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Greta the Goat was grazing on a mountain meadow.  
She was lost and had spent a few days all alone.  
She had no-one with whom she could roam the 
mountain during the day. And nights seemed 
particularly frightening. 



A thick, dark curtain once more covered the sky. Greta felt as if behind 
every rock there lurked all sorts of danger. In the silent night she could 
hear many strange voices that scared her. She bleated: “Heeeey, is there 
anyone out there?” 

resounded in the dark sky. Greta lifted her head and looked around.  
                   Her face brightened up a little. It seemed to her that she 
                        could hear a friendly goat. 

“It’s me. Who are you?” Greta said cautiously. 

came the answer. 
Greta snivelled. “I’m Greta the Goat. I’m lost.”
 

she heard the voice say.

“Who are you?”

“I’m lost,”

“Anyone o
ut there?

”



Not far away, Rabbit was having his dinner. He pricked up his ears. He 
hopped over to the goat and asked: “Why are you sad, goat?”
The goat said: “I’ve lost my herd and now I’m all alone. But one of  
my friends is nearby. I heard her. Will you help me find her?”
Rabbit nodded.

“Listen, listen,” the goat said quickly. “I’ll call her again, it’ll be easier to 
find her.”
 “Where are you?” Greta shouted much more bravely into the night.

she heard.

“Are you?” 



Her shouting caught the attention of Chamois, 
who was just going to bed. “Why are you shouting 
so loud?” he asked her.
“I was alone and I got scared. Luckily Rabbit came. We must 
find my friend the goat. She can’t be far. Will you help us?”
Chamois nodded. “It’s not very pleasant wandering around 
alone at night. We’ll find her together.”
And so they went: Goat, Rabbit and Chamois.



“I’ll call her again. In the dark we can only hear her,” Greta explained. She 
took a deep breath and bleated loudly:
“I’m here. Where are you?”

said the familiar voice.
All this commotion attracted the attention of Ibex, who complained:
“All this shouting! You'll even wake up the rocks.”

 “Come on, Ibex. Join us,” Greta bleated. 
“We’re looking for a lost goat. Help us 

find her.”   
“Alright then,” said Ibex after 

short consideration. 

And so they walked through the night in a line: Goat, then Rabbit, then 
Chamois, then Ibex. Greta soon took another breath and bleated:  
“Can you hear me?”

a goat could be heard bleating a moment later.

“Where are you?” 
“Hea

r me?” 



When they reached the precipice, all the hullabaloo and 
shouting attracted someone else – Eagle.
“What happened? Why are you shouting like that?” he asked.
Greta explained. In order to confirm her story, she bleated as 
loud as she could: “I’m here.”

“Here,
” 

came the reply. 
“We can’t cross the precipice,” Ibex said.
“I’ll search the valley,” said Eagle and flew over their heads, looking 
all around. He could see no-one. No goats. No rabbits. No ibex or 
chamois. 



“Best if I call the goat,” he said to himself. With his croaky voice he 
shouted so that it echoed around the whole valley: 
“Goat, where are you? Shout to us!”

Eagle’s voice could be heard around the mountains.

“Shout to us!” 



At that moment, Greta, Rabbit, Chamois and Ibex suddenly realised.
Greta looked into the distance with sadness:
“I was hoping I wouldn’t be so lonely anymore.”
Rabbit, Chamois and Ibex put their arms around her and said: 
“How could you be lonely? You’ve got many new 
friends.”






