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CHAPTER I
 TERM BEGINS

	It was the beginning of a new term at the Chalet School, and all over the Chalet and its sister house, Le Petit Chalet, sounded a buzz of merry voices, a tapping of heels, and peals of gay laughter. Downstairs in the Staff Room, Mademoiselle Lepâttre, the Head of the School, was busy with such of her Staff as could be spared, discussing time-tables. Upstairs in the dormitories, Matron, with two mistresses, was overseeing the unpacking. In the Prefects’ Room, the head-girl and all the prefects were exchanging holiday experiences in between doing a little work. For many of the prefects were new, and Jo Bettany, the head-girl, was supposed to get duty lists and responsibilities all arranged before the next morning. The first day was always more or less a go-as-you-please day. After that, the Chaletians settled down to ordinary work and play.

	The eight girls who formed the prefect body at the Chalet School were all members of old standing. Joey Bettany, the sister of the co-Head Mrs Russell, Frieda Mensch, Simone Lecoutier, and Sophie Hamel had helped to make up the nucleus of the School when it was first founded nearly five years before. Marie von Eschenau, Bianca di Ferrara, Carla von Flügen, and Vanna di Ricci, the other four, had entered the school in its second term. They were all good friends, having gone up the school side by side, though Vanna di Ricci was rather older than the other seven. Joey was hail-fellow-well-met with most folk; her great friends were Frieda Mensch, Marie von Eschenau, and Simone Lecoutier. Together, they made a strong coterie, for Jo was a leader in the best sense of the word; Frieda possessed—if the Staff is to be believed—most of the common sense of the quartette; Simone was a clever, hard-working girl, whose chief weakness was a romantic affection for Jo which had survived nearly five years of teasing; and Marie, in addition to being Games prefect, was the school beauty, though a less vain girl rarely lived.

	Sophie, Bianca, and Carla were quiet, steady girls, who could be relied on to keep their heads and their tempers. Vanna had a motherly way which endeared her to all the small people at Le Petit Chalet, and she was the repository for half the secrets of the younger ones. So it will be seen that the Chalet School prefects were a strong body this year.

	At the moment when this story opens, Jo was perched on the arm of a wicker chair, holding forth to Sophie and Bianca about the glories of the Guide camp which had been held in the summer holidays, and which she had attended while they had not.

	‘I think the hornets were the worst of it,’ she was proclaiming. ‘Lonny looked a sight with all the stings she got.’

	‘No worse than you looked when Bill dragged you up out of that pit you fell in,’ said Frieda, looking up from the books she was sorting at the table.

	‘Oh, well, it was all jolly, and I only hope we can have another next summer,’ was Jo’s method of replying to this. Then she stood up, and looked round her. ‘Heigho! Another term! Anyone know anything about the new girls yet? I haven’t seen them at all. Matey pounced on me to unpack as soon as I got here, and when that was over, I came straight here to see what you folk were doing.’

	‘There are sixteen for here, and some for the Annexe, too,’ said Simone.

	‘Yes; tell us about the Annexe, Joey!’ cried Carla von Flügen. ‘Have you seen it? And how do Juliet and Grizel get on?’

	‘You must see the Annexe for yourselves, my dears,’ said Jo. ‘As for Grizel and Juliet, they’ll get on very well, of course. Why not?’

	‘But it seems very funny that they should be teaching,’ laughed Simone. ‘Why, not so many years ago they were here, just girls, with us!’

	‘I think they will do very well,’ said Frieda quietly. ‘I know the children in their charge will be happy.’

	‘I daresay,’ said Jo. ‘But what about the new girls, Simone? Seen any of them?’

	‘Only three—two sisters of twelve and ten, whose name is Linders; and an American girl named Elma Conroy. She is to be in the Third Form, I know, and I think Emmie Linders will be there, too.’

	‘None for us, then?’

	‘Oh, no. And none for the Fifth, either. The Fourth have some; and the Second and the babies have most of the others.’

