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CHAPTER I
 THE NEW ARRANGEMENTS

	‘Well, Jo! So here you are. Have you had a good holiday?’

	The tall, dark girl who had just entered the front door at the Chalet School dropped her suitcase and gripped the hand Matron was offering her. ‘Hello, Matey! Jolly to see you again! Yes; we’ve had a very good week, thank you.’

	‘That’s good hearing!—No; leave your case there—or rather put it to one side, or someone will fall over it. Mademoiselle wants you as soon as you come. She’s in the study now, so you’d better run along at once.’

	Jo Bettany raised her eyebrows. ‘What—before I take my things upstairs?’

	‘Yes,’ replied Matron briefly, turning to go to the other end of the house, whence she could hear the voices of those girls who had accompanied Jo down from the Sonnalpe, where they had been spending their brief spring holiday.

	‘Oh, all right, then. Don’t let anyone bag my special bed, will you?’

	‘That will be all right.’ And Matron vanished with the air of a busy woman, while Jo, after glancing at herself in a nearby mirror to be sure that she was quite tidy, went along the passage to a door and knocked.

	A quiet voice spoke at once: ‘Entrez!’

	Jo went into the sunny room, where flowers, books, and a glorious view of the Tiern See, the lake near which the school was situated, made it really charming. At the desk in the window sat a plain but pleasant-faced woman, unmistakably French, who smiled as the Head Girl made her curtsey. This was Mademoiselle Lepâttre, the acting-Head of the Chalet School which she and Jo’s sister, once Madge Bettany, now Mrs Russell of the Sonnalpe, had started five years before on the shores of the loveliest lake in the Austrian Tyrol. When Miss Bettany became Mrs Russell, Mademoiselle had taken over the direction of the school, while the late Head of it still retained a deep interest in it, both financially and otherwise.

	‘Bon jour, Mademoiselle,’ said Joey, advancing to receive the double kiss she always expected on such occasions. ‘You have enjoyed your holiday? Yes? And we also. It has been very pleasant.’

	‘I am glad to hear it. And now, mon enfant, seat yourself. There is much to tell you, and but little time for it.’

	Jo sat down wonderingly. What in the world did this mean? Why must Mademoiselle speak to her at once? As a rule she settled in before she reported herself. She fixed curious black eyes on the Head’s face and waited.

	Mademoiselle looked at her. ‘You know, of course, my Jo, that this term we open our new house?’

	Jo nodded. ‘Yes, Mademoiselle. Madge told me so.’

	‘Ah, but she has not told all,’ said Mademoiselle slowly. ‘As you know, our middles will be over there. Not all of them, for the very youngest will go to Le Petit Chalet. We are making that the junior house, and will have all the little ones there.’

	‘But I thought they were full up there,’ protested Jo, dropping into English in her surprise.

	‘That was true. But for the future there will be no class-rooms there or at the middle house. All will be over here in the Chalet, for only the seniors will live here.’

	Jo thought this over. ‘I see. It’s a good plan. But what will happen in the winter, Mademoiselle?’

	‘We are arranging for that. We are building covered passages which will communicate with all three houses. During the summer holidays, which, as you know, will be very long this year, they will be erected, and when winter comes it will be quite easy for all to come to the school, whether we have storms or not.’

	‘That will be jolly,’ said Jo appreciatively. Then she laughed. ‘Do you know, Mademoiselle, you’re making me quite sorry I’m leaving this term—sorrier than I was, I mean. I should like to be in all this new business.’

	‘Well, at least you will be in it for this term,’ said Mademoiselle, with a smile. ‘But I have yet more to say. Have you ever thought who will take charge over at the new house?’

	‘I thought Miss Wilson was to be Head,’ said Jo, rather startled.

	‘She will be Head, yes; also Miss Stewart and Miss Nalder will be with her, as well as our new Matron. But we must have prefects there too.’

	Jo had been lounging in her chair; but now she sat bolt upright, for she began to guess what was coming. ‘Mademoiselle! You mean——’

	‘Yes, my Jo. For the future, our Head Girl will always be over at the middle house. She will have other prefects with her, of course. We all, I think, recognise that the middles are the girls who most need the prefects. And though the Quintette’—Mademoiselle gave a little smile—’ will be broken up this term, still, as I think you know, they are not responsible for all the sin among the middles. Elsie Carr and Margia Stevens are now seniors, and will remain here. But Evadne Lannis, Cornelia Flower, and Ilonka Barkocz, with Maria Marani, are to be seniors at the new house. I trust they will rise to their responsibilities, and now put away their childish mischief.’

