxious
that she should begin the language. But I am afraid she has a childish prejudice against it. She
does not seem to wish to learn,’ said Miss Minchin.

‘I am sorry of that, mademoiselle,’ he
said kindly to Sara. ‘Perhaps, when we begin to study together, I may show you that it is a
charming tongue.’

Little Sara rose in her seat. She was beginning to
feel rather desperate, as if she were almost in disgrace. She looked up into Monsieur
Dufarge’s face with her big, green-grey eyes,
and they were quite innocently appealing. She knew that he would understand as soon as she spoke.
She began to explain quite simply in pretty and fluent French. Madame had not understood. She had
not learned French exactly – not out of books – but her papa and other people had always spoken it
to her, and she had read it and written it as she had read and written English. Her papa loved it,
and she loved it because he did. Her dear mamma, who had died when she was born, had been French.
She would be glad to learn anything monsieur would teach her, but what she had tried to explain to
madame was that she already knew the words in this book – and she held out the little book of
phrases.

When she began to speak Miss Minchin started quite
violently and sat staring at her over her eyeglasses, almost indignantly, until she had finished.
Monsieur Dufarge began to smile, and his smile was one of great pleasure. To hear this pretty
childish voice speaking his own language so simply and charmingly made him feel almost as if he were
in his native land – which in dark, foggy days in London sometimes seemed worlds away. When she had
finished, he took the phrase-book from her, with a look almost affectionate. But he spoke to Miss
Minchin.

‘Ah, madame,’ he said, ‘there is
not much I can teach her. She has not learned French; she is French. Her accent is
exquisite.’

 ‘You ought to have
told me,’ exclaimed Miss Minchin, much mortified, turning on Sara.

‘I – I tried,’ said Sara. ‘I – I
suppose I did not begin right.’

Miss Minchin knew she had tried, and that it had not
been her fault that she was not allowed to explain. And when she saw that the pupils had been
listening, and that Lavinia and Jessie were giggling behind their French grammars, she felt
infuriated.

‘Silence, young ladies!’ she said
severely, rapping upon the desk. ‘Silence at once!’

And she began from that minute to feel rather a
grudge against her show pupil.
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