	A tap at the door broke into their conversation, and Frieda ran to open it. Standing there was their form mistress, Miss Annersley, the Senior English mistress, and a great favourite with the elder girls, though the Juniors stood somewhat in awe of her, for she had a sarcastic tongue, and was rumoured to be a great trial over preparation.

	‘Come in, Miss Annersley,’ cried Jo on seeing her. ‘How jolly of you to spare us a few minutes on first day!’

	‘I can’t stay, thank you, girls,’ she said with a smile. ‘I only came to ask two of you—you, Jo, and Frieda—to come and see to the new girls.—Vanna, Mademoiselle Lachenais would like you to go over to Le Petit Chalet. They have six little ones over there, who are feeling very homesick and mothersick just now. Run along quickly, and cheer them up.’

	‘Yes, Miss Annersley!’ and Vanna jumped up from her chair, and went off to console six small people who had left their homes for the first time, and were feeling very miserable about it.

	The Senior mistress gave the rest a smile, and vanished, saying, ‘I will try to come along for a chat later.’

	‘I suppose we’ve got to go,’ grumbled Jo. ‘What a nuisance! I haven’t done a thing about duties yet, and all my lists must be handed in to-night.’

	‘Plenty of time later,’ called Marie von Eschenau after her. ‘See to the new people first, and when we have Kaffee und Kuchen, we can discuss duty lists in peace.’

	Jo nodded, and went off, followed by Frieda, to seek the new girls in the big form-room where they were congregated. The six First Form people were all over at Le Petit Chalet; but even so, there were ten here, all more or less bewildered by the buzz and clatter that went on round them; and one or two of them looking rather unhappy. Jo went up to them. ‘Welcome to the Chalet School,’ she said. ‘Hasn’t anyone told you people where to go?’

	‘N-nein,’ replied a slim little girl of about twelve, with two long fair pigtails hanging down her back.

	‘Oh, can’t you speak English?’ asked Jo in German. ‘Well, never mind. You will soon learn here. Tell me your name, won’t you? By the way, this is Frieda Mensch who is Second prefect. I am Jo Bettany.’

	‘Our head-girl,’ put in Frieda with a smile. ‘Tell us your names and which forms you are to be in, and then we can show you where to go.’

	‘I am Alixe von Elsen,’ said the child who had spoken. ‘I am to be in the Fourth, I am told.’

	‘So ’m I,’ said a jolly-looking girl of about the same age. ‘I’m Enid Sothern, and I’m English, so I’m jolly glad we have to speak English here.’

	‘Oh, you have to speak French and German as well,’ retorted Jo.

	‘Crumbs!’ And Enid’s face fell. ‘How ghastly!’

	‘Oh, you will soon learn,’ said Frieda comfortingly. ‘And many of our girls here will help you.—Shall I take these two to the Fourth, Jo?’

	‘Yes; do,’ said Jo. ‘Tell—let me see—tell Violet Allison and Ruth Wynyard to look after Enid; and Maria Marani and Cyrilla Maurús can see to Alixe.’

	Frieda nodded, and with an arm on the shoulders of each of the pair, steered them to the Fourth Form, where she called for the four girls Jo had named, and left the newcomers in their charge.

	‘Can’t see why Jo didn’t tell me,’ grumbled a bright-haired girl of about fourteen. ‘Guess I’ve been here longer than Greta and Vi.’

	‘Yes; but they are more careful than you, Corney,’ replied Frieda.

	Corney grunted, and turned back to continue her conversation which Frieda’s entrance had interrupted, while the prefect went back to see what was happening to the other new lambs to the fold.

	‘Frieda, the Third get four news,’ cried Jo on seeing her. ‘And look who is here!’

	As she spoke, she twisted round a ten-year-old child with short fair hair and a round rosy face, at sight of whom Frieda uttered an exclamation of surprise.

	‘Gretchen! I did not know you were coming.’