	Jo remained silent, chiefly because she felt too stunned to speak. She was to leave the Chalet, which had been almost Home to her for five years, and go over to the new house! And what did Mademoiselle know about the Quintette? And who on earth were the other prefects to be? Her three greatest friends were Frieda Mensch, Marie von Eschenau, and Simone Lecoutier, the last named being Mademoiselle’s young cousin. They four had come up the school side by side, and though she had friends among the other prefects, these were nearest to her. Were they to be separated now? But Mademoiselle was speaking again, and the Head Girl gave her full attention to the words.

	‘We have considered the matter very carefully, and we think it wisest to place the four strongest prefects above the middles. You are Head Girl; Frieda is Second Prefect; Marie is Games Prefect; and Simone is your friend, all of you. It is you four who will be there, and you must be prepared to be greatly responsible for the good order. Miss Wilson and her colleagues cannot be over there all the time, nor even most of the time. So we shall look to you four to see that rules are obeyed, and that all goes as it ought.’ Here Mademoiselle’s tone altered, and she looked straight at the Head Girl. ‘I know that it is much to demand of you, my Jo. But the school has given you much, and now it asks for this in return.’

	‘But—do you mean that we shan’t go back to the Green dormitory again?’ gasped Jo, whose ideas were all at sea. ‘But—I’ve only been there and in the Yellow, except for one term in the Violet. I simply can’t take it in, Mademoiselle!’

	‘Suppose we go over to the new house for a little and see your room and the prefects’ room there,’ proposed Mademoiselle. ‘If you will bring your case and settle your possessions, then it may help you to realise it better. Matron has already sent over those you left here the week before last. I think you will like your room when you see it,’ she added persuasively.

	‘My room? Not a dormitory?’ asked Jo, following her from the room.

	‘No. As prefects, you four will each have a room. Naturally, as Head Girl yours is, in many ways, the best. But we have tried to make all four pretty, as I hope you will agree. Simone likes hers very well—she is there already. When Marie and Frieda come you will show them theirs, n’est-ce pas? And I hope you will all like the privacy you gain thus.’

	‘It’s very good of you, Mademoiselle,’ said Jo, as she picked up her case and opened the front-door for the Head, ‘but it seems such a change I can’t believe it.’

	‘But you will soon,’ Mademoiselle assured her, as she turned into the path that led round the house. ‘This is the way the prefects will come, Jo, except the one on duty. Each of you will have a morning in turn when you will bring the middles over for work. Also you will take them back for Mittagessen. When we have our passages built, there will be no need for this. But for this one term, when you must cross the field, it will be necessary for one prefect to be in charge; and the girls must march properly, and in good order.’

	‘Yes, Mademoiselle,’ assented Jo.

	They turned off the path, and went down the flower-garden, and through a wicket-gate, newly erected, and into another garden where men were hard at work, bringing what had been meadow-land into proper trim. The girls had not been permitted to see much of the new house during the previous term, for the weather had not been good. For another thing, the authorities had not been anxious to have any accidents, and the tall ladders might have been too much for some of the more wicked spirits among the middles. Now the Head Girl eyed her future abode with interest. When last she had seen it, it had been surrounded with scaffolding. That had vanished, and before her stood a large, long house, two storeys high in front, though the back had an additional floor. It was built largely of wood and plaster, like the other two houses of the school, and the plastering had been decorated with frescoes. Four casement windows ran along one side; then came the front-door, with a big porch, and another casement. Above these ran a line of ten windows; and above these again what proved to be a roof-garden, the flatness being broken by two ridge-shaped skylights which, as Joey found later, lighted the back cubicles of the two large dormitories at the front of the first floor.

	‘We will go in,’ said Mademoiselle. ‘Come, Joey.’

	Jo followed her, and found herself in a wide, square hall, with a passage running right across it at the back, obviously leading to the ground-floor rooms; and a wide staircase springing from the centre to the upper regions.

	‘We will see this part first,’ said Mademoiselle, as she led the girl to the back of the hall. ‘Leave your case by the stairs, and you may get it when we return.’ She turned to her left and opened a door, giving a glimpse of a pretty room, with flowered curtains at the wide window, plants on the broad sill, and a canary in a large cage, piping cheerfully. ‘This is the prefects’ room, where you four will sit and work, and have your Kaffee und Kuchen by yourselves when you wish. See, mon chou,’ and she opened a cupboard-door, ‘we have provided cups and saucers for you. But you shall examine all this later. Now we must go on.’

	Jo followed her out of the room and into a much larger one, with desks set in straight lines, and a mistress’s platform and desk at the top of the room. ‘This the study?’ she asked. ‘I suppose the middles will do prep here?’

	‘Yes; also we shall make of it a detention-room, I think. Now we come to the common-room, where you will dance, and amuse yourselves.’

	Jo looked round it. Like the prefects’ room it was very gay with flowers, and bright pictures hung on the walls. ‘What’s at the back?’ she asked.

	‘The kitchens and their offices. Also your Speisesaal, for you will have meals here unless for a great occasion. This door leads out, and will be the door used by the girls. From here we shall build our passage. Now we will go along to the other end of the house.’

	They duly went, and Mademoiselle pointed out the splasheries which the girls would use during the daytime.

	‘Where does this door lead to?’ asked Jo, pointing to a baize-covered door at the end of the wider passage.

	‘That leads to the sanatorium. Come and see it,’ said Mademoiselle. She took the Head Girl through, and showed her the very complete place, with cubicles for sick cases, a smaller room for suspects; and a dainty little chamber intended for a nurse. Beyond were the bathroom, and a tiny kitchen where meals could be prepared. Jo was delighted with it all, and especially with the fact that it had its own ‘front-door’ which led on to a little lawn with flower-beds, where convalescents could take the air in privacy.

	‘I think it’s marvellous,’ she declared. ‘I’m going to have a week-end here if I can, I can tell you! I suppose Jem arranged it all? What a brain that brother-in-law of mine is!’

	‘Yes,’ said Mademoiselle. ‘Our dear Dr Jem saw to all this. But if you are ill, Jo, I shall warn Matron to give you castor-oil. So be careful!’

	Jo chuckled. ‘You couldn’t utter a worse threat! I’ll be careful!’

	After this they went upstairs, where everything was as fresh and dainty as downstairs. On either side of the staircase were two big dormitories, each divided up into cubicles, one containing eighteen and the other sixteen. Behind the smaller one, and looking up the Tiern Valley, were the rooms of the three mistresses and that ordained for Frieda Mensch. Behind the other came a narrow dormitory with six cubicles. Passages ran across the ends of the long one that bisected the floor, and down these lay bathrooms and so on at the back of the house. To the front were three rooms.

	‘Those at the far end are for Simone and Marie,’ explained Mademoiselle, ‘and one larger one for two of the senior middles. Their windows all look towards the stream and the Kron Prinz Karl. But you will see those later. Come, now, and see your own room.’

	She preceded Jo along the wide corridor to the end nearest the original school. ‘The end room, which has two windows and looks on to the lake and also the school garden, is the Matron’s room,’ she said. ‘Then comes the room Cornelia and Ilonka will share. And this is yours.’ She threw open the door, and Jo entered her new domain.

	It was a delightfully pretty room, with buttercup-yellow walls, white paint, and curtains, rugs, bed-spread, and hangings all of white besprinkled with jonquils, daffodils, and buttercups. The china on the wash-stand—no bathroom for the Head Girl now—was painted to match, and there was a little white bookcase beside the bed, with room for about a dozen books in it. A copy of the ‘Garden’ Madonna hung over the bed; and on the opposite wall was a print of Antonio Moroni’s ‘Tailor,’ a favourite picture of Jo’s. She gave an exclamation of delight, for the room was so pretty and sunshiny.

	‘You like it, ma petite?’ asked Mademoiselle, with an anxious look at the clever, sensitive face.

	‘It’s beautiful,’ said Jo quietly. ‘Thank you, Mademoiselle. It is one of the prettiest rooms I have ever seen.’

	‘Frieda’s faces north, so she has orange and white, and her flowers are marigolds and nasturtiums,’ said Mademoiselle. ‘Marie and Simone face east, so they are all pink. Only we have given Marie crimson roses and pink lupins and delphiniums, and Simone has fuchsias and almond-blossom.’

	‘What’s upstairs?’ asked Jo curiously.