	‘Der Grossvater said I must,’ replied the little Gretchen composedly. ‘Mamma cried very much, but Papa was pleased, for I shall see die Grosseltern so often, and that I cannot do when we are in Innsbruck. Also, I wished to come to the school he has spoken of to us.’

	‘Good old Herr Braun!’ cried Jo, naming the proprietor of the largest hotel in the Briesau Peninsula, the owner of the land and buildings of the Chalet School, and her very good friend. ‘Well, we’re all glad to have you, Gretchen.—These,’ she went on to Frieda, ‘are Elma Conroy and Mary Shaw who are Americans. Elma comes from Virginia, and Mary from—where did you say, Mary?’

	‘Union, Mass.,’ replied Mary, a brown-haired, brown-eyed elf, with a demure air which, they were to find, was somewhat misleading.

	‘Lots of your compatriots here,’ said Jo cheerfully. ‘You won’t feel lonely, I can assure you.—And this is Emmie Linders, also for the Third.’

	Emmie Linders was so fair, that her hair looked almost white. In startling contrast were her lashes and eyebrows, for they were black. A small child behind her was so like her, that Frieda guessed her to be a sister, and asked about it at once.

	Emmie nodded importantly. ‘This is Joanna,’ she said in German. ‘She is just ten, and I am twelve. Die Mutter heard all about this school, so we are come, though there are good schools in Wien, too.’

	‘Come from Vienna?’ asked Jo. ‘We have another Viennese girl—Marie von Eschenau. I’ll tell her, and she’ll have a chat with you sometime.’

	‘That will be the Herr Graf von Eschenau’s daughter,’ said Emmie. ‘Die Mutter has met the Gräfin.’

	‘Then you’ll be all right,’ said Jo. She went to the door, and caught by the arm the bright-haired girl from the Fourth, just as that young person was rushing past. ‘Where are you going, Corney?’

	‘Just up to dormy,’ said Corney.

	‘Good! Go to the Prefects’ Room on the way and ask Marie to come here, will you? Thanks very much.’

	Releasing her victim, Jo strolled back to the little group, and proceeded to introduce the remainder of the children to her friend. ‘These folk are for the Second.—Edelgarde von Rothaus, Linda Sonnenschein, Elsa Fischer and, of course, Emmie’s sister. If you’ll look after them, I’ll take the Third Form people to their room, and give them over to Dorothy Brentham and Kitty Burnett.’

	Frieda nodded, and Jo went off after bidding Emmie wait for Marie’s arrival. When she returned, she found the Games prefect chattering eagerly with the two little Linders, while Frieda had vanished in the direction of the Second Form, whence she presently returned, and after warning Marie that it was nearly time for Kaffee und Kuchen, the two grandees strolled off to their own abode.

	‘Well, what are the new girls like?’ asked Sophie Hamel as they entered.

	‘Kaffee? Oh, good!’ said Jo, ignoring the question. ‘I’m ready for it, I can tell you.’

	‘Give her her Kaffee, Carla,’ said Sophie, laughing. ‘Poor thing! She looks faint for lack of food!’

	Carla poured it out, and someone else supplied the head-girl with one of the delicious little fancy-bread twists they always had for this meal. Then, when she was comfortably settled, they insisted on hearing something about the new girls.

	‘I think they look very nice,’ said Frieda thoughtfully. ‘Of course, they are only Middles and Juniors, so we shall not have much to do with them.’

	‘I’m not so sure,’ said Jo slowly.

	‘Why, Joey! What do you mean?’

	‘I should say that English kid in the Fourth—what was her name—oh, Enid Sothern!—Well, I should say she’s rather a handful.’

	‘I thought her rather pleasant,’ persisted Frieda.

	‘Oh, she wasn’t rude or anything like that. But she looks as full of mischief as a monkey, and the Fourth don’t need any more of that kind.’

	‘Elsie and Evvy and Lonny have all been moved up,’ someone reminded her.

	‘I know. But Corney is still in the Fourth. And Cyrilla and Maria will take their fair share in any monkey-tricks going. I should say Enid will add to the brightness of that form.—She looks like it, anyway!’