	‘The rooms for the servants. And there are two big dormitories which we shall not use yet, and the practising-rooms. There is also a storeroom, and as the cupboards are all kept locked, we have put a piano in there. I do not wish to have naughty children mixing salt with sugar and pepper with coffee!’ And Mademoiselle laughed. ‘We have also two bedrooms for extra staff, should we need them. At present they, too, will be practising-rooms. But now I must return, or they will be seeking me, and not know where I am. Simone is in her room, and doubtless Frieda, also, will come soon. Marie I do not expect till eighteen this evening. I must leave you, my Jo.’

	‘Just one moment, Mademoiselle,’ implored Jo. ‘When do the middles turn up—here, I mean?’

	‘All but Joyce Linton—she will stay with the sick mother until Monday, did you not tell me?—will be here by seventeen o’clock,’ said Mademoiselle, using the mid-European time as they always did. ‘I shall not send any over here yet. Au revoir, mon chou. I shall see you at Mittagessen, which to-day you take over at the Chalet.’

	Mademoiselle departed, and Jo was left standing in the middle of her new abode, still looking round it with appreciative eyes. Presently she went to her case, which she proceeded to open before she examined the chest of drawers, in which the things she had left behind when she had gone to her sister at the Sonnalpe for the ten days’ spring holiday had been already put.

	‘It’s well to be seen that Matey has done this,’ she thought, as she noted the immaculate neatness. ‘Well, I’d better clear out my case, I suppose, and then go along and see Simone. I wonder what she makes of all this?’

	She turned her case, and began stowing away the contents with a tidiness born of the example before her, and certainly not natural. ‘There is one thing,’ she continued to herself, ‘it’s all been done so suddenly and unexpectedly, and we’ll be in the throes of work so quickly, that I doubt if any of us will have time to miss the dear old dormy over at the Chalet. And if we do, we’ll have got so accustomed to all this luxury that it won’t seem quite so bad.’ She laid her gloves in their case and put it into its drawer, which she closed firmly. Then she shut her suitcase and pushed it under the bed. ‘There! That’s done! Now to find Simone! I wonder what she thinks about all this?’

	


CHAPTER II
 THE PREFECTS’ OPINIONS

	Whistling like a blackbird, Jo strolled along the wide corridor and turned into the narrower one at the end. Just as she finished a verse of ‘Shenandoah’ a door flew open, and a slight girl of eighteen, as dark as herself but unmistakably French, appeared in it. This was one of Jo’s trio of friends, Simone Lecoutier.

	‘Joey!’ she cried. ‘I thought it was you when I heard the whistling! Come in and see my room. But it is so pretty!’

	Joey entered a room smaller than her own, but quite as pretty, with cretonne showing sprays of delicate pink almond-blossom, and clusters of fuchsias like dainty court-ladies, with white bells under pink petals. The white rugs had fuchsias too; and Simone’s pink dressing-gown hanging at the foot of the bed matched the scheme perfectly.

	‘Glad to see you again, Simone, petite,’ said Joey, as she sank into the basket-chair by the window. ‘Well, what do you think of all this? It’s a shock to me, I don’t mind telling you. I haven’t recovered yet.’

	‘Nor I,’ agreed Simone, sitting down on the foot of the bed. ‘When Cousine Thérèse told me that we four were to be over here for this term, I was robbed of my breath—but robbed completely.’

	‘I’m still breathless,’ declared Jo. ‘And I don’t know whether I quite like it. I never, in my wildest moments, imagined that I should finish my school-life in a place that wasn’t the dear old Chalet. Even all this glory doesn’t make it seem worth it.’

	‘I think perhaps it is,’ said Simone slowly. ‘I shall miss our dormitory and all the good times we had together—Do you remember our circus the last night of the Christmas term, my Jo?—but we are growing up, and we must expect changes. And it will be very pleasant to have our own rooms where we can be quite private.’

	‘There’s that in it, of course,’ agreed Jo. ‘At the same time, I’d rather have finished where we began.’

	‘I wonder what Frieda and Marie will say?’ mused Simone. She looked across at her friend. ‘After all, Jo, it is not so bad as it might have been. We four are still together.’

	‘Yes; it would have been rather a blow if they’d separated us—as Elsie and Margia are separated from the rest of that gang now,’ said Jo.

	‘But that will be for a term only,’ said Simone. ‘The other four will become seniors at the end of this term, and then they will go back to the Chalet. And we shall not be here at all—hélas!’