	‘What about the Third? Have they any mischievous genius?’ asked Vanna, laughing.

	‘No; I don’t think so. They have two Americans, though, one from the North and the other from the South. So Evvy and Corney and Louise have two more to keep them company.’

	‘What about the rest?’ asked Bianca.

	‘Oh, Firsts and Seconds are easily squashed. Besides, you’ll have to ask Vanna about the babes. I know nothing about them.—Come in!’ as a tap sounded at the door.

	There was a wrench at the handle, and then two members of the Fifth Form—Margia Stevens, its head, and her great chum, Elsie Carr—literally tumbled into the room, wild with excitement.

	‘What on earth’s the matter?’ demanded Jo. ‘Can’t you come into a room properly yet?’

	They paid no heed to her scathing tones. They were too full of their own news for that. Giggling wildly, Margia announced, ‘Oh, Joey! We’ve got a new girl—just come—’

	‘She’s sixteen,’ put in Elsie, determined not to be left out of it. ‘She has never been to school before—’

	‘Her father’s something in the army—’

	‘And she thinks herself everybody on earth—’

	‘—And just—wait—till—you—see—her!’ Margia wound up the duet in portentous tones, and the prefects looked at each other, wide-eyed.

	‘How d’you mean?’ asked Jo at last.

	‘Her father—so far as we can gather—was a tremendous pot before the War,’ began Margia. ‘After it was over, they went away to live on his country estate, and she’s been brought up like the books say they were—you know—officers are everybody, and everyone else the dust beneath their chariot wheels!’

	‘Do you mean like—’

	‘If you’re going to say “like Eustacia Benson when she first came,” not in the least,’ said Elsie. ‘She was only intellectual. This is a snob—an out and out snob! And we want to know what you think of it.’

	‘I’ll tell you later when I’ve seen her,’ said Jo cautiously. ‘Now trot back to your own quarters, you two. We’ll meet soon at assembly.’

	


CHAPTER II
 EXPLANATIONS

	While the School is busy with Kaffee und Kuchen, its afternoon meal, it may be as well, for the sake of those who have not met the Chalet School previously, to explain a little at this point.

	Four and a half years before this story opens, Madge Bettany, accompanied by her young sister Jo and a French friend, Mademoiselle Lepâttre, had come out to the beautiful Austrian Tirol to try to found a school for girls on the shores of the loveliest of all the Tirolean lakes—the Tiernsee. The reason for this was that they had been left almost penniless, and Jo, always a delicate child, had been alarming them seriously.

	The School began with eight girls, and speedily prospered. The girls were taught on English lines, though they naturally had to be tri-lingual, learning French, German, and English. The numbers began to mount, and when Miss Bettany married Dr James Russell, head of the big sanatorium on the Sonnalpe, at the opposite side of the lake, it was a most flourishing concern. Mrs Russell had never lost her interest in it, and was still regarded by the girls as their Head—‘our dear Madame,’ as they called her. By degrees, the elder girls finished and left, some to go on with their education, others to go home, others still to marry. Of all these, two had come back this term as members of Staff. Up on the Sonnalpe it had been found advisable to open an Annexe to the school for delicate girls, and Grizel Cochrane and Juliet Carrick were there as Music and Head mistress respectively.

	Of those who had married, Gisela Marani was the wife of Frieda Mensch’s only brother, also a doctor, and lived on the Sonnalpe not far from the Russells. Marie von Eschenau’s sister lived in Salzburg; and Frieda’s sister, Bernhilda, was the wife of Marie’s eldest brother, Kurt, and lived in Lyons. Others of the old girls were scattered about the Tirol, and all bore witness to the wonderful Chalet School, so that pupils were plentiful.

	As for Jo, the years in the life-giving air of the mountains—the Tiernsee lies 3,000 feet above sea-level—had completely driven away any further need for fear where she was concerned. She was now as wiry as a young mountain-goat, and, after working up steadily through the school, she was head-girl. It must be owned that there were many times when she wished it were not so. There had been almost a battle royal between the young lady and her sister before it had been settled. Jo had a dread of growing up, and she resented anything that reminded her of the fact that she could be a child no longer. Still, she was fairly reconciled to her fate now, and the girls often declared that she gave signs of being the best head-girl they had ever had.

	For the rest, you must go on with this story, and you will learn what happened this Christmas term at the Chalet.

	 

	After Kaffee und Kuchen, the prefects parted. Some of them were expected to go on duty with the lower forms, and others had work of their own to see to. Joey sat down in the Prefects’ Room, and began to make out the ‘duties list’ with much squirming and grimacing, and Simone Lecoutier had undertaken to copy out the school notices for the ‘General Notices’ board.

	Presently the French girl laid down her pen, and looked across the table at her friend. ‘Joey,’ she said.

	‘What?’ said Jo crossly.

	‘I have news for you. It is really for all of us, but I wanted you to know the very first of all.’

	‘Well; what is it?’ Jo was getting into a bog over prep duty, and was not inclined to be interested in anything else.

	‘I had a letter from Deira to-day.’

	‘Oh?’ The Head Girl laid down her pen too, and looked less bored. ‘What had Deira to say?’

	‘She tells me that she has been to France this summer, and she went to Lyons to see Bernhilda and Kurt. Here is the letter for you to read. You will be so glad, to know that Kurt’s firm has decided to move him to—’

	‘To where?’ demanded Jo, even as she grabbed the letter.

	‘To Innsbruck,’ replied Simone. ‘Bernhilda will be near us all again. Are you not glad, my Jo?’

	‘Glad? I should just think so! How gorgeous to have Bernie and Kurt so near! I only wish there was some chance of seeing Deira. I suppose she says nothing about paying us a visit?’

	Simone shook her head. ‘No; she does not speak of that.—Why do you stare so at me, my Jo?’

	‘Your hair! Simone Lecoutier, it—it’s positively untidy! Why on earth don’t you go and get it cut?’

	Simone coloured furiously. ‘Because this year Maman has said that I must let it grow. I shall want to put it up when I am at the Sorbonne, and it must be long enough for that. It has not been cut since before our camp. I am glad,’ she went on thoughtfully. ‘Now I am growing up, I want to have long hair.’

	‘Oh hang growing up!’ retorted the Head Girl, as she unfolded Deira’s letter. ‘That’s all you folk ever think of these days! As for your hair, you’d better do something about it, or Matey will be on your track. You look worse than I do in my wildest moments.’

	As her own black mop looked more like a gollywog’s wig than anything else at the moment, her remark was pointed. But Simone knew her Jo, so she only gave a little chuckle. ‘You had better let your own hair grow. Madame never has had hers cut.’

	‘My sister’s hair is curly, and mine’s as straight as a barge-pole,’ said Jo. ‘Grow your own if you must; but leave mine alone. It’s jolly comfortable as it is. I wouldn’t have ends tickling my neck for anything—as you’ll have if you go on!’ She subsided into Deira’s letter after this, and Simone picked up her pen and placidly went on with her copying.

	Presently Jo laid the sheets down, and set her elbows on the table, leaning her chin on her clasped hands. ‘Deira’s not much altered,’ she remarked.

	Simone looked up. ‘Did you expect she would be?’

	‘I didn’t know. She’s been presented, and gone to balls and other stupid things. It might have made a change in her.’

	‘Not in Deira,’ said Simone decidedly.

	‘May I have this letter to send to Grizel?’

	‘Yes; when the rest have seen it. But will Deira not have written to Grizel herself? They are great friends, are they not?’

	Jo nodded. ‘Have been ever since—’ She stopped suddenly.

	‘Ever since—’ Simone prompted her softly.

	‘Ever since—something happened.’

	‘But what do you mean, my Jo? Are you thinking of the snow-fight when Grizel was so nearly killed?’