	‘Don’t!’ said Jo sharply. ‘I hate the idea of leaving school. Don’t rub it in, Simone.’

	‘But you would not wish to stay at school all your life?’ queried her friend. ‘After this there will be other things for us to do, Joey. For me the Sorbonne, I hope, and all the work there. Then comes teaching, and Cousine Thérèse has promised that I shall come back here. And for you there will be certainly work at the Sonnalpe. Or do you keep to the old plan, and go to Belsornia as lady-in-waiting to Elisaveta?’

	Jo shook her head. ‘No; not now that Sybil has come. And Dick and Mollie come home on furlough this summer; and when they return, they will leave Bride behind at Die Rosen. I couldn’t go away and leave my sister with all those babies to look after. Elisaveta can get any number of girls to maid-of-honour her; but Madge has only me.’

	‘Elisaveta will be disappointed,’ said Simone, with a thought for the young Crown Princess of Belsornia, who, three years before, had spent two happy terms at the Chalet School as a schoolgirl.

	‘Elisaveta knows how we are situated,’ said Jo. ‘After all, she comes here for a holiday most years, and I shall see her then. It would be much harder, really, in Belsornia. Court etiquette produces a certain amount of constraint, however fond of each other you may be. And they’ll be thinking of a husband for her before long. I’d rather have it as it is, I think.’

	‘And at least we are together this term,’ murmured Simone, who, five years before, had begun her school-life with an adoration for Jo which had never lessened, though the years had robbed it of its sentimentality, and the adoration had become a true, healthy friendship.

	‘That’s true. We shall be able to enjoy each other far more over here than we ever did over there,’ said Jo, with a nod in the direction of the original school. ‘I like the others; but we four are—well—closer, somehow. Have you seen my abode yet? Not? Then come on and see it now. We’ll wait for the other two to come before we invade theirs.’

	The two girls left the pretty pink room and went back to Jo’s yellow one, where Simone exclaimed and admired to the heart’s content of its owner. That done, they toured the dormitories; peeped out of the windows at the fire-escapes which ran down the back of the house, and then went downstairs to the prefects’ room, where the canary was still singing deafeningly.

	‘Rather a change from the bare place the first prefects had to use,’ said Jo, thinking of the time, five years ago now, when the Chalet School was a new venture, and she and Simone had been among the first middles. ‘It seems scarcely possible that all this richness belongs to the school we had then, does it?’

	But Simone, who had been gazing out of the window, was not heeding her. ‘Here is Frieda,’ she said. ‘She comes with Bill. Shall we not go and welcome them? It would be gentille, n’est-ce pas?’

	‘Right! We’ll be gentille,’ agreed Jo. ‘Besides, I’m longing to hear about Frieda’s first nephew.’

	They left the room and went into the hall, just as a very tall woman with a pleasant face came in, a slightly-built, fair girl of their own age, with the apple-blossom skin and blue eyes of the north Tyrol, at her side.

	‘Miss Wilson!’ cried Jo. ‘Welcome to our new abode! How are you going to like it?’

	‘Thanks, Joey. I arrived two days ago,’ said Miss Wilson calmly, as she shook hands with the pair. ‘How is everyone at the Sonnalpe? Good news all round?’

	‘Oh, excellent! My sister is splendid, now, and Baby is such a darling, now I’ve got used to her ginger locks. The other babes are very fit, too, and full of monkey-tricks. And Mrs Linton is out of danger, and Jem says that he thinks they will be able to pull her through now. But she must never live in England again, though she may go back in the summer for holidays. She is talking of building a Chalet up on the Sonnalpe. That will make it quite possible for Gill and Joyce to finish their education here. They are staying up till Monday, but they are coming down then.—And what do you think, you people?’ And she swung round on her two friends who had been greeting each other. ‘Stacie is coming down with them.’

	‘I am glad of that,’ said Frieda, coming to kiss her.

	‘Poor Stacie! She has had a whole year since the accident. How good that her back is well now! And did you have a good time, Jo?’

	‘Oh yes! The only pity was that it was so short. And then the first day or two were rather messed up with Mrs Linton’s illness. But she’s over the worst now. What about you? And what about Bernhilda and her son?’

	Frieda laughed. ‘Oh, he has a name, Joey. He was christened last week. Bernhilda has named him after his two grandpapas, so he is Stefan Kurt. He is very well—such a big, beautiful baby, and very like Bernhilda herself.’

	‘And Bernie?’ demanded Jo, speaking of Frieda’s elder sister, who was an old girl of the school and who had married the elder brother of the last of their quartette, Marie von Eschenau. Bernhilda and Kurt von Eschenau were rejoicing in the birth of their first child, and Frieda had spent her ten days’ holiday in an orgy of baby-worship.

	‘Bernie is doing well, and she is so happy,’ said the Tyrolean girl, smiling. ‘She is longing to show you little Stefan—yes; that is what we call him—at half-term. Papa and Mamma want you and Marie and Simone to spend it with us. The Robin also, if our dear Madame will permit it.’

	Jo smiled at the mention of her little adopted sister, Robin Humphries. ‘I am sure she will. Robin is growing stronger every day now. You will see a big change in her at half-term—unless you go up to the Sonnalpe before then,’ she added.

	Miss Wilson, who had been listening with interest to the talk, now nodded to them. ‘I must go to my room, girls.—Joey, Mademoiselle will send over such middles as have arrived in about an hour’s time. Matron Besly, who is our new Matron, will bring them across.—So you three had best make the most of your time, for once they arrive, you’ll be busy.’

	The three girls thanked her, and she sped off upstairs, as excited over the new arrangements as any of them, despite her years of work in the school, to say nothing of her twelve years’ seniority to them.

	‘Bill’s a dear,’ said Jo, looking after her. ‘Well, come along upstairs, Frieda, and show us your room. Mademoiselle told us that it was orange and white, and that your flowers are marigolds and nasturtiums. Mine is yellow, and I’ve got jonquils, and daffs, and buttercups; and Simone’s is all pink. Marie’s is pink too, I understand, but they’ve given her crimson roses as well. Show us yours, and we’ll show you ours.’

	‘Oh yes; do let us go! I am longing to see it all!’ cried Frieda. She picked up her case, and the three went upstairs together to the pretty room with its view of the entrance to the great Tiern Pass. After they had inspected it and shown off the other two, the trio went downstairs and settled themselves in the prefects’ room.

	‘Now we can talk,’ said Jo. ‘Well, what do you think about it all?’

	‘I suppose it is, after all, only what we should have expected,’ said Frieda thoughtfully.

	‘I don’t see that. I should have thought they’d have given the younger prefects a chance, and left us where we were. It’s only for a term for all of us, and it would have meant not quite so much changing.’

	‘That is true,’ assented Frieda. ‘At the same time, Jo, we are the eldest, and we are the four chief prefects. We should be able to have more authority. And the middles are the middles,’ she finished.

	‘Yes; but don’t you think the others might be more in touch with people like Joyce Linton, and Mary Shaw, and all the younger middles? I haven’t yet forgotten the shock I got when Joyce Linton referred to me as “grown-up.” You, and Marie, and Simone all have your hair up. As Joyce said then, it’s only because I’m bobbed that mine isn’t up too.’ Here, Jo stopped short, and looked at them with a funny expression on her face.

	They were too interested in the subject to notice, however. Frieda laughed, and lifted her hand to the masses of corn-coloured plaits that encircled her head. ‘I see what you mean. But just for that reason we ought to be able to keep better order. Evvy and Lonny and Corney need a strong hand, Jo. And they are not the only ones.’

	‘And we are not the only ones leaving, either,’ put in Simone. ‘Consider, Jo! Sophie, Carla, Eva, Vanna, and Bianca all go too. Only those who are sub-prefects will be left to take our places. Whoever had been chosen it must have meant a change next term.’

	‘Well, they could have sent Louise and Anne and Paula and Thora over,’ said Jo stubbornly. ‘I’m sure they could quell even the whole Quintette if necessary.’

	‘I expect Mademoiselle wishes them to have experience where the seniors are before they come to the middles,’ said Frieda wisely. ‘But it is now twelve o’clock, Jo, and I hear voices. The middles and our new Matron are coming. Shall we go and welcome them?’

	‘I suppose we might as well,’ agreed the Head Girl, rising from her seat on the window-sill. ‘Mercy! What a racket! That will have to stop once term begins.’