	‘Well—I was,’ owned Jo, a funny look on her face as she recalled that fight. Something had happened then which Simone was not to know. The accident to which the French girl had referred had been no accident, but the result of a fit of temper on Deira’s part, when she had picked up a stone in her blind fury, and flung it at Grizel. The School had come very near a tragedy then, but luckily that had passed. Only Grizel, Deira herself, Jo, and the school baby, the Robin (now at the Annexe), had known about it.

	Simone saw the look on Jo’s face, but put it down to the awful shock of Grizel’s injury which had affected them all more or less badly at the time. She made haste to change the subject, and asked what was happening about duties.

	‘I wish I knew,’ said Jo, thankful to shake off the unpleasant memory.

	‘Why, how are they difficult?’

	‘Well, there are eight of us, and five nights for prep duty. I’m not very sure how to divide up—that’s all.’

	‘Why not leave that to the five senior prefects,’ suggested her friend. ‘That would be Frieda, Marie, Vanna, you and me. Then Sophie, Carla, and Bianca could share the Break duties between them.’

	‘That’s rather an idea,’ said Jo. ‘I believe I’ll do that if everyone agrees. Break duty isn’t bad—just to see that the babes get their cocoa and biscuits. It’s over pretty quickly these days, when there aren’t any lessons out-of-doors. Yes; if those three will agree to it, we’ll settle that way. I wish they’d hurry up and come. I want to get this finished.’

	‘They will not be very late,’ said Simone soothingly. ‘And what about the rest?’

	‘Oh, we’ll discuss that at the meeting. What time is it? My watch has stopped, and I can’t get it to go.’

	‘It is seventeen and a half,’ said Simone, whose watch could always be relied on. ‘Have you wound it up too tightly again?’

	‘I suppose so,’ said Jo gloomily. ‘Bang goes more pocket-money! And I had to send it to be mended twice last term, too.’

	‘Well, suppose I go and tell the others that we will meet as soon as assembly is finished?’ said Simone.

	‘Write out a notice and put it up—that’s better than you running all over the school. I’d better get down to the library and see about the magazines. The bell will ring presently.’

	Simone set to work to write the notice, and Jo ran off to the room where the library was housed, and began turning over the piles of magazines which the School took in. This occupied her happily until eighteen o’clock—six, by English time—when the bell rang for the assembly, and she had to hurry to the ‘splasheries’ to make herself tidy.

	When the whole School was assembled, it had quite an imposing appearance. At one end was the little dais on which Mademoiselle Lepâttre would take her place when she came. To the right of it were the basket chairs for the Staff, and the Sixth Form sat at the left. In front, were the rest of the girls, with the ‘babes’ from Le Petit Chalet sitting on the floor, and the bigger girls graduating to the Fifth Form at the back. Most of them were there by the time the head-girl had reached her seat, though two or three people were hurrying over the last of their unpacking under Matron’s eye. They came in two minutes later, and Matron herself followed them. Then the Staff appeared, one by one. Last of all, Mademoiselle entered, and everyone stood up. She went quietly to her place, and then stood smiling at them all, a plain-faced little Frenchwoman, but with something about her that spoke of her reliability and kindness. The girls would never think of her as they did of Mrs Russell, but they all had a warm feeling for her, and respected her deeply.

	With a slight gesture, she waved them to their seats, and when all were settled, she spoke.

	‘Welcome to the Chalet School, all girls, whether new or old. I have not much to say to-night, and I know the prefects are anxious to get to their meeting. We welcome seventeen new girls to our midst, and I hope they will all be as happy as I know the rest of you are. This is the winter term, so I wish you all to take what advantage you can of the fine weather while it lasts. When the storms come, we may be imprisoned for days, as the old girls all know. Therefore, unless Matron gives permission, no one may be absent from walks or games. We hope to hold our annual sale of work next term, so the Hobbies Club will be busy. Guides, Folk Dancing, all our usual winter activities will continue.