	The three left the room and went out to receive a vociferous greeting from the new arrivals, and the conversation ended for the time being. But it was resumed much later on—to be accurate, after Abendessen, as supper was always called at the Chalet School—when the fourth of their quartette, Marie von Eschenau, had arrived and settled in in her rosy room. By that time the whole School was back, with the exceptions of the two Lintons and Stacie Benson, whose second coming to the school this would be. A year ago she had arrived, full of ideas of her own importance and a decision to impress it on the School. The net result had been a bad accident, which had kept her prisoner for three terms up at the Sonnalpe where Jo’s brother-in-law, Dr James Russell, and many other devoted men and women fought the terrible plague of tuberculosis at the great Sanatorium which the doctor had established there. Stacie’s own folly had brought about the accident, and she had paid heavily for it; but now she was much better, and was to be allowed to come back to school this term, though she could not undertake a full time-table of work, nor must she play games, as Jo explained to those who had known her during her stormy first term.

	The Linton girls, just now at the Sonnalpe with their mother, who had been brought back from the Valley of the Shadow of Death only ten days previously, had come to the school the term before, and had already made a mark in the school, and all the middles cheered when they heard of Mrs Linton’s slow but steady progress towards recovery.

	What with one thing and another there had been no time for talk, as Jo remarked when at last she and her three friends were seated comfortably in the prefects’ room at the new house, enjoying chocolate and biscuits before they went to bed. This was to be one of their new privileges, Mademoiselle had informed them, and was one reason why their pretty china had been provided. They must go upstairs no later than ten, or twenty-two, as they called it here; but no one would interfere with them so long as they did not abuse their extra liberty.

	‘Altogether, it seems to me that we are in clover in some ways,’ said Jo, as she stirred her chocolate.

	Marie von Eschenau, an exquisitely lovely girl of eighteen, looked up. ‘But not in all ways? What, then, is it that you dislike, Joey? Tell us, Herzliebchen.’

	‘It’s the change,’ said Jo. ‘I never thought of anything but that we would finish our time at the Chalet itself. I’m not altogether sure that I like all this.’

	‘I know what you mean,’ said Simone, who was fishing in the biscuit-tin for maccaroons. ‘But, Joey, we cannot remain bébées always. We must grow up——’

	‘Oh, do stop it!’ groaned Jo.

	The other three laughed. It was well known in the School that Jo resented the bare idea of having to grow up.

	‘But it has to come,’ said Marie. ‘Why not expect it and look forward to it, Jo, instead of hating it as you do, and being so very miserable about it? David and Baby Sybil will not wish for a baby aunt, I am sure. They will want someone who can guide them. If you stay Kindchen, you cannot do that.’

	Jo’s sensitive face became grave. ‘I know. But, oh! I’ve had such a jolly time at school, and I can’t bear to think that it’s nearly over!’

	‘But so had Bernhilda, and Wanda, and Gisela a happy time,’ said Frieda. ‘Yet I think they would tell you that they are very happy now, though it is a different kind of happiness, Jo. And Grizel and Juliet up at the Annexe, they are happy too. And again, it is a different kind of happiness. You will find it like that also, I am sure.’

	‘But Bernie and Gisela and Wanda have husbands and babies,’ protested Jo. ‘I certainly don’t want any husbands. And we’ve heaps of babies at Die Rosen as it is. And Grizel and Juliet are teaching; but there isn’t anything of that kind for me to do. I shall just stay at home, and help with the children, and practise my singing, and so on. It does not appeal to me after the full life we lead here—it seems so—so little, somehow. It’s just doing little bits of things that aren’t important.’

	‘You will write your book,’ said Simone soothingly.

	‘Yes; but it probably won’t be any good,’ said Jo pessimistically.

	‘I think it will be very good,’ said Simone firmly.

	‘And you do not know. The husband may come,’ said Marie, her lovely face touched with deeper colour. ‘Then that would mean babies of your own for which you must do everything, and that is not a little thing, Jo. Your life would be very full and busy then.’

	Usually Jo shied away from such talk. But somehow this great change in her school-life had made her think. Despite her protests, she felt an older girl than she had done when she left home that morning, and she answered Marie seriously, and without the irritation she generally showed at the subject.

	‘I don’t think it’s at all likely, Marie. I don’t even think I want it. Somehow, I can’t imagine it for myself. You and Frieda will marry, of course; and very soon, too. And Simone will probably do so after she has taught a few years. But I simply can’t imagine myself darning someone else’s socks, and pouring out his coffee.’

	‘I hope it will come, all the same,’ said Marie. ‘It is why God created women.’

	‘I don’t see how it can. I don’t know of anyone.’

	‘Don’t you?’ Marie gave her a funny little smile, which made Jo look at her sharply before she turned away. ‘Oh well, if it is to come, it will come. But, in the meantime, do not try to push it back, Joey.’

	‘And this is our first taste of complete responsibility,’ added Frieda. ‘There will doubtless be many nights when the Staff are over at the Chalet and we shall be left in charge as now. Jo, it is ten minutes of twenty-two. Had we not better go round the dormitories? I know they are not asleep yet, for I have heard voices from above as we sat here.’

	‘I suppose you are right,’ said Jo, with a sigh of relief. ‘What about this crockery? We can’t put it away dirty.’

	‘I will wash it to-night,’ said Simone. ‘You three go and see that all is well and the middles cease to talk. To-morrow night someone else will do the washing-up.’

	‘Yes; we must make our lists out. And, of course, we shall have our prefects’ meeting to-morrow afternoon, I hope, to fix school duties,’ said Jo from the doorway.

	‘Will that be there or over here?’ asked Frieda.

	‘Oh, over there, of course. All school business will be—er—transacted over there. But we must get permission to have the rest of the prees over here for Kaffee und Kuchen occasionally,’ said Jo. ‘Hello! Is that a Rugger scrum taking place upstairs? Come on! We must inquire into this at once!’

	And casting behind her all questions about the future, she went leaping upstairs to the big dormitory whence came the noise that completely justified her description of it.

	


CHAPTER III
 JO HAS TOOTHACHE

	The term was well begun, and people were now comfortably settled in. Monday morning had brought Dr Russell with the two Lintons and Stacie Benson. Gillian, the elder Linton, had gone off to the Chalet, as she was a senior; and Joyce and Stacie had come to the new house where Joyce, who had been a firebrand the previous term, showed every sign of behaving herself and working properly. She had come very near expulsion during her first term, and that, and the remembrance of her mother’s terrible illness after hearing that the expulsion was supposed to have taken place, had sobered her considerably. Unfortunately, when you have most industriously slacked for the first fourteen years of your life, it is difficult to get into steady working trim at once, and many a time did Joyce feel as if it were impossible to go on.

	Stacie’s problem was a different one. The only child of a professor whose one thought in life had been Greek plays, and a brilliant woman-doctor, she had always loved her work, and her classics would not have disgraced a public-school boy of her own age. But other subjects had been sadly neglected, and though she had spent a goodly portion of her enforced rest in reading and studying, she still had much lost ground to recover. And she had, to a certain extent, to make good her footing among the girls. Her first term, like Joyce’s, had been a disastrous one for her. Unaccustomed to school-life, she had made many enemies, and though some of the girls had got to know her better while she was up at the Sonnalpe, it was not the case with all of them, and they still looked at her askance.

	‘All the same,’ murmured eleven-year-old Kitty Burnett to one of her special cronies, ‘she does look different, now she’s got rid of that awful pigtail of hers. I never would have believed that Eustacia Benson was so pretty.’

	‘She’s Stacie now,’ replied Mary Shaw. ‘Anyway, I never knew her as anything else. Was she so awful, Kits?’

	‘The limit,’ said Kitty with conviction. ‘She smacked my face once, just because I fell over her. There was a nice row about that!’

	‘Are you children ready?’ demanded the Head Girl’s voice at that moment. ‘I’m not going to wait all day for you. If you can’t be ready to come now, you can just wait and come with Miss Wilson. Hurry up; and don’t stand there gossiping!’

	The pair fled before the storm. Something, they knew, must have upset Jo that morning, for she was in none too sweet a temper. When she was like this, her tongue had an edge like a razor, and they were not anxious to incur it.

	Jo shut the door of the cloak-room and stalked after them. As a matter of fact, she was suffering from a dull, gnawing toothache; but as she had no desire to pay a visit to Herr von Francius, the school dentist, she held her tongue about it, and suffered in silence. Matron Lloyd over at the Chalet would have found out about it in a moment; but Matron Besly was new to her work, and, into the bargain, stood rather in awe of the Head Girl. Jo had not taken to her, stigmatising her as ‘a fluffy little idiot’—very strictly to herself, however—and had been on her dignity.
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