	‘Now I wish to speak of our Annexe where, as you know, two of our own old girls are in charge. For the first week-ends, it has been arranged that you shall go up in sections to see it. You will go after Mittagessen on the Saturday, and stay till Sunday afternoon. As the new coach road is ready, we will go up in motor charabancs, so that you may not be wearied by the long climb. Arrangements will be made for you to sleep at a small chalet Doctor Jem has had built near the Annexe for such a purpose. And for Half Term, it is hoped that all those who do not go home will be able to go.’

	She paused here, and Joey, catching various glances, jumped to her feet. ‘Thank you, Mademoiselle,’ she said. ‘It is awfully good of you all to take so much trouble, and we are very grateful to you.’

	Mademoiselle smiled. ‘It is no trouble, Joey. Also, I know that those who have little sisters at the Annexe will long to see them. But with regard to Half Term I wish to say that we expect all who generally go home to do so this time. Accommodation is limited, and we cannot take up more than our usual numbers. Now that is all.—Juniors, you will go back to Le Petit Chalet with Mademoiselle Lachenais, who will tell you there what you are to do.—Middles, and all Seniors, except the prefects, will get ready and go for a walk. Miss Wilson and Miss Stewart will take the Middles; and Miss Annersley will take the Seniors.—You may dismiss.’

	The girls rose, and quietly filed out, Mademoiselle Lachenais going off with her babies, while Miss Wilson and Miss Stewart hurried up to their own rooms to get ready for the walk with the Middles. Miss Annersley stayed to speak to Mademoiselle for a minute or two, and the prefects strolled up to their own room.

	‘Good idea to take the rest out,’ said Jo, as she sat down at the head of the table.

	‘It is a warm evening,’ said Frieda, looking out of the window at the late sunlight. ‘They say it will be a long autumn this year.’

	‘Just as well when you remember what last winter was like,’ declared Jo. ‘It’ll give the people a chance to get something saved.’

	The rest murmured agreement. They knew that when the winter was long, it frequently meant great hardship for the peasantry who live round the lake. Most of the people rely on the summer season when the hotels are open for their livelihood. Others of the men are cowherds while the cattle are up on the mountain alms for summer pasturage. But when the great beasts come down to the valley sheds for the winter, it means that work is less. The Tiernsee people are seldom far from starvation during the snowy months, and when a long winter comes, it may mean famine and sickness. The previous winter had been such an one. It had begun early, and continued until the beginning of March—nearly six months. The people had suffered, and the School was not able to help very greatly, though they had done their best. If this year’s was to prove a long autumn, it would, as Jo said, balance things a little.

	‘We are to have Zita again,’ she said, referring to a great St Bernard which belonged to a family they knew very well. ‘Mercifully, her pups came in March this year, and they sold the lot. They’ll have that money to live on, and two of the boys are in Innsbruck now, and send home money every week, so things are easier for them. My sister says that if we have Zita as usual, she thinks they will need no other help.’

	‘There are any number who will, though,’ said Marie.

	‘I know. We must discuss it later. At the moment, I want to get on with duties and school work generally. Got paper and pencil, everyone? Then we’d better begin.—Frieda, will you read the term’s record, please?’

	And Jo lay back in her chair while Frieda stood up, an open exercise book in her hands, ready to read the previous term’s record.

	


CHAPTER III
 THE PREFECTS IN CONCLAVE

	Frieda stood up; but before she could begin, there was a tap at the door, followed by the entrance of Mademoiselle Lepâttre.

	‘I am sorry to interrupt you, girls,’ she said, ‘but I wish to tell you about the new school arrangements.’

	New arrangements? This sounded interesting. Joey offered her own seat, and subsided into one pulled up to the table by Frieda. Mademoiselle sat down, and smiled at the expectant young faces turned to hers.

	‘As you know, girls,’ she began, ‘we have grown greatly this term. It was hoped that the new chalet would be ready to accommodate the Middles, but owing to various causes, it is still only half built, and I am afraid we shall not get it till next Easter. Also, so many girls—we are a hundred and five this term—has meant a rearrangement of classes. There will be fourteen in the Sixth this year. The Fifth, we have been obliged to divide into two—Five A and Five B. This has meant that we had to engage at least one more mistress; and as the work will be increased, we have also engaged a junior mathematics mistress. In addition, we needed another form-room. Therefore, we have decided to take the Second Form over to Le Petit Chalet, to which three rooms have been added. They, with the First, will be there as Juniors always, and it will be necessary for you to arrange for their preparation as well as for the Middles over here. There are eight of you prefects, so that will mean that two must be on duty each evening. The remaining evening, the Staff will see to. The Juniors will be with you for games as before. Also, they will come over on the nights when the Hobbies Club meets. But I wish them to have their own library over there, so one prefect must act as assistant librarian so that she can attend to them.’

	‘What about Break, Mademoiselle?’ asked Jo when she stopped.

	‘The mistress last with them will attend to it,’ replied the Head.

	‘And morning walks?’ queried Frieda.

	‘One of their own mistresses will be responsible for that also. Miss Leslie and Mademoiselle Lachenais are coming over here with Miss Wilson; and the two new mistresses, Miss Norman and Miss Edwards, will see to Le Petit Chalet. They have their own Matron there, too. Matron Gowland’—the girls stared, not recognising ‘Matey’ by this name—‘has enough to do over here. So at Le Petit Chalet the children will have Matron Lloyd.’ A little silence followed, and then she rose. She knew that the girls were dying to discuss all this news, but could scarcely do so with any freedom while she was there. ‘I thought it better you should know all this,’ she said as she prepared to leave the room. ‘It may help you in the arranging of duties.’

	Then she left them, and once she was gone, and Joey had resumed her own seat, a babble of tongues broke out that any bevy of monkeys might have envied.

	‘But what a strange thing!’

	‘The babes away by themselves—for that is what it comes to! Well, perhaps we shall have a little peace this term!’

	‘Two new mistresses? I wonder what they are like?’

	‘But did you know of this, my Jo?’

	Jo turned to the last speaker—Simone. ‘Never heard a word about it,’ she declared. ‘It’s as big a surprise to me as to you.—But as for peace, my dear Sophie, do you really expect that when the Middles are left us?’

	Sophie, a big, pleasant-faced girl of sixteen, laughed. ‘Perhaps not. But at least we shall have more time to spend on the Middles.’

	‘Then they will be twice as bad as usual,’ said Marie von Eschenau with conviction.

	‘Oh, come! Elsie and Lonny have been moved into Fifth, I know, for they both came screaming to me about it. That rather splits up the Quintette.’

	‘So far as I can see,’ said Simone in her own language, ‘it simply means that there will be a triplet in the Fifth and a duet in the Fourth.’

	‘I do not think that at all,’ said quiet Carla von Flügen. ‘I think it is likely that Elsie has been sent to Five A as she was top of the Fourth last term; and Lonny to Five B. Then Elsie and Margia will be together, and Lonny will be by herself, and Evvy and Corney will be together in the Fourth.’

	‘If Lonny has been moved up,’ said Jo, ‘then Evvy has, for they were level last term. So that will leave Corney by herself. H’m! It looks rather as though our labours were to be lightened this year.’

	‘Then let us set to work on the duties,’ suggested Frieda. ‘We have not much time, for Abendessen is early to-night.’

	Jo nodded, and Frieda rose once more, and read out the record for the previous term. It dealt with Guides—including the Guide camp of the summer holidays—games, the Half Term visit to Oberammergau when they had seen the famous Passion Play, and The Chaletian, the School magazine. When it was finished, it was gravely ‘passed’ by the girls, and Jo signed it as head-girl.

	That done, they had duties to consider.

	‘Well, prep seems to solve itself easily,’ said the head-girl. ‘I suggest Frieda and Vanna for Monday; Simone and Sophie for Tuesday; myself and Eva for Wednesday; and Marie and Bianca for Thursday. One week we take Middles and the next Juniors. Is that agreeable to everyone?’